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PREFACE. 

rp HE  musical  taste  of  our  day  is  in  a  state  of  transition.  Beyond  controversy 
-*-  the  people  will  have  new  tunes  and  hymns  that  move  in  a  more  spirited  time 
than  those  which  our  fathers  sang.  But  this  fact  should  not  send  us  to  an  extreme, 
and  cause  us  to  relegate  all  the  old  hymns  to  the  dusty  past.  Experience  has 
proven  a  thousand  times  that  the  safest  path  lies  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  avoid- 
ing either  edge;  and  this  is  surely  the  best  course  to  pursue  in  the  selection  of  our 
sacred  music.  Between  the  Scotch  Psalter  and  the  Salvation  Army  Song  Book 
there  is  a  wide  stretch  of  territory  in  which  the  careful  explorer  will  find  much  that 
is  good,  and  possessing  that  rare  quality,  endurance. 

Bearing  in  mind  these  facts,  the  preparation  of  Hymns  of  the  Christian 
Life  has  been  conducted  with  the  greatest  care  in  the  selection  of  material;  almost 
every  well-known  composer  has  been  drawn  upon;  and  no  expense  has  been  spared 
to  secure  the  largest  number  of  the  best  hymns  that  can  be  crowded  into  the  un- 
usually large  space  allowed.  The  music  has  been  thoroughly  tested;  the  words 
critically  examined;  and  the  whole  reviewed  many  times. 

Special  attention  is  called  to  the  arrangement  under  classified  topics,  an  adl- 
vantage  not  to  be  found  (Avith  one  exception),  in  any  modern  American  hymn 
book  outside  the  church  hymnals.  This  classification's  of  immense  value  to  art 
pastors,  evangelists,  and  leaders  of  meetings  generally,  enabling  them  at  once  to 
turn  to  a  large  number  of  hymns  on  a  given  subject. 

The  topics  of  Invitation,  and  Salvation  will  be  found  unusually  rich  for  Gos> 
pel  Work.     Many  choice  solos  have  been  introduced,  for  special  use. 

With  the  belief  that  a  book  has  been  at  last  prepared  that  is  fully  suited  for 
a  modern  church  hymnal,  and  at  the  same  time  adapted  to  the  needs  of  the  prayer 
meeting,  and  general  gospel  work,  we  present  Hymns  of  the  Christian  Life 
for  the  service  of  our  common  Lord  and  Saviour,  praying  His  blessing  upon  it,  foj 
His  name's  sake. 

THE   PUBLISHERS. 
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Hymns  of  the  Christian  Life. 


1. 


Breathe  Opefi  Us. 


K.  K.  C. 

Slow. 


Pitgiilpgg 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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Breathe  np  -  on     us,  Lord, from  heav-en,    Fill     us  with   the    Ho  -  ly 
While  the  Spir  -  it    hov  -  ers    o'er   us,      O  -  pen  all     our  hearts  we 
From    all    sin, grant   us      ex -emp-tion,Wash  us    in      the  cleans-ing 
Lift     us, Lord,  oh,     lift      us    high  -  er,  From  the  car  -  nal  mind  set 
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Ghost ; 
pray; 
flood; 
free; 

Ki 
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Fine. 
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Pen  -  te  -  cost, 
souls     to  -  day. 
by    the  blood, 
lib  -   er  -  ty. 
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Prom-ise     of     the    Fa  -  ther  giv  -  en,  Send    us    now    a 

To  Thine  im  -  age, Lord,  re-store  us.  Wit  -  ness    in    our 

Let    us  know  the    full    re-demp-tion  Pur-chased  for    us 

Fill    us  with     re  -    fln  -  ing         fire,  Give     us     per-f ect 
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jy.s. Breathe  up-on      us, Breathe  up  -  on    us,    Lord,  bap  -  tize  us 


now  with  fire. 


Chorus. 
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Breathe  up  - 

on    us,E 

reathe  up-on  us,  With  Thy  love    our  hearts  in-  spire.  .   . 
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2. 


Henkietta  E.  Blaik. 


W^l  HoIy  Spirit,  lierd,  Alene. 


[THE   HOLY   SPIEIT. 
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1.  Thy  Ho-  ly.  Spir  -  it,  Lord,    a  -  lone  Can  turn    our  hearts  from    sin;        His 

2.  Thy  Ho-  ly  Spir-  it.  Lord,    a  -  lone  Can  deep-  er    love      in  -    spire;     His 

3.  Thy  Ho-  ly  Spir-  it.  Lord, can  bring  The  gifts     we  seek      in      prayer;  His 

4.  Thy  Ho-  ly  Spir-  it,  Lord, can  give   The  grace    we  need    this      hour;     And 
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power  a  -  lone     can  sane   -  ti    -  fy      And  keep      us    pure  with  -   in. 

power  a  -  lone    with  -  in       our  souls    Can  light    the     sa   -  cred      Are. 

voice  can  words   of    com  -  fort  speak  And   still   each  wave   of         care, 

while  we  wait,      O     Spir   -  it,    come     In     sane   -  ti   -   fy  -  ing        power. 
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of  Eaith   and  Love, Come  in     our  midst,  we       pray.     And 
of  Love,    de-scend,Come  in     our  midst,  we       pray.     And 
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pur  -    i    -  f y     each  wait  -  ing  heart ;  Bap-tize    us     with  pow'r  to  -    day. 
like       a    rush  -  ing, might -y    wind  Sweep  o  -  ver     our  souls   to  -    day. 
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O  blessed  Paraclete 

Assert  Thine  inward  sway ; 
My  body  make  the  temple  meet. 

For  Thy  perpetual  stay. 

Too  long  this  house  of  Thine 

By  alien  loves  po^jessed. 
Has  shut  from  Thee  its  inner  shrine 

Kept  Thee  a  slighted  guest. 


0  Blessed  Paraclete. 

Tune,  Boylston,  p.l. 

3  Now  rend,  0  Spirit  blest, 
The  veil  of  my  poor  heart ; 
Enter  Thy  long  forbidden  rest, 
And  nevermore  depart. 


(4> 


Oh,  to  be  filled  with  Thee ! 

I  ask  not  aught  beside ; 
Eor  all  unholy  guests  must  fleo, 

If  Thou  in  me  abide. 

A.  J.  Gordon,  by  per. 


THE    HOLY   SPIRIT.] 
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Alex.  M.  Carter. 


HqIy  Spirit,  Gerne. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney.     By  per. 
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sus,Sav-iour      clear, 


Set     me      free      from   slav-ish 


2.  May  Thy     blood,     for  sin   once    spilt,  Cleanse  me 

3.  Bless-ed      Lord,      oh,  bless-ed       Lamb,     Now     I 


4.  May  Thy     sane     -  ti  -  fy  -  ing     power      Aid    me      in 


from       my   crim-son 
come       just  as       I 


life's  dark-est 
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Fill  me  with  Thy  per  - 

May  its  nev        -    er  ceas 

This  my  prayer,      my  on 

Free  me  from         the  guilt 


:fc^;s^ 


Chorus 
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a      home    a  -    bove. 
me  white    as       snow, 
was  shed    for      me. 
me    pure    with  -  in. 
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Ho  -  ly    Spir  -  it,    come,  O 
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Give,    O    give    me    vie  -  to 


i 


:t4^ 


4=,J- 


.^1 P-^-P—PL 


7Z^~i ^ r^— ^ — w- 


the  cleansing    blood.  Sane  -  ti 
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Wash  me  in    the  cleans-uig     hlood, 
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ti  -  fy    and  per  -  feet    me. 


Tallis, 


C.  M. 


[THE    HOLY   SPIRIT. 
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5^        The  Peace  of  God.    C.  M. 

1  The  world  knows  not  the  perfect  peace 
The  Lord  gives  to  His  own ; 

He  causeth  every  sob  to  cease, 
He  hushetli  every  moan. 

2  The  world  can  never  take  away, 
Nor  mar  its  blissful  rest ; 

It  shineth  as  the  perfect  day ; 
For  those  who  trust,  are  blest. 

3  The  peace  of  God,  it  knows  no  jar, 
No  discord,  no  distress; 

It  stills  the  clamor  of  soul-war, 
And  stays  its  bitterness. 

4  It  lays  the  passions  of  the  heart 
And  every  vague  alarm; 

It  quiets  with  its  magic  art 
Forebodings,  fears  of  harm. 

5  O  blessed  peace,  O  holy  calm, 
The  hush  of  thy  repose 

Is  soothing  as  the  healing  balm 
Which  Gilead's  forest  knows. 

6  Descend,  O  silver-winged  dove, 
Descend  with  heavenly  flight, 

Difihse  abroad  thy  perfect  love. 
And  fill  the  world  with  light. 

F.  W.  Farb. 

f)  Low  at  the  Gross. 

^  *  Tune,  The  Solid  Rock.    Key  G. 

1  Low  at  the  foot  of  Calvary's  cross, 

'  A  waiting,  seeking  soul  I  kneel ; 
Counting  all  earthly  gain  but  loss. 

And  longing  for  Thy  Spirit's  seal ; 
Come,Lord,and  with  Thy  touch  divine. 

Fire  with  Thy  love  this  heart  of  mine. 


I 


2  I  would  Thy  life  reflect  below. 
And  daily  in  Thine  image  shine ; 

For  this  the  Holy  Ghost  bestoM^ 
Baptize  me  with  a  love  like  Thine ; 

Exchange  my  weakness  for  Thy  might. 
And  flood  my  soul  with  heavenly  light. 

3  Come,  Holy  Ghost,  my  heart  inspire, 
For  this  my  all  to  Thee  I  give ; 

My  only  joy,  my  heart's  desire. 
Henceforth  for  souls  alone  to  live ; 

Now,  let  me  prove  Thy  love  divine, 
And  realize  its  fulness  mine. 


37  Bathurst. 

*  Tune,  Pentecost,    p.  10. 

1  Eternal  Spirit,  by  whose  power 
Are  burst  the  bands  of  death. 

On  our  cold  hearts  Thy  blessings  shower^ 
And  stir  them  with  Thy  breath. 

2  'T  is  Thine  to  point  the  heavenly  way, 
Each  rising  fear  control, 

And  with  a  warm,  enlivening  ray 
To  melt  the  icy  soul. 

3  'T  is  Thine  to  cheer  us  when  distressed, 
To  raise  us  when  we  fall, 

To  calm  the  doubting,  troubled  breast. 
And  aid  when  sinners  call. 

4  'T  is  Thine  to  bring  God's  sacred  word. 
And  write  it  on  our  heart ; 

There  its  reviving  truth  record. 
And  there  its  peace  impart. 

5  Almighty  Spirit,  visit  thus 

Our  hearts,  and  guide  our  ways; 
Pour  down  Thy  quickening  grace  on  us, 
And  tune  our  lips  to  praise. 

Bathubst. 


(6) 


THE  HOLY  SPIRIT.] 

S.  M.  Lowell  Masoi<. 


Lord,  God,  the  Holy  Ghost, 


1  Lord,  God,  the  Holy  Ghost ! 
In  this  accepted  hour. 

As  on  the  day  of  Pentecost, 
Descend  in  all  Thy  power. 

2  We  meet  with  one  accord 
In  our  appointed  place. 

And  wait  the  promise  of  our  Lord, — 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 

3  Lilce  mighty,  rushing  wind 
Upon  the  waves  beneath. 

Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind ; 
One  soul,  one  feeling  breathe. 

i  The  young,  the  old,  Inspire 

"With  wisdom  from  above ; 
And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  fire, 

To  pray,  and  praise,  and  love. 

5  Spirit  of  light !  explore, 
And  chase  our  gloom  away. 

With  luster  shining  more  and  more, 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 

J.  Montgomery. 

Q  Come,  Holy  Spirit. 

*  Tune,  Rockingham,  p.  \Z. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  raise  our  songs 
To  reach  the  wonders  of  that  day, 

When,  with  Thy  fiery,  cloven  tongues 
Thou  didst  such  glorious  scenes  display. 

2  Lord,  we  believe  to  us  and  ours, 
The  apostolic  promise  given ; 

We  wait  the  pentecostal  powers, 
The  Holy  Ghost  sent  down  from  heaven. 

3  Assembled  here  with  one  accord. 
Calmly  we  wait  the  promised  grace, 

The  purchase  of  our  dying  Lord ; 
Come,  Holy  Ghost,  and  fill  the  place. 

4  If  every  one  that  asks,  may  find. 
If  still  Thou  dost  on  sinners  fall, 

Oome  as  a  mighty,  rushing  wind ; 
Great  grace  be  now  upon  us  all. 


5  Oh,  leave  us  not  to  mourn  below, 
Or  long  for  Thy  return  to  pine ; 

Now,  Lord,  the  Comforter  bestow, 
And  fix  in  us  the  Guest  divine. 

C.  Wesley. 

I  Q^      Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 
With  energy  divine. 

And  on  this  poor,  benighted  soul 
With  beams  of  mercy  shine. 

2  From  the  celestial  hills 
Light,  life,  and  joy  dispense; 

And  may  I  daily,  hourly,  feel 
Thy  quickening  influence. 

3  Oh,  melt  this  frozen  heart, 
This  stubborn  will  subdue ; 

Each  evil  passion  overcome, 
And  form  me  all  anew. 

4  The  profit  will  be  mine, 

But  Thine  shall  be  the  praise; 
Cheerful  to  Thee  will  I  devote 
The  remnant  of  my  days. 

B.  Beddomb. 


11. 


I  Worship  Thee. 


1  I  worship  Thee,  O  Holy  Ghost, 
I  love  to  worship  Thee ; 

My  risen  Lord  for  aye  were  lost 
But  for  Thy  company. 

2  I  worship  Thee,  O  Holy  Ghost, 
I  love  to  worship  Thee.; 

I  grieved  Thee  long,  alas !  Thou  know'st 
It  grieves  me  bitterly. 

3  I  worship  Thee,  O  Holy  Ghost, 
I  love  to  worship  Thee ; 

Thy  patient  love,  at  what  a  cost 
At  last  it  conquered  me ! 

4  I  worship  Thee,  O  Holy  Ghost, 
I  love  to  worship  Thee ; 

With  Thee  each  day  is  Pentecost, 
Each  night  Nativity. 

W.  F.  WajirbS. 
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\  9  The  Holy  Spirit. 

*  I'une,  Meribah. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit !  from  the  heiglit 
Of  heaven  send  clown  Thy  blessed  light ; 

Come,  Father  of  the  pure ! 
Giver  of  gifts,  and  light  of  hearts, 
Come  with  that  unction  which  imparts 

Such  comforts,  as  endure. 

2  The  soul's  refreshment  and  her  guest, 
Shelter  in  heat,  in  labor,  rest, 

Sweet  solace  in  our  woe ! 
Come,  blissful  Light;  oh,  come  and  till. 
In  all  Thy  faithful,  heart  and  will, 

And  make  our  fervor  glow. 

3  Where  Thou  art  Lord,  there  is  no  ill, 
For  evil's  self  Thy  flame  can  kill ; 

Oh,  let  that  flame  now  burn !  [stains, 
Lord,  heal  our  wounds  and  cleanse  our 
Fountain  of  grace !  and  with  Thy  rains 

0  Holy  Ghost  return. 

Frederick  Fabbr. 

0  Spirit  of  the  Living  God. 

Tune,  EocHvgham,pl3. 

1  0  Spirit  of  the  living  God, 

In  all  Thy  plentitude  of  grace. 

Where'er  the  foot  of  man  hath  trod. 

Descend  on  our  apostate  race. 

2  Give  tongues  of  fire  and  hearts  of  love. 
To  preach  the  reconciling  word ; 

Give  power  and  unction  from  above, 
Where'er  the  joyful  sound  is  heard. 

3  Be  darkness,  at  Thy  coming,  light; 
Confusion,  order  in  Thy  path ;    [might ; 

Souls    without     strength,    inspire     with 
Bid  mercy  triumph  over  wrath. 


13. 


4  Baptize  the  nations ;  far  and  nigh 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  record ; 

The  name  of  Jesus  glorify. 
Till  every  kindred  call  Him  Lord. 

J.  Montgomery. 

1  4  Holy  Spirit. 

*  Tune,  Azmon,  p  16. 

1  Spirit  Divine  !  attend  our  prayers, 
And  make  our  hearts  Thy  home ; 

Descend  with  all  Thy  gracious  powers, 
Oh,  come,  great  Spirit,  come ! 

2  Come  as  the  light,  to  us  reveal 
Our  emptiness  and  woe ; 

And  lead  us  in  those  paths  of  life 
Where  all  the  righteous  go. 

3  Come  as  the  fire,  and  purge  our  hearts. 
Like  sacrificial  flame ; 

Let  our  whole  soul  an  offering  be 
To  our  Redeemer's  name. 

4  Come  as  the  dcAV,  and  sweetly  bless 
This  consecrated  hour ; 

May  barrenness  rejoice  to  own 
Thy  fertilizing  power. 

5  Come    as    the  dove,   and  spread    Thy 

wings. 
The  wings  of  peaceful  love ; 
And  let  Thy  church  on  earth  become 
Blest  as  the  church  above. 

6  Come  as  the  wind,  with  rushing  sound 
And  Pentecostal  grace ; 

That  all  of  woman  born  may  see 
The  glory  of  Thy  face. 
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Gracious  Spirit. 

r^we  Rosefield, 

1  Gracious  Spirit,  dwell  with  iixe, 

1  myself  would  gracious  be ; 

And,  with  words  that  help  and  heal, 
Would  Thy  life  in  mine  reveal; 
And  with  actions  bold  and  meek. 
Would  for  Christ  my  Saviour  speak. 

2  Truthful  Spirit,  dwell  with  me  — 
I  myself  would  truthful  be ; 

And,  with  wisdom  kind  and  clear, 
Let  Thy  life  in  mine  appear; 
And,  with  actions  brotherly. 
Speak  my  Lord's  sincerity. 

3  Tender  Spirit,  dwell  with  me  — 
I  myself  would  tender  be ; 

Shut  my  heart  up  like  a  flower. 
In  temptation's  darksome  hour; 
Open  it  when  shines  the  sun, 
And  His  love  by  fragrance  own. 

4  Silent  Spirit,  dwell  with  me  — 
I  myself  would  quiet  be. 

Quiet  as  the  growing  blade. 

Which  through  earth  its  way  hath  made 

Silently  like  morning  light. 

Putting  mists  and  chills  to  flight. 

5  Mighty  Spirit,  dwell  with  me  — 
I  myself  would  mighty  be  : 
Mighty  so  as  to  prevail, 

Where  unaided  man  must  fail ; 
Ever,  by  a  mighty  hope. 
Pressing  on  and  bearing  up. 


15. 


16. 


6  Holy  Spirit,  dwell  with  me  — 
I  myself  would  holy  be  : 
Separate  from  sin,  I  would 
Choose  and  cherish  all  things  goou. 
And,  whatever  I  can  be. 
Give  to  Him  who  gave  me  Thee. 

T.  T.  Lykch. 

Quicken,  Lord. 

Tune,  Rosefield. 

1  Quicken,  Lord,  Thy  church  and  me; 
Send  the  promised  Spirit  down; 

Holy  One,  Eternal  Three, 

All  Thy  former  mercies  crown : 
Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Send  another  Pentecost. 

2  Let  the  living  fire  descend, 
Cloven  tongues  on  every  head. 

Tongues  which  all  may  comprehend  — 

Speak  Thy  life  into  the  dead ! 
Suddenly  the  power  of  grace 
Send  from  heaven,  and  fill  this  place. 

3  Send  the  rushing  mighty  wind, 
Give  the  utterance  Divine ; 

Let  us  know  the  Spirit's  mind ; 

Let  us  speak  in  words  of  Thine : 
Send  a  pure  baptismal  shower  — 
Tongues  of  fire,  and  words  of  power. 

4  As  of  old,  so  be  it  now. 

Now  the  glorious  scene  repeat ; 
See  Tliy  humbled  people  bow, 

Waiting  lowly  at  Thy  feet, 
Crying  all  with  one  accord  — 
Send  the  promised  Spirit,  Lord ! 

B.  GOUQH. 
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2  Ever  present,  truest  Friend, 
Ever  near,  Thine  aid  to  lend. 
Leave  us  not  to  doubt  and  fear. 
Groping  on  in  darkness  here ; 
When  the  storms  are  raging  sore 
Hearts  grow  faint,  and  hopes  give  o'e 
Whisper  softly,  "  Wand'rer  come ! 
Follow  me,  I  '11  guide  thee  home." 
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3  When  our  days  of  toil  shall  cease. 
Waiting  still  for  sweet  release. 
Nothing  left  but  heaven  and  prayer, 
Trusting  that  our  names  are  there, 
Wading  deep  the  dismal  flood. 
Pleading  naught  but  Jesus'  blood, 
Whisper  softly,  ' '  Wand'rer  come ! 
Follow  me,  I  '11  guide  thee  home." 
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19.  New  Haven.   6,4. 

Robert  II.,  King  of  France.     Tr.  by  R.  Palmer.  Thomas  Hastings 


1.  Come,Ho-ly  Ghost, in  love, Shed  on  us  from  above  Thine  own  bright  ray !    Di-vine-ly 

2.  Come,Li.2:ht  serene, and  still  Our  inmost  bosoms  fill ;  Dwell  in  each  breast ,  We  know  no 

3.  Come, ail  the  faithful  bless  ;Let  all  whoChrist  confessHis  praise  employ  :  Give  virtue's 
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Send  forthThy  beams  divine, On  our  dark  souls  to  shine,  And  make  us  blest. 
Victorious  death  accord,  And,  with  our  glorious  Lord,  E-  ter-nal  joy ! 
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Hov  -  er  o'er    me.     Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it ;  Bathe   my  trembling  heart  and 
Thou  can'st  fill  me,    gra-ciousSpir  -  it.  Though  I     can  -  not    tell  Thee 

I      am  weakness,  full     of  weakness ;  At    Thy   sa  -  cred  feet      I 
Cleanse  and  comfort,bless  and  save  me;  Bathe,oh,bathe  my  heart  and 
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Fill    me  with  Thy    hal- lowed  pres  -  ence. 

But      I    need  Thee, great  -  ly   need  Thee; 
Blest,  di-vine,    e  -    ter  -    nal   Spir  -    it. 
Thou  art  com  -  fort  -ing      and   sav  -    ing, 
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Come, oh, come  and 
Fill  with  pow'r,  and 
Tbou  art  sweet-  ly 


-■&- 


now. 
now. 
now. 
now. 


^F==t: 


m 


4=t=t:: 


=t=P= 


D.s.  Fill    me  with  Thy    hal -lowed  pres 
Chorus.  i  I 


ence,  Come,  oh,  come  and 


i 


3  now. 
D.S. 


^==i- 


m=-&=tE^ 


-m=9:^ 


:??3 


Je, 


z^n 


sus  come    and    fill 


m 


Fill    me    now,  fill    me    now, 


=t=t: 


:^i 


=R=^:^ 


me 


=t=t:: 


Copyright,  1879,  by  John  J.  HMd^  Used  by  pennUsioQ. 


(U) 


[THE    HOLY   SPIRIT. 


21. 


A.  B.  S. 


Gonfje  Seven-fold  Hel^  Spirit. 
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1.  Come, blessed,  ho  -  W,  heavenly  Dove, Spirit     of  light, and  life,    and  love.  Re - 

2.  Spir  -  it     of    life!  the  dead  a-wake,Theslurab'ringsin-ner's  fet-ters  break, And 

3.  Ce  -  les-tial    Doveof  peace  and  rest,Hide  us  beneath  Thy  brooding  breast, Thine 
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99    Gracious  Spirit,  Love  Divine. 

^*^*  Tune,  PleyeVs  Hymn. 

1  Gracious  Spirit,  love  divine, 
Let  Thy  light  within  me  shine ! 
All  my  guilty  fears  remove ; 
Fill  me  with  Thy  heavenly  love, 

2  Speak  Thy  pardoning  grace  to  me ; 
Set  the  burdened  sinner  free ; 

Lead  me  to  the  Lamb  of  God ; 
Wash  me  in  His  precious  blood. 

3  Life  and  peace  to  me  impart; 
Seal  salvation  on  my  heart ; 
Breathe  Thyself  into  my  breast, 
Earnest  of  immortal  rest. 

4  Let  me  never  from  Thee  stray ; 
Keep  me  in  the  narrow  way ; 
Fill  my  soul  with  joy  divine; 
Keep  me,  Lord,  forever  Thine. 

J.  Stocker, 


I 

23^  Holy  Ghost,  with  Light  Divine. 

Tune,  PleyeVs  Hymn. 

1  Holy  Gliost,  with  light  divine, 
Shine  upon  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Chase  the  sliades  of  night  away, 
Turn  my  darkness  into  day. 

2  Holy  Ghost,  with  power  divine. 
Cleanse  this  guilty  heart  of  mine; 
Long  hatli  sin,  without  control, 
Held  dominion  o'er  my  soul. 

3  Holy  Ghost,  with  joy  divine. 
Cheer  this  saddened  heart  of  mine ; 
Bid  my  many  woes  depart, 

Heal  my  wounded,  bleeding  heart. 

4  Holy  Spirit,  all  divine, 
Dwell  within  this  heart  of  mine; 
Cast  down  every  idol-throne, 
Keign  supreme  —  and  reign  alone. 

A,  Reed. 


Reckingharn.  l.  m. 


Lowell  Mason. 


^'i^iglgi^.^^-'-^- 


Music  on  opposite  page. 
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4  Spirit  of  Holiness !  we  pray, 
Take  every  stain  of  sin  away, 

And  all  our  being  fill ; 
Baptize  us  with  Thy  perfect  love, 
And  let  our  lives  and  actions  prove 

Thy  good  and  perfect  will. 

5  Spirit  of  Power!  with  heavenly  fire, 
Our  souls  endue,  our  tongues  inspire, 

Stretch  forth  Thy  Mighty  Hand ; 
Thy  Pentecostal  gifts  restore, 
The  wonders  of  Thy  Power  once  more, 

Pisplay  in  every  land. 


6  Spirit  of  Love !  upon  ns  shed, 
The  oil  that  fell  on  Aaron's  head, 

And  bathed  his  holy  feet : 
O  let  our  hearts  like  censers  glow 
And  love  like  burning  incense  flow 

In  fragrant  odors  sweet. 

7  Spirit  of  Hope,  our  vision  clear. 
For  lo !  the  Bridegroom  draw^eth  near, 

His  star  is  in  the  east ; 
Show  us  its  faintest  rising  beam, 
Wake  us  with  morning's  earliest  gleam, 

And  robe  us  for  the  feast. 
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24  He  Comes !  He  Comes ! 

*  Tune,  Christmas. 

1  He   comes !     He    comes !     that   mighty 
New  being  to  impart ;  [  Breath, 

His  uncreated  freshness  fills 
Each  consecrated  heart. 

2  Earth  quakes  before  the  rushing  blast, 
Heaven  echoes  back  the  sound ; 

And  mightily  the  tempest  wheels 
The  upper  room  around. 

3  One  moment  and  the  Spirit  hangs 
O'er  us  with  dread  desire ; 

Then  breaks  upon  the  heads  of  all. 
In  cloven  tongues  of  fire. 

4  Most  gracious  Spirit,  Comforter, 
Sweet  must  Thy  presence  be ; 

If  loss  of  Jesus  can  be  gain. 
So  long  as  we  have  Thee. 

Frederick  Faber,  alt. 

25  0  Holy  Ghost! 

Tune,  Christmas. 

1  O  Holy  Ghost !  Thyself  true  God ! 
Who  through  eternal  days 

From  Father  and  from  Son  hast  flowed 
In  uncreated  ways ! 

2  An  undivided  nature  shared 
With  Father  and  with  Son ; 

A  Person  by  Thyself,  with  Them 
Thy  simple  essence  One. 

3  A  deep,  wide  flowing  ocean.  Thou, 
Of  uncreated  Love ; 

I  tremble  as  within  my  soul 
I  feel  Thy  waters  move. 


26 


I 

4  Thou  art  a  sea  without  a  shore ; 
Awful,  immense  Thou  art; 

A  sea  which  can  contract  itself 
Within  my  narrow  heart. 

5  Thou  art  a  God  of  fire,  that  doth 
Create  while  He  consumes ! 

A  God  of  light,  whose  rays  on  earth 
Darken  where  He  illumes. 

6  O  Spirit,  beautiful  and  dread ! 
My  heart  is  flt  to  break 

With  love  of  all  Thy  tenderness, 
For  us  poor  sinners'  sake. 

Frederick  Faber- 

Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Come. 

Tune,  Boylston,  page  7. 

1  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  come, 
Let  Thy  bright  beams  arise ; 

Dispel  all  sorrow  from  our  minds, 
All  darkness  from  our  eyes. 

2  Cheer  our  desponding  hearts, 
Thou  heavenly  Paraclete ; 

Give  us  to  lie,  with  humble  hope, 
At  our  Redeemer's  feet. 

3  Revive  our  drooping  faith. 
Our  doubts  and  fears  remove. 

And  kindle  in  our  breasts  the  flame 
Of  never-dying  love. 

4  Convince  us  of  our  sin. 
Then  lead  to  Jesu's  blood. 

And  to  our  wond'ring  view  reveal 
The  secret  love  of  God. 

J.  Hart. 


Music  on  opposite  page. 
4  Is  not  Thy  grace  as  mighty  now  5  Remember,  Lord,  the  ancient  days ; 

As  when  Elijah  felt  its  power ;  Renew  Thy  work ;  Thy  grace  restore  -, 

When  glory  beamed  from  Moses'  brow,         And  while  to  Thee  our  hearts  we  raise, 

Or  Job  endured  the  trying  hour?  On  us  Thy  Holy  Spirit  pour. 
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1.  Oh,  for  that  flame  of     liv-ing     flre,     Which  shone  so  bright  in  saints  of  old; 

2.  Where  is  tliat  Spir  -it, Lord,  which  dwelt  In  Abrah'm's  breast,and  sealed  him  Thine? 

3.  That  Spir-it, which  from  age  to      age    Proclaimed  Thy  love, and  taught  Thy  ways? 
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Which  bade  their  souls  to  heaven  aspire, Calm  in  dis  -  tress,  in    dan-ger  bold. 

Which  made  Paul's  heart  with  sorrow  melt,And  glow  with  en    -    er  -  gy    di-vine? 
Bright-ened  I  -  sai  -  ah's   viv  -  id  page,  And  breathed  in  Dav    -     id's  hallowed  lays? 


W. 


if^lezzgi 


;g='^?t 


s^i: 


eee 


V--- 


=t=: 


=^=^ 


isz 


:t=t=t:: 


-f— r 


4^ft  ««d  5?ft  verses  on  opposite  page. 


23.  0ti,  Have  a5e  Srieved  Thee? 

Fredekick  Faber.  'R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Oh,  have  we  grieved  Thee, gracious  Spirit?Wayward, wanton, cold  are  we ;  And 

2.  Dear  Paraclete !  how  hast  Thou  waited  While  our  hearts  were  slowly  turned !  How 

3.  Now  in  our  hearts, O    bless-ed    Spir  -  it,  We  would  take  Thee  for  our  Lord ;  In 

4.  O  Com  -  f  ort-er !  tho' now  we   can  -  not  Love  Thee  as  Thou  lov- est     us;      If 
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still  our  sins,  and  ma  -  ny  wanderings,  Nev  -  er    yet 
oft  -  en  hath  Thy  love  been  slight  -  ed.  While  for    us 
per-fect  love  now  make  us    faith  -  ful.   To    Thy  least 
in    our  hearts  Thy  flame  be    kin  -  died, They  shall  not 


have  wea  -  ried  Thee. 

it  grieved  and  burned ! 
and  light  -  est    word. 

be     al  -  wavs  thus. 
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Holy  Ghost !  come  down  upon  Thy  children, Give  us  grace, and  make  us  Thine  ;  Thy 
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[THE   HOLY   SPIRIT, 


Carl  Gotthelf  Glaser. 
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Enthroned  on  High. 


1  Enthroned  on  high,  almighty  Lord, 
The  Holy  Ghost  send  down ; 

Fulfill  in  US  Thy  faithful  word, 
And  all  Thy  mercies  crown. 

2  Though  on  our  heads  no  tongues  of  fire 
Their  wondrous  powers  impart, 

Grant,  Saviour,  what  we  more  desire, — 
Thy  Sp>rit  in  our  heart. 

3  Spirit  of  life,  and  light,  and  love. 
Thy  heavenly  influence  give ; 

Quicken  our  souls,  our  guilt  remove, 
That  we  in  Christ  may  live. 

4  To  our  benighted  minds  reveal 
The  glories  of  his  grace. 

And  bring  us  where  no  clouds  conceal 
The  brightness  of  His  face. 

6  His  love  within  us  shed  abroad, 

Life's  ever  springing  well ; 
Till  God  in  us,  and  we  in  God, 

In  love  eternal  dwell. 

Thomas  Haweis. 

30    Jesus,  Thine  All- victorious. 

1  Jesus,  Thine  all-victorious  love 
Shed  in  my  heart  abroad ; 

Then  shall  my  feet  no  longer  rove. 
Rooted  and  fixed  in  God. 

2  Oh,  that  in  me  the  sacred  fire 
Might  now  begin  to  glow, 

Burn  up  the  dross  of  base  desire 
And  make  the  mountains  flow  ! 

3  Oh,  that  it  now  from  heaven  might  fall, 
And  all  my  sins  consume ! 

Come,  Holy  Ghost,  for  Thee  I  call; 
Spirit  of  burning,  come ! 

4:  Reflning  flre,  go  through  my  heart, 

Illuminate  my  soul; 
Scatter  Thy  life  through  every  part, 
•  And  sanctify  the  whole. 

5  My  steadfast  soul  from  falling  free, 
Sliall  then  no  longer  move; 

While  Christ  is  all  the  world  to  me, 
And  all  my  heart  is  love. 

CiHAs.  Wesley. 


51. 


Jesus,  My  Life. 


(16) 


1  Jesus,  my  life.  Thyself  apply. 
Thy  Holy  Spirit  breathe ; 

My  vile  attections  crucify ; 
Conform  me  to  Thy  death. 

2  Conqueror  of  hell  and  earth  and  sin, 
Still  with  the  rebel  strive ; 

Enter  my  soul,  and  work  within. 
And  kill,  and  make   alive. 

3  More  of  Thy  life,  and  more  I  have. 
As  the  old  Adam  dies ; 

Bury  me,  Saviour,  in  Thy  grave, 
That  I  with  Thee  may  rise. 

4:  Reign  in  me,  Lord ;  Thy  foes  control 
Who  would  not  own  Thy  sway ; 

Diff'use  Thine  image  through  my  soul ; 
Shine  to  Thy  perfect  day. 

5  Scatter  the  last  remains  of  sin. 

And  seal  me  Thine  abode ; 
Oh,  make  me  glorious  all  within, 

A  temple  built  by  God ! 

Chas  Wesley. 

59  Holy  Father. 

Tune,  Breathe  Upon  Us,  p  3. 

1  Holy  Father,  Thou  hast  spoken 
Words  beyond  our  grasp  of  thoughts 

Words  of  grace  and  power  unbroken 
With  mysterious  glory  fraugat. 

2  Take  us,  Lord,  oh,  take  us  truly. 
Mind  and  soul,  and  hefrt  and  will^ 

Empty  us  and  cleanse  u*^  ttii-oughly. 
Then  with  all  Thy  f  lut.iess  fill. 

3  Lord,  we  ask  it,  hardly  knowing 
What  this  wondrous  gift  may  bej 

Yet  fulfill  to  overflowing, — 
Thy  great  meaning  let  us  see. 

4  Make  us  ii  Thy  royal  palace, 
Vessels  worthy  for  the  King ; 

Erom  Thy  fullness  fill  our  chalice 
From  Thy  never-failing  spring, 

5  Fothor,  by  this  blessed  filling, 
Dwell  Thyself  in  us   we  pray ! 

We  are  waiting,  Thou  art  willing r 
Fill  us  with  Thyself  to-day ! 
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Pentecostal  Power. 
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that   Je  -  sus  promised  should  come  down. 

7  The  martyrs  had  this  power. 
As  they  triumphed  in  the  flames ; 

'T  was  the  power,  etc. 

8  Our  fathers  had  this  power, 
And  we  may  have  it  too ; 

'T  is  the  power,  etc. 

9  'T  is  the  very  same  power, 
For  I  feel  it  in  my  soul ; 

'T  is  the  power,  etc. 


pow'r    the  pow  -  er ;      'T  is  the  pow'r 

4  'T  was  while  they  were  all  praying. 
And  believing  it  would  come,         - 

Came  the  power,  etc. 

5  Some  thought  they  were  fanatic, 
Or  were  drunken  with  new  wine ; 

'T  was  the  power,  etc. 
{6  Three  thousand  were  converted, 
And  were  added  to  the  church. 

By  the  power,  etc. 
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Gerrie,  HqIy  Spirit. 
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Kin    -    die    .  a        flame 

Our     souls,  how     heav   -   i    -    ly 

Ho    -     san  -  nas      Ian     -     guish  on 


cred  love  In  these  cold  hearts  of  ours, 
they  go.  To  reach  e  -  ter  -  nal  joys, 
our  tongues,  And  our  de  vo  -  tion  dies." 
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4  Father,  and  shall  we  ever  live 
At  this  poor  dying  rate. 

Our  love  so  faint,  so  cold  to  Thee, 
And  Thine  to  us  so  great? 
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5  Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Heavenly  Dove, 
With  all  Thy  quick'ning  powers ; 

Come,  shed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  shall  kindle  ours. 
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[THE   HOLY  SPIRIT. 

Now  1  Feel  t^e  Sacred  Fire. 
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I.  I     was  dead,  but    now      I      live, 
2.1    wasbound,hut    now    I'm  free, 
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3  Let  the  testimony  roll. 
Roll  through  every  nation ; 

Witnessing  from  soul  to  soul, 
This  immense  salvation ; 

Now  I  know  it 's  full  and  free, 
Oh,  the  wondrous  story ! 

For  I  feel  it  saving  me, 
Glory !  glory  !  glory ! 

4  Glory  be  to  God  on  high. 
Glory  be  to  Jesus  ! 

He  hath  brought  salvation  nigh, 
From  all  sin  He  frees  us ; 


Let  the  golden  harps  of  God 
Ring  the  wondrous  story ; 

Let  the  pilgrim  shout  aloud, 
Glory !  glory !  glory ! 

5  Let  the  trump  of  jubilee, 

The  glad  tidings  thunder; 
Jesus  sets  the  captives  free, 

Bursts  their  bonds  asunder; 
Fetters  break  and  dungeons  fall, 

Oh,  the  wondrous  story ! 
This  salvation's  free  to  all, 

Glory !  glory !  glory ! 
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The  Gil  of  Gladness. 


Manie  Payne  Ferguson. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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The  oil  of  glad-ness  on  my  head,  By  Je  -  sus'  hand  was  poured ;  And 
I  hard  -  ly  tho't  that  it  could  be,  So  changed  had  all  be  -  come.  When 
Thecrownof  God's  a-noint-ing  oil.    He  placed  up-on      my    brojw,        And 
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all  my  grate-fnl  spir-it  said,  Was  praise, oh,  praise  the  Lord, 
first  the  spir  -  it  set  me  free,  And  made  my  heart  His  home, 
oh,  how  smooth  with-in  my  soul,  The  wheels  are  tiirnins^  now. 
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t)less-ed  now  in  me  re  -  side.        Ho  -    ly  A-noint-ing,  ev-ermore  a  -  bide. 


4  In  blissful  harmony  they  move, 
Beneath  the  Master's  skill ; 

The  spring  of  every  action,  love, 
And  Jesus'  perfect  will. 

5  Stay  Thou  forever  in  my  breast, 
I  cannot  part  with  Thee, 

I  've  chosen  Thee  Thou  heavenly  guest, 
And  Thou  hast  chosen  me. 

37^      Fading  is  this  World. 

Tune,  Hendon,  p.  257. 

1  Fading  is  this  world  to  me, 
Fleeting  are  its  pride  and  fame ; 

Clinging  closer.  Lord,  to  Thee, 
Richer,  sweeter  grows  Thy  name. 

2  Longing  that  great  rest  to  feel. 
Flowing  from  Thyself  within ; 

Quickening  Spirit,  come  and  heal, 
Save  from  fear  and  shame  and  sin. 

3  Kneeling,  waiting  at  Thy  feet, 
Willing  now  with  all  to  part; 

Feeling  all  things  else  but  dross, 
Thou  dost  cleanse  and  fill  my  heart. 

4  Rising  to  new  life  with  Thee, 
Walking  now  in  sweet  release. 

Knowing  Thou  dost  dwell  in  me, 
Jesus,  Saviour,  I  have  peace. 

3g^       His  Grace  Entreated. 

Tune.  Hendon ,  p.  oo. 

1  Holy  Spirit,  Truth  divine  ! 
Dawn  upon  this  soul  of  mine ; 
Word  of  God,  and  inward  Light ! 
Wake  my  spirit,  clear  my  sight. 


2  Holy  Spirit,  Love  divine ! 
Glow  within  this  heart  of  mine ; 
Kindle  every  high  desire ; 
Perish  self  In  Thy  pure  fire ! 

3  Holy  Spirit,  Power  divine ; 
Fill  and  nerve  this  will  of  mine ; 
By  'J'hee  may  I  strongly  live, 
Bravely  bear,  and  nobly  strive. 

4  Holy  Spirit,  Right  divine ! 
King  within  my  conscience  reign ; 
Be  my  law,  and  I  shall  be 
Firmly  bound,  forever  free. 

Samuel  Longfellow. 

TiQ      The  Gracious  Comforter. 

vJ^*  Tune,  Seymour,  p.  221. 

1  Granted  is  the  Saviour's  prayer, 
Sent  the  gracious  Comforter ; 
Promise  of  our  parting  Lord, 
Jesus,  to  His  Heaven  restored. 

2  Christ,  who  now  gone  up  on  high, 
Captive  leads  captivity ; 

While  His  foes  from  Him  receive 
Grace,  that  God  with  man  may  live. 

3  Come,  divine  and  peaceful  Guest, 
Enter  our  devoted  breast : 

Holy  Ghost,  our  hearts  inspire,    ' 
Kindle  there  the  gospel  fire. 

4  Crown  the  agonizing  strife, 
Principle  and  Lord  of  life  : 
Life  divine  in  us  renew, 
Thou  the  Gift  and  Giver  too ! 

Chaeles  Weslet 
(19> 


40. 


A.  B.  S. 


i 


:£i3E 


Speak  te  the  Reck. 

J- 


lthe  holy  s  pie  it. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


--z\z 


li^-^ 


i 


pE^BE^; 


-&-■«- 


=^=1= 


i^-n'-gr 


I^U« 


1.  Faint-ing   in    the   des  -  ert,  Is-rael's  thousands  stand  At  the  rock  of  Ka-desh, 

2.  Bless-ed  Rock    of    A  -  ges,  Thou  art  op  -  en  still,     Blessed     Ho-ly    Spi-rit 

3.  Oh,  for  trust  more  simple,     Ful-ly    to  be-lieve,Oh,  for  hearts  more  childlike 


-ft=3c: 


Jft=%- 


-^-»-^(SZ 


*5=#: 


SPE^E^: 


-k— t?^- 


-^— t^— t^- 


't^^f:, 


■>-J^ 


1^3^=^! 


IS: 


^- 


1^^^-^- 


g=w= 


-^-^9^-9h 


Hark  !  the  Lord's  command, Speak  to  the  Rock, Bid  the  waters  flow, Strike  not  its  bosom 
All  our  be-ing  fill;  Still  Thou  dost  say,  Where  fore  struggle  so?  Call  to  the  spirit, 
Free-ly    to    re-ceive ;  E'en  as  a  babe.  On  its  mother's  breast,  So  on  Thy  bosom 
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Opened  long  a-go.  Speak  to  the  Rock 'Till  the  wa-ters  flow.  Speak  to  the  Rock, 
Whisper  soft  and  low, Speak  to  the  Rock  Bid  the  wa-ters  flow. 
Let  my  spirit  rest, Filled  with  Thy  life.  With  Thy  blessing  blest. 
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Bid  the  waters  flow.  Doubt  not  the  Spirit,    Giv-en  long  a  -  go ;  Take 
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waiteth,  waiteth,  l^reely  to    be-stow,Drink 'till  its  fulness  All  Thy  be-ing  know. 


fctazM4: 


w-t=i±^ 


m^ 


m 


feezifcbtzzzH 


L-J2:5i^-t^ 


-tj^-ii»^ 


'^—\^-M- 


-^f 


^£^"t^ 


Copyright,  1891,  by  A.  B.  \   aipsoa 


(20) 


PRAYER   AND   WORSHIP.] 

41 

W.  C- 


'     J0Y  ef  My  Seul. 


i 


■S-^-TT— I 1— J- 


a 


Warren  Collins,  by  per. 


;i5^: 


m 


'&=^- 


iz-± 


I 


"S,2^-*- 


1.  Joy  of   my  soul,  Tlioii  Sav  -  iour  dear,  It     is     so  sweet  when  Thon  art  near; 


2.  Keep  Thou  the  vig-il 

3.  Oh !  may  no  earth-ly 

4.  Be  Thou  my  life,  for 
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of       my  heart,  Lest  from  my  soul.  Thy  i^race  de-part ; 

shad-ow  fall,       A-round  my  heart.  Lord, keep  it  all; 

T        am  weak ;  No  earthly  help,  but    Thee  I     seek ; 
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In  Thy  blest  love  all  fear    I    hide.  Most  gracious  Lord,  in    me      a  -  bide. 

Oh !  may  Thy  love  All  ev  - 'ry  need.    For  of  Thy  bonn-ty    I    would  feed. 

Be  Thou  the  light  of  heavenly  fire;    Thy  Spir-it,     Lord,    I     so        de  -  sire. 

Joy  of  my  soul,  my  Sav  -  iour  dear,  Life  is    so     sweet  when  Thou  art  near. 
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1.         0  Thou, in  whose  presence  my  soul  takes  delight,  On  whom  in  affliction  I  call, 
2.  Where  dost  Thou, dear  Shepherd, resort  with  Thy  sheep.    To  feed  them  in  pastures  of  love ; 

3.  Oh, why  should  I  wan  -  der,an  a-lien  from  Thee,  Or  cry  in  the  desert  for  bread? 

4.  Ye  daughters  of    Zi   -  on, de-clare, have  you  seen  The  Star  that  on  Israel  shone? 
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My  comfort  by  day  and  my  song  in  the  night.  My     hope,  my  sal-va-tion,  my  all ! 

Say, why  in  the  valley  of  cleath  should  I  weep.  Or  a  -  lone  in  this  wilderness  rove? 

Thy  foes  will  rejoice  when  my  sorrows  they  see.  And  smile  at  the  tears  I  have  shed. 

Say, if  in  your  tents  my  Be-lov-ed  has  been.  And  where  with  His  flocks  He  is  gone? 
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5  He  looks !  and  ten  thousands  of  angels     6  Dear  Shepherd  !  I  hear,  and  will  follow 

rejoice.  Thy  call; 

And  myriads  wait  for  His  word ;  [voice,  I  know  the  sweet  sound  of  Thy  voice ; 

He  speaks !  and  eternity,  filled  with  His     Restore  and  defend  me,  for  Thou  art  my 

Re-echoes  the  praise  of  the  Lord.       ( 21)       And  in  Thee  I  will  ever  rejoice,     [all, 


43. 


Soprano  prominent . 

1.  Eock     ...     of 

2.  Could    ...     my 
,       3.    While    .    .    .  ^I 


Reck  0f  Ages. 


IPEAYER  AND  WORSHIP. 
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this       fleet 


O.  ExcELL,  by  per. 

.    .    for  me, 

er  flow, 

ing  breath, 
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1.  Eock  of  A    -    ges,  cleft  for  me,     BlestRockofA    - 

2.  Could  my  tears  for  -  ev  -er    flow,  Oh,  could  my  tears 

3.  While  I  draw  this  fleet-ing  breath,  Yes,  while  I  draw 


ges,  cleft  for  me, 
for  -  67 -er  flow, 
this  fleet-ing  breath, 
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death, 
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Let  me   hide  my  -  self  in    Thee,  Oh,       let  me  hide     my  -  self  in    Thee; 
Could  my  zeal    no    languor  know.  Oh,  could  my  zeal    no       languor  know, 
When  my  eyes  shall  close  in    death.  Yes,  when  my  eyes  shall  close  in    death, 
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Let  the  wa  -  ter  and  the  blood.  Oh,  let  the  wa  -  ter  and  the  blood. 
These  for  sin  could  not  a  -  tone.  No,  these  for  sin  could  not  a-  tone; 
When  I      rise    to    worlds  un-known,  Yes,  when  I  rise     to    worlds  un-known, 


Erom  Thy  wounded  side  which  flow'd,  Yes,  from  Thy  wounded  side  which  flow'd. 
Thou  must  save  and  Thou  a  -  lone,  Yes,  thou  must  save  and  Thou  a  -  lone. 
And  be -hold  Thee  on  Thy  throne,  Yes,  and  be-hold     Thee    on  Thy  throne, 
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PRAYEE    AND   WORSHIP.] 


In    ....    my 
Rock    ...    of 


dou      -      -   ble  cure, 

price    ...     I  bring, 

cleft     ...    for  me, 
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Be    of    sin     thie      double  cure,    Yes,      be   of   sin      the      double  cure, 
In  my  hand    no      price  I  bring,  Lord,    in    my  hand  no      price  I  bring, 
~     "      '  ges    cleft  for  me,     Blest  Rock  of  A 


Rock  of  A 
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ges      cleft  for  me, 
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Save    ....  from  wrath    .    .    .     and  make  ...  me  pure. 

Sim      -       •        ply  to     ....      Thy  cross  ...  I  cling. 

Let      ....  me  hide  ....      my  -    self  ...  in  Thee. 

I- ^   K  r-1  ^                                                       Repeat  pp. 


Save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure,  Yes,  save  from  wrath  and  make  me  pure. 
Sim-ply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling,  Lord,  simply  to  Thy  cross  I  cling. 
Let  me  hide  my  -  self  in    Thee,  Oh,      let  me  hide     my  -    self  in  thee. 


^i 


^  -^ 


n 


:f^=^^i 


-S^- 


Jt^~ 


SI^^E^E^E^^E^E^-^ 


:NE=^=H*==ie= 


^    1^    I 


Reck  0f  Ages- 


6  lines,  7s. 


A.    TOPLADY. 


SECOND   TUNE. 


Tune,  ToPLADY. 
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44. 


[PEAYEE   AND    WORSHIP, 


J.  Keble,  1827. 


Sun  0f  My  Seul. 

German.    Arr.  by  W.  H.  Monk. 
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_       „        ^  ^  -!^^-  _  

Sun  of  my     soul,  Thou  Sav  -  lour  dear,    It  is  not     night  if     Thou    be  near; 
When  the  soft  dews  of   kind  -  ly   sleep    My  wearied  eye  -  lids  gent  -  ly    steep, 
A  -  bide  with  me  from  morn   till  eve,     For  without  Thee    I      can  -  not  live ; 
If  some  poor  wandering  child  of  Thine, Has  spurned  to-day  the  voice    di  -  vine— 


Oh,  may  no  earth-born  cloud  a  -  rise. 
Be  my  last  thought,  how  sweet  to  rest 

A  -  bide  with  me  when  night  is  nigh. 
Now, Lord, the  gra-cious  work  be -gin; 


To  hide  Thee  from  Thy  ser  -  vant's  eyes. 

For-ev  -  er      on        my  Sav-iour's  breast 

For  without   Thee    I  dare    not  die. 

Let  Him  no    more  lie  down  in     sin. 
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5  Watch  by  the  sick ;  enrich  the  poor 
With  blessings  from  Thy  boundless  store ; 
Be  every  mourner's  sleep  to-night 
Like  infant's  slumbers,  pure  and  light. 
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6  Come  near  and  bless  us  when  we  wake, 
Ere  through  the  world  our  way  we  take, 
Till  in  the  ocean  of  Thy  love 
We  lose  ourselves  in  heaven  above. 
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Jesus,  Saviour,  Pilet  Me. 
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J.  E.  Gould. 

Fine 


:^^l 


EiEES^ 


W=^=i^: 


-'&-- 


T 


1.  Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -    lot    me,  O  -  ver  life's    tempestuous     sea; 
D.  c.   Chart  and  com  -  pass  came  from  Thee;    Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot      me. 

2.  As      a    moth  -  er    stills  her  child.  Thou  canst  hush    the     o-  cean  wild; 
D.  c.   Wondrous  Sovereign      of      the    sea,        Je  -  sus,  Sav  -  iour,  pi  -  lot      me. 

3.  When  at  last        I       near  the    shore,     And  the  fear  -    ful    breakers  roar, 
D.  c.     May    I  hear      Thee  say     to     me,     '^  Fear  not,  I        will     pi -lot     thee!'' 
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Un-known  waves  be  -  fore  me 
Boisterous  waves .  o  -  bey  Thy 
'T  wixt  me  and     the    peace-f  ul 


roll,  Hid-ing  rocks  and  treacherous  shoal ; 
will  When  Thou  say'st  to  them,  ' '  Be  still !  " 
rest.     Then  while  lean  -  ing  on     Thy  breast, 
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PRAYER   AND    WORSHIP.] 


Dveritide. 


10. 

William  Henry  Monk,  1861. 
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L^_^_^ 


The  Night  Cometh. 


1  Abide  with  me !  fast  falls  the  evenilcle ; 
The  darkness  deepens,  Lord,  with  me  abide; 
When  other  helpers  fail,  and  comforts  flee, 

Help  of  the  helpless,  oh,  abide  with  me !  , 

2  Swift  to  its  close  ebbs  out  life's  little  daj^ 
Earth's  joys  grow  dim,  its  glories  pass  away; 
Change  and  decay  in  all  around  I  see ; 

Oh,  Thou  w^ho  changest  not,  abide  with  me ! 

3  I  need  Thy  presence  every  passing  hour ; 

What  but  Thy  grace  can  foil  the  tempter's  power  ? 
Who  like  Thyself  my  guide  and  stay  can  be  ? 
Through  cloud  and  sunshine,  oh,  abide  with  me! 

4  I  fear  no  foe,  with  Thee  at  hand  to  bless ; 
Ills  have  no  weight,  and  tears  no  bitterness ; 
Where  is  death's  sting  ?  where,  grave,  thy  victory  ? 
I  triumph  still,  if  Thou  abide  with  me ! 

5  Hold  Thou  the  cross  before  my  closing  eyes ! 
Shine  through  the  gloom,  and  point  me  to  the  skies ! 
Heaven's  morning  breaks,  and  earth's  vain  shadows  flee ; 
In  life  and  death,  O  Lord,  abide  with  me ! 

Henry  Francis  Lyte. 

AT]  Near  the  Throne. 

™  ■*  ♦  Tu7ie,  Near  the  Cross,  Key  of  G. 


\  Jesus,  keep  me  near  the  throne 
There  Thy  glory  seeing ; 

Resurrection,  life  and  power 
Fill  my  raptured  being. 

Chorus. 
Near  the  throne,  near  the  throne 

Will  I  keep  forever. 
From  ray  loving  Saviour's  side 

Nothing  me  shall  sever. 

2  Near  the  throne  a  trusting  soul 
Jesus'  power  upholds  me, 


(25) 


There  His  arm  protects  me  while 
G-racious  love  enfolds  me. 

8  Near  the  throne,  0  risen  Lord, 
Flash  its  brightness  o'er  me ; 

Help  me  live  from  hour  to  hour 
With  its  light  before  me. 

4  Near  the  throne  I  '11  watch  and  pray 
The  world  and  Satan  scorning, 

Till  the  Lord  shall  take  me  home 
To  meet  Him  in  the  morning. 

Rev.  F.  W.  Fabr. 


GreepUle.  8.7.4. 


PRAYER   AND   WORSHIP.^ 


Jean  Jacques  Rosseau. 


III  III  Ui   I      I  I  I 


45. 


Lord,  Dismiss  Us. 


1  Lord,  dismiss  us  with  Thy  blessing, 
Fill  our  hearts  with  joy  and  peace; 

Let  us  each,  Thy  love  possessing, 
Triumph  in  redeeming  grace ; 

Oh,  refresh  us. 
Traveling  through  the  wilderness. 

2  Thanks  we  give  and  adoration, 
For  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound; 

May  the  fruits  of  Thy  salvation 
In  our  hearts  and  lives  abound ; 

May  Thy  presence 
With  us  evermore  be  found. 

3  So,  when  e'er  the  signal 's  given 
Us  from  earth  to  call  away. 

Borne  on  angel's  wings  to  heaven, 
Glad  the  summons  to  obey; 

May  we  ever 
Reign  with  Christ  in  endless  day. 

Walter  Shirley. 

49^  For  a  Blessing  On  The  World. 

1  Come,  Thou  soul-transforming  Spirit, 
Bless  the  sower  and  the  seed ; 

Let  each  heart  Thy  grace  inherit ; 
Raise  the  weak,  the  hungry  feed; 

From  the  gospel 
Now  supply  Thy  people's  need. 

2  Oh,  may  all  enjoy  the  blessing. 
Which  Thy  word's  designed  to  give ; 

i^t  us  all  Thy  love  possessing. 


Joyfully  the  truth  receive ; 

And  forever 
To  Thy  praise  and  glory  life. 

Jonathan  Evans. 


50. 


Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer. 

Key  of  B.  '^ 


1  Sweet    hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of 
prayer, 

That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 
And  bids  me,  at  my  Father's  throne. 
Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known ! 
In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief. 
My  soul  has  often  found  relief, 
And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare. 
By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

2  Sweet  hour  of   prayer,  sweet  Ijour  of 
prayer. 

Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 

To  Him,  whose  truth  and  faithfulness. 

Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless ; 

And  since  he  bids  me  seek  His  face. 

Believe  His  word,  and  Trust  His  grace, 

I  '11  cast  on  Him  my  every  care, 

And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

3  Sweet  hour  of   prayer,  sweet   hour  of 
prayer. 

May  I  thy  consolation  share. 
Till,  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 
I  view  my  home  and  take  my  flight ; 
This  robe  of  flesh  I  '11  drop,  and  rise 
To  seize  the  everlasting  prize ; 
And  shout  while  passing  through  the  air, 
Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer i 
(3^)  William  W.  Walforp. 
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Shine  0n. 


By  Adrian  E. 


Miller. 
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Shine  on,  shine  on, shine  on  Thou  great  and  ^ 
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1.  great   E-ter-nal     One;  Oh,  let  the  Prince  of  Peace  come  in,  And  take  a-way  our 

2.  great  Immortal     One  ;  Oh,  let  Thy  life  flow  in  my  soul, And  cleanse, and  make  my 

3.  great  Victorious    One;  Ho-san- na  to   the    cru  -  ci-fied ;  Oh,  let  Thyself  hence- 
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bod-y  whole 
forth  a-bide. 


E  -  ter  -  nal  glo  -  ry  we  shall  win.  And  ev  -  er  dwell  with  Him. 
Per-fect  me  as  the  years  shall  roll.  And  let  me  reach  the  goal. 
And  keep  me,neath  the  flowing  tide,  The  fountain  o  -  pen  wide. 
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Save  Me  Lerd. 

sustained.        (male  quartet.  ) 
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Very  slow  and 
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B.  Kfxso  Carter. 
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Oh,  God!      my    Lord,  save, save  me   now.  Lord!  1. 

2. 
3. 
4. 
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I         am  weak  Lord, 

None  but  Thou  Lord, 

I         am  sink  -  ing, 

Lost    L  come     to 
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save    or     I 
Je  -  sus  my 
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Oh !    my    dear  Lord !  save  me,  oh,   save  me  now. 
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53. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Lr  It  A  X  iilt    A. 

Depth  0f  MerGY-  7. 
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1.  Depth  of    mer-cy!    can    there  be 

2.  I        have  long  with-stood  His  grace, 

3.  Now     in-clineme    to  re  -  pent, 


^5 


5.^^. 
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Mer  -  cy    still    re-served   for    me? 
Long  provoked  Him  to      His     face, 
Let      me  now  my     sins      la  -  ment ; 

I        J^  I  ^         1 
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Can  my  God  His 
Wonld  not  heark-en 
Now  my    foul    re  - 


wrath  ^or- bear.  Me,  the  chief  of  sin  -  ners  spare y 
to  His  calls.  Grieved  Him  by  a  thou  -  sand  falls, 
volt,     de  -  plore.     Weep,  be -lieve,  and    sin         no  more. 
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4  Kindled  His  relentings  are, 
Me,  He  now  delights  to  spare ; 
Cries,  "How  shall  I  give  thee  up," 
Lets  the  lifted  thunder  drop. 


5  There  for  me  the  Saviour  stands. 
Shows  His  wounds  and  spreads  His  hands ; 
God  is  love  !  I  know,  I  feel ; 
Jesus  weeps,  and  loves  me  still. 
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A.   J.   Gordon,  by  per. 


My  Jesus  1  lieve  T^hee. 
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r  My    Je  -  sus,  I      love  Thee,  I 

■  \  For  Thee  all  the  pleasures    of 

r    I    love  Thee  because  Thou  hast 

■  \  And  purchased  my  par-don  when 
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know  Thou  art  mine,  .  .  .  My  gra  - 
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first      lov-ed   me,   ...     .  I    love 
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V  2       Fine.  Chorus. 


D.S. 


^^. 


Is 


m 


^Ei-^:^=^E 


liijEtg 


t^: 


=^ 


Thee 
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Redeem-er,  My  Saviour  art  Thou,  .  .  .  \ 
I  loved  Thee, my  Je  -  sus,  .  .  .  'tisnow.  j 
for  wearing  the  thorns  on  Thy  brow,  .  .  \ 
I  loved  Thee, my  Je  -  sus,     .     .     .    'tisnow.  j 


Oh, 


Jesus,  Saviour  r 


E[zzz4:=t:= 


-^- 


_^_^^  ^-. 


r-f^-^ 


te.-zizt:: 


(28) 


w 


PRAYEE  AND  WORSHIP.] 

3  I  will  love  Thee  in  life,  I  will  love  Thee  in  death, 
And  praise  Thee  as  long  as  Thou  lendeth  me  breath; 
And  say  when  the  death-dew  lies  cold  on  ray  brow, 
If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  't  is  now.  Cno. 
4.  In  mansions  of  glory  and  endless  delight; 
I  '11  ever  adore  Thee  in  heaven  so  bright ; 
I  '11  sing  with  the  glittering  crown  on  my  brow. 
If  ever  I  loved  Thee,  my  Jesus,  'tis  now.  Cho. 
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Saviear  Draw  Near  ds. 
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Luke  2i:  15.  Words  and  music  by  ,TiS.  M.  Kirk. 
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When  we  journey  by  the  way-side  and  our  hearts  are  filled  with  gloom, Saviour  draw 

2.  When  we  've  trusted  in  the  promise  and  the  answer 's  long  de-lay ed,  Saviour  draw 

3.  When  we're  striving  for  the  vict'ry  o'er  some  long-b^,    tting  sin.    Saviour  draw 

4.  When     the  way  grows  ve-ry  narrow  and   we    se^  no  light  a-head,    Saviour  draw 


near  us;  And  our    ma-ny  prayers  seem  buried  in   the  dark  and  si-lent  tomb, 

near  us ;  And  the  tempter's  dart  sas-sail    us  just  to  make  our  hearts  a-f  raid, 

near  us ;  And  the    bat  -  tie  rag  -  es  wild  -ly  and  -'tis    all  un-rest  with-in, 

near  us  ;  And  we  long    to  know  the  reason  why  in  darkness  we  are  led, 
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Sav  -  iour  draw   near       us.     Lord    re-veal  Thyself      as    liv  -  ing  nev  -  er- 
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more  to  die,  Crowned  and  reigning  victor  over  earth  and  sky  ;Tell  us  Thou  art  watching 
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o'er    us  and  will    al-ways  hear  our  cry.    When    we  draw    near     Thee. 
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56.  Gerenatien.  cm 

Rev.  E.  Perronet,  1780. 


tPEAYEE  AND  WOESHIP. 


Oliver  Holden,  1793. 


All      hail    the 

2.  Ye       cho  -  sen    seed    of 

3.  Sin  -  ners,  whose  love  can 

4.  Let      ev  -  'ry      kin  -  dred 

I  f  (  f  f 
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Je  -  sus'  name!  Let.      an  -  gels  pros-trate  fall; 
Is  -  rael's  race,   Ye      ran-som'd  from  the   fall, 

ne'er  for  -  get    The  worm-wood  and  the  gall, 
ev  -  'ry    tribe,   On     this  ter  -  res  -  trial  ball, 
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Bring  forth  the    roy  -  al      di  ■ 
Hail    Him  who  saves  you  by 
Go,  spread  your  tro-phies  at 
To      Him    all    maj  -  es  -    ty 
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a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him  Lord 
His  grace,  And  crown  Him  Lord 
His    feet,  And  crown  Him  Lord 

as-cribe.  And  crown  Him  Lord 
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Bring  forth  the  roy  -  al  di  -  a  -  dem,  And  crown  Him 
Hail  Him  who  saves  you  by  His  grace.  And  crown  Him 
Go,  spread  your  tro-phies  at  His  feet,  And  crown  Him 
To      Him  all    maj  -es    -  ty      as-cribe,  And  crown  Him 
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Grewfi  Hirri  Lord  0f  AIL  c.  m 
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All    hail  the  pow'r  of 
Bring  forth  the    roy  -  al 


Je  -  sus'     name !  Let     an  -  gels    pros 
di  -  a     -    dem, 


trate  fall : 
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And  crown   Him,     crown   Him,    crown  Him,  crown  Him   Lord  of 


all! 
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55. 

John  H.  Newman. 

_|_JS. 


Lead,  Kindly  hi^kl 


John  Bacchus  Dykes. 
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1.  Lead, kindly  Light,amidth' encircling  gloom, 

2.  I  was  not    ev-er  thus, nor  pray'd  that  thou 

3.  So  longThy  pow'rhath  bless'd  me, sure  it  still 
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Lead  thou    me 

Shouldst  lead  me       on ; 

Will  lead    me       on, 
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The  night  is    dark,  and  I       am    far  from  home, 

I    loved  to  choose  and  see     my  path  ;  but    now 
O'er  moor  and    fen,  o'er  crag  and  tor -rent,  till 
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on !  Keep  thou 

on!  I      loved 

gone !  And  with 
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feet;  I  do  not  ask  to 
gar  -  ish  day, and,  spite  of 
morn  those    an  -  gel    f  ac  -  es 


see 

fears, 

smile 
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The    '  dis 
Pride    ruled      my 
Which     I  have 
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scene ; 
will, 
loved 
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one      step      e     -    nough  for     me. 

Re  -  mem  -  ber       not  past    years ! 

long   since,  and      lost  a   -   while! 


s!eN 


P=^ 


-g;:?- 


=t 


r 


-r- 


59 


I 


Jesus  Is  God.    C.  M. 

Tune,  Coronation,  p.  29. 

1  Jesus  is  God !  the  glorious  bands 
Of  golden  angels  sing 

Songs  of  adoring  praise  to  Him, 
Their  Maker  and  their  King. 

2  He  was  true  God  in  Bethlehem's 
On  Calvary's  cross  true  God, 

He  who  in  heaven  eternal  reigned. 
In  time  on  earth  abode. 


crib. 


(31) 


3  Jesus  is  God !  oh,  could  I  now 
But  compass  land  and  sea. 

To  teach  and  tell  this  single  truth, 
How  happy  I  should  be ! 

4  Oh,  had  I  but  an  angel's  voice, 
I  would  proclaim  so  loud, — 

Jesus,  the  good,  the  beautiful, 
Is  everlasting  God. 

Frederick  Fabbr. 


[PRAYER   AND   WORSHIP, 


60.        HelY,  HqIyI  Iierd  God  fllrriightY. 


Reginald  Heber,  D.  D. 
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1.  Ho    ly,  Ho-ly,  Ho  -  lyl' 

2.  Ho-ly,  Ho-ly,  Ho  -  ly! 

3.  Ho-ly,  Ho-ly,  Ho  -  ly! 

4.  Ho-ly,  Ho-ly,  Ho  -  ly! 


Lord  God  Al  -  might-y !      Ear  -  ly   in    the 
all  the  saints  adore  Thee,Cast-ing  down  their 
tho'  the  darkness  hide  Thee,  Tho'  the  eye  of 
Lord  God  Al  -  might-y !  All  Thy  works  shall 
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morn  -  ing  our  song  shall  rise    to     Thee ; 
golden  crowns  around  the    glass-y      sea ; 
sin-ful  man  Thy  glo  -  ry    may   not   see, 
praise  Thy  name  in  earth, and  sky,  and  sea; 


Ho-ly,   Ho-ly, 

Cher  -  u  -  bim  and 

On  -  ly  Thou  art 

Ho  -ly,   Ho-ly, 
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Ho  -  ly!' 
Ser  -  aphim 
Ho  -   ly. 
Ho  -   ly! 
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Mer-ci-ful  and  Might-y !    God      in  Three  Per-sons, Blessed  Trin-i-ty ! 
f all-ing  down  before  Thee, Which  wert  and  art, and    ev-er-more  shalt  be. 
there  is  none  beside   Thee, Per  -  feet  in  pow'r  in      love, and  pu-ri  -  ty. 
Mer  -  ci-f  ul  and  Might-y  !    God     in  Three  Per-sons, Blessed  Trin-i-ty  !      A  -  men. 
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Jesus  My  m: 

"  Him  thatfilUth  all  in  all."    Eph.  i:  23, 


61. 


R.  K.  C. 
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R.  Kelso  Carter,  1879. 
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1.  Je    -    sus    my      Pro  -  phet  stands,  Je 

2.  Je    -    sus    my      Priest  for   me,     Je 

3.  Je    -    sus    my     King    as-cends,Je 


sus  my  all.  Bear  -  ing  in 
sus  my  all,  Drained  up  -  on 
sus    my     all,      Mer  -  cy    with 
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•  Air  of  National  Hymn,  "  Land  of  the  Free." 
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Pub.  by  Jno.  Dougherty,  Chester,  Pa. 
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woiincl-ed  hands  God's  lov  -  ing 
Cal  -  va  -  ry,  Worm-wood  and 
jus  -  tice  blends,    Ov   -   er     the 


M^^l 


=H=F^E 


-f-g-f 


call.      Out      of    sin's  rag  -    ing  strife, 
gall.     Sin  -  less    tho'  much    en-ticed, 
fall,      Je    -    sus     sal  -  va  -  tion  brings. 
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Break-ingthe  way    of  life, 
Lamb  that  was  sac  -ri-  flced, 
Je    -  sus, the  ech  -  o    rings, 


Pro-phet  with  blessings  rife,  Je  -  sus  my  all. 
Je-  sus  my  Priest, the  Christ,  Je  -  sus  my  all. 
Je  -  sus  the  King    of  kings,  Je  -  sus  my  all. 
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62. 


Lierd,  dridertake  Fer  Me. 


F.  B.  H. 


Alt.  and  arr.  R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  O  Lord,    ex-alt-ed   far    on  high.  To    me,    in  deep-est  need, draw  nigh.  And 

2.  When  the  fierce  tempter's  fl  -  ery  dart   As-sails  my  weak  and  wayward  heart, Give 

3.  A -mid  the  world's  vaiu  pomp  and  show.  Make  me  Thy  deep-er  joys  to  know, And 

4.  Then, Lord  of  glo  -ry,  life  and  light,  II  -  lume  my  dull  and  blind-ed  sight, Grant 

5.  My  heart  with  Thy  good  spir-it    fill.   Be     my  support    in     ev  - 'ry     ill,    And 
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hear  my  sup-pli-cat-ing  cry  ;Lord, undertake  for  me!   On  Thee  .  .    I    call,  .  .  My 
faith  to  keep  the  better  part  ;Lord, undertake  forme ! 
following  Thee, all  else  forego  ;Lord, undertake  for  me ! 

me  to  hearThy  voice  aright  ;Lord, undertake  for  me!  On  Thee  I  call, 

per-f  ect  all  Thy  ho  -  ly  will  ;Lord, undertake  for  me ! 
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trust  is    all    in  Thee ;  Thou  art  my  rock, my  strength, my  all  ;Lord, undertake  for    me. 


m 


^^ 


13:: 


i 


'1t-pS±\ 


t^t 


:t=t 


EEt 


:5=2 


(33)    ' 


-""-"t 


Copyright,  1896,  by  «..  Kejso  Cartfr- 


[PEAYER    AND   WOESHI? 


63. 


SaviQar,  Hide  Me. 


A.  L.  SiaLTON. 


E.  Grace  Updegraff. 
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1.  Sav  -  iour  hide    me  Close  be  -  side  Thee, 

2.  Thro'    the    mys-t'ry    Of   life's  his  -  fry, 

3.  When    in       sor-rowLet    me     bor-row 

4.  In  death's  hour         Give  me    pow  -  er 


When  the  storms  are  rag  -  ing 
Lead  me,  Sav-iour,  safe  a  - 
Snn  -  shine  from  the  world  of 
To        re  -  sist    the  swell -ing 
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wild ;  Keep    me  near  Thee, Let  me  hear  TheeWhenThon  speakest  to  Thy  child. 

bove;  Up      the  mountain  To  the  fount-ain   Of      Thy  ev  -  er -last- ing  love. 

light ;  In       my  sad-nessGive  me  glad-ness  To       o'ercome  the  mor  -al  night. 

tide ;  Hov  -  er     o'er  i:ae,  Go    be-  fore  me,  Lead     me  safe  on    Canaan's  side. 
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Chorus. 
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Donbt-ing      nev  -  er,  trust  -ing 


ev  -  er,        Sav  -  iour,      I      will    f ol  -  low 
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Thee;  Till        I    see  death's  lift-ed    cur-tain.  Let     me  hide    my-self    in  Thee. 
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64. 


Rernernber  Me.   c.  m. 


E.  K.  C.     (Old  Chorus.) 
J— J- 


Arr.  by  R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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Je  -  sus,  for  me  Thy  blood  was  spilt  Up  -  on  th'  ac 
A  -  mid  sin's  darli  and  rush  -  ing  flood,  I  desperate 
Re  -    mem-ber     all      my      help-  less-  ness,    And    my      in- 


•curs-ed 
cling  to 
firm  -  i  ■ 


tree ; 
Thee ; 

ty; 
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Ww(J»  by  per  Jno.  J.  Hppd.       Melody  by  per.  Oliyer  Ditson  Company. 


PRAYER   AND    WORSHIP.] 
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Re  -  deem  and  cleanse  my      soul  from  guilt,  O        Lord,  re  -   mem-ber    me! 
My        on  -  ly    hope    is  Je  -  sus' blood, My     Lord,  re  -    mem-ber    me!  , 

Be     Thou  my     per  -  feet   right-eous-ness,  O        Lord,  re  -    mem-ber    me ! 
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Be     -  mem  -  ber,  Lord,  Thy 
Chorus. 


dy  -  ing  groans,  And    then  re 
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mem-ber     me  I 
,  D.S. 
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Je  -  sus,        my       Sav-iour, 


Gok      to         Thee ; 
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4  Deliver  me  from  all  my  sin, 
And  give  full  liberty ; 
Renew  and  cleanse,  without,  within, 
Dear  Lord,  remember  me ! 
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5  Soul,  spirit,  body,  blameless  keep. 
Thy  coming.  Lord,  to  see ; 
Destroy  the  sting  of  death's  last  sleep, 
And,  Lord,  remember  me ! 
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Mrs.  Harriet  E.  Jones. 


Hide  Me  in  the  Gleft. 
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Frank  M.  Davis. 
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1.  Hide  me,    O    my  bless-ed  Sav-iour,  While  up- on  life's  troubled  sea;  Sorrow's 

2.  Hide  me,    O    my  bless-ed  Sav-iour,    O-  ver  shad-ow  day  by    day;  Keep  me 

3.  When  the  clouds  shall  gather  near  me, When  of  dearest  friends  bereft.  Then  my 

4.  Hide  me,    O    my  bless-ed  Sav-iour,  Till  the  storms  of  life  are  past;  Hide  me 
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Chorus. 
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waves  shall  not  o'erwhelm  me, If   I  sweet-ly  rest  in  Thee. Hide  me, hide  me, Saviour, 
from  the  rocks  and  breakers.  Waiting  all  a-long  the  way. 
lov  -  ing  Saviour  hide  me, Sweetly  hide  me  in    the  cleft, 
till      I  reach  the  harbor  Where  Thy  ransomed  rest  at  last. 
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hide  me, Hide  me  sweetly  in  the  cleft  ;In  Thy  bleeding  side,0  hide  me, Hide  me, hide  me  in  the  cleft. 
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F.   GlARDINI,  1760. 
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gg^  Come,  Thou  Almighty  King. 

1  Come,  Thou  almighty  King, 
Help  us  Thy  name  to  sing, 

Help  us  to  praise  : 
Father  all-glorious. 
O'er  all  victorious. 
Come,  and  reign  over  us, 

Ancient  of  days ! 

2  Come,  Thou,  incarnate  Word ! 
Gird  on  Thy  mighty  sword ; 

Our  prayer  attend : 
Come,  and  Thy  people  bless, 
And  give  Thy  word  success ; 
Spirit  of  holiness ! 

On  us  descend. 

3  Come,  holy  Comforter! 
Thy  sacred  witness  bear. 

In  this  glad  hour ; 
Thou,  who  almighty  art, 
Now  rule  in  every  heart, 
And  ne'er  from  us  depart, 

Spirit  of  power. 

4  To  the  great  One  in  Three, 
The  highest  praises  be, 

Hence,  evermore! 
His  sovereign  majesty 
May  we  in  glory  see, 
And  to  eternity 

Love  and  adore. 

Martin  Madin,  1757. 

OT]  Grace  at  Table. 

V/  i  ♦  Tune,  "  Blessed  Be  the  Name,"  p.  267. 

1  We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  this  our  food, 
Kef.     Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord. 

But  more  because  of  Jesus'  blood, 
Ref.     Blessed  be  the  name  of  the  Lord. 
Cho.     Blessed  be  the  name,  etc.  ( 


I 


2  Let  manna  to  our  souls  be  given, 

The    Bread    of    Life    sent    down    from 
Cho.     Blessed  be  the  name, etc. [heaven. 

3  Be  present  at  our  table,  Lord, 
Be  here  as  everywhere  adored, 

Thy  creatures  bless,  and  grant  that  we 
May  feast  in  Paradise  with  Thee. 

Used  by  John  Wesley. 

4  Praise  shall  our  grateful  lips  employ 
While  life  and  plenty  we  enjoy, 

Till,  worthy,  we  adore  Thy  name, 
While  banqueting  with  Christ  the  Lamb. 
John  Cennick. 

5  We  thank  Thee,  Lord,  for  daily  bread, 
Which  from  Thy  bounteous  hand  is  given, 
Oh,  may  our  souls  thro'  grace  be  fed 

On  Christ,  the  Bread  of  life  from  Heaven. 

6  Father,  Thy  mercy  hath  supplied 
Our  wants  from  Thine  unbounded  store; 
Oh,  may  our  souls  thro'  Christ  that  died, 
Be  fed,  and  never  hunger  more. 

H.  L.  Hastings. 

Tune,  "  His  Yoke  is  Easy." 

6  We  praise  Thee,  0   Lord,  for  this  out 
Thou  hear'st  our  daily  cry,  [food ; 

And  every  day,  in  Thine  own  way, 

Thou  dost  our  wants  supply.  [light. 

Cho.     His  yoke  is  easy,  His  burden  is 
K.  K.  Carter. 
Tune,  "Trust  and  Obey," p.  218. 

7  As  we  sit  round  the  board. 
By  the  grace  of  the  Lord, 

All  our  needs  are  supplied  every  day ; 

In  His  word  we  confide. 

And  the  Lord  doth  provide 
If  we  only  will  trust  and  obey. 

Cho.     Trust  and  obey,  etc. 

)  E.  K.  Carter. 
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James  Montgomery 


ForeYer  Wilt)  the  Lord. 

Chorus  by  R.  Kelso  Carthr. 
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4  So  when  my  latest  breath 

Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain, 
By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death. 
And  life  eternal  gain. 


(37) 
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Knowing  as  I  am  known, 
How  shall  I  love  that  word. 

And  oft  repeat  around  the  throne, 
"  Forever  with  the  Lord." 
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R.  Kelso  Carter. 


Perfect  Peace. 

"  Peace  I  leave  with  you."    Russian  Air,  arr.  by  R.  K.  C. 
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2.  Je-sus,Sav-iour,  Je  -  sus,  Sav-  iour,Now  my  pray'r  at  -  tend ;     Bles-sed  Giv-er, 

3.  Ho-ly  Spir- it,    Ho-ly       Spir-it,Come  with  tongues  a- flame,    Hov- er  o'er  me, 
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wid-'ning  ev  -  er,  Mows  the  peace  of  God.  Bear-ing  on  its  bos-  om 
like  a  riv  -  er,  Let  Thy  peace  de  -  scend.  In  the  time  of  tri  -  al, 
walk  be  -  fore  me,  Come,  in      Je  -  sus'  name !  Come  re  -  fin  -  ing    Are, 
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Ev  - 'ry  trusting  soul.  Thro' the  gates  of  glo  -  ry,  Deep  its  wa-ters  roll. 
Keep  me  by  Thy  power,  Comfort  and  sus-tain  me,  Ev-'ry  day  and  hour. 
Now  ap- ply  the      blood;     Plunge  me  in    the    riv  -  er  FloAving  down  from  God. 
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Ev-er  on-ward  go-ing, going,  Joys  that  never  cease  ;Like  a  riv-er  flow-ing, flowing. 
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Is  God's  perfect  peace, Like  a    riv-er,  flowing, flowing.  Is  God's  perfect  peace. 
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I  am    weak    but    Thou  art    might  -  y ;     Hold   me 

Let      the    fier  -    y,       cloud -y       pil    -    lar,    Lead   me 
Bear  me  through  the    swell -ing    cur  -  rent.  Land   me 
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Feed  me  till      I      want  no    more,    Feed  me    till      I      want  no   more. 
Be   Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield.  Be  Thou  still  my  strength  and  shield. 
I        will  ev  -  er     give     to    Thee,     I       will    ev  -  er     give    to    Thee. 
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37  \  ^    Morning  Prayer.    CM. 

Tune,  Azmon,p.  16. 

1  Here  in  this  bright,  refreshing  dawn,  3  Whatever  may  my  way  betide, 

With  all  my  powers  awake.  If  Thou,  my  Lord,  art  near, 

I  come  to  Thee,  who  made  the  morn.  And  with  me  all  the  way  abide, 

And  ev'ry  wish  I  take.  No  evil  will  I  fear. 


2  In  this  bright  hour  I  give  to  Thee 
My  consecrated  will ; 
And  pray  Thee,  Lord,  to  manage  me. 
And  keep  me  from  all  ill. 


4  Thus  resting,  Lord,  my  soul  on  Thee, 
O  Saviour,  Jesus,  come; — 
Abide !  O  Lord,  abide  with  me. 
And  make  my  heart  Thy  home. 
9 )  Mrs.  S.  M.  Spkbrt. 
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f  ev-ered  heart  and  brain  And  up  -  on    His  bless-ed      bo-som  holds  me  still, 

springs  of    joy  are  full,  And  the  tides    of  glo  -  ry    o'er  my    be  -  ing    roll, 

all    my      be -ing  share   All  the    full-ness  of     my    glorious  Liv -ing  Head. 
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5  Oh,  the  service  that  He  gives  me  as  I     6  Oh,  the  blessed  hopes  that  thrill  me  as  I 


wait  upon  the  Lord,  [  love. 

Ministries  of  faith  and  prayer  for  them  I 

As  I  bring  Thy  Spirit's  burdens  while  the 

Saviour  lends  His  ear  [  above. 

And  presents  them   at  the  mercy-seat 


wait  upon  the  Lord,  [  rise, 

And  the  visions  of  His  glory  o'er  me 
I  can  almost  see  the  dawning  of  the  glad 

Millennial  Day,  [  ern  skies. 

And  the  Morning  Star  ascend  the  east- 
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with  Thy  love ;  May  each  soul  be  re  - 


1.  We  praise Thee,0      God!  for  the  Son 

2.  We  praise  Thee,0      God !  for  Thy  spir  - 

3.  All    glo  -  ry    and  praise  to    the  Lamb 
All    glo  -  ry    and  praise  to    the  God 
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sins,  and  has  cleansed  ev-'ry  stain, 
sought  us,  and  guid  -  ed  our  ways, 
kin-died  with  fire  from  a  -  bove. 
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T[^    Safely  Thro'  Another  Week. 

1  Safely  through  another  week, 
God  has  brought  us  on  our  way ; 

Let  us  now  a  blessing  seek, 

Waiting  in  His  courts  to-day ; 
Day  of  all  the  week  the  best, 
Emblem  of  eternal  rest. 

2  Mercies  multiplied  each  hour, 
Thro'  the  week  our  praise  demand; 

Guq^rded  by  Almighty  power. 

Fed  and  guided  by  His  hand ; 
Though  ungrateful  we  have  been, — 
Often  made  returns  of  sin. 

3  "While  we  pray  for  pardoning  grace. 
Thro'  the  dear  Redeemer's  name. 

Show  Thy  reconciled  face. 

Shine  away  our  sin  and  shame ; 
From  our  worldly  cares  set  free, 
May  we  rest  this  day  in  Thee. 

4  Here  we  come  Thy  name  to  praise ; 
May  we  feel  Thy  presence  near : 

May  Thy  glory  meet  our  eyes. 

While  we  in  Thy  house  appear : 
Here  afford  us.  Lord,  a  taste 
Of  our  everlasting  feast. 

5  May  Thy  gospel's  joyful  sound 
Conquer  sinners,  comfort  saints; 

Make  the  fruits  of  grace  abound. 
Bring  relief  for  all  complaints  : 
Thus  may  all  our  Sabbaths  prove. 
Till  we  join  th''  Church  above. 

John  Newton,  1779. 
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375^  Behold  the  Throne  of  Grace. 

Tune,  Laban,  p.  244. 

1  Behold  the  throne  of  grace 
The  promise  calls  me  near; 

There  Jesus  shows  a  smiling  face, 
And  waits  to  answer  prayer. 

2  That  rich  atoning  blood, 
Which  sprinkled  round  I  see ; 

Provides  from  those  who  come  to  God 
An  all-prevailing  plea. 

•    3  My  soul,  ask  what  thou  wilt. 
Thou  canst  not  be  too  bold ; 
Since  His  own  blood  for  Thee  He  spilt, 
What  else  can  He  withhold? 

4  Beyond  thy  utmost  wants 
His  love  and  power  can  bless ; 

To  praying  souls  He  always  grants 
More  than  they  can  express. 

5  Thine  image,  Lord,  bestow, 
Thy  presence  and  Thy  love ; 

I  ask  to  serve  Thee  here  below, 
And  reign  with  Thee  above. 

6  Teach  me  to  live  by  faith, 
Com  form  my  will  to  Thine; 

Let  me  victorious  be  in  death, 
And  then  in  glory  shine ! 

Newton. 
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En-large  my  heart,   O  Lord,  to  prove  The  fullness  of  Thy  Spirit's  pow'r;Fount- 
Come  and  pos-sess     my    in-most  soul,     Je  -  sus  myLord,who  died  for  me  ;Thy 
O  doubting  heart,  by  fears  oppr^ss'd,  Why  longer  in  the    twilight  roam ?This 
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ain  of  par  -  don,  peaceand  love, Cleanse  and  refresh  me  ev  -  'ry  hour, 
sa-cred  wounds  can  make  me  w^hole, Can  make  me  die  to  all  but  Thee, 
mo-ment    en  -  ter       in-   to    rest — "The  Spir-it    and    the     Bride  say, Come!" 
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Oh,  teach  me  all  Thy  per  -  feet  will,  And  let  me  have  no  will  be-side ;  Bid 
Thou  call-est  sin  -  ners  such  as  I,  To  feast  up  -  on  Thy  hidden  store  :  Fam- 
Here,  lay  thy  bur-dens      on     My  heart — The  heart  that  pour'd  its  life  for  thee ;  See 
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na  -  ture's  clam'ring  tongue  be  still.  Am  -  bi  -  tion,pleas-ure, ease, and  pride 
ished,be  -  fore  Thy  feet  I  lie — Speak,  and  I  ne'er  shall  hunger  more, 
each  af  -  flict  -  ing      stain  de  -  part.    And    take     thy  blood-bought  liber  -  ty. 

!  ,     ^ 


4  I  hear  Thy  voice,  O  Lord  of  Life ! 
I  trust  Thy  truth,  0  Lord  of  Love  ! 
Listening,  ail  sounds  of  earthly  strife 

Are  lost  in  music  from  above. 

Listening,  I  join  the  rapturous  song. 

That  swells  thro'  Heaven's  unceasing 

years ;  [  strong. 

Trusting,    my    fainting    heart    grows 

For  Thou  hast  wiped  away  my  tears. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  R.  K.  Carter.  C^ 


5  The  yoke  of  inbred  sin  is  gone, 

My  soul  exults  in  sweet  release ; 
Thou  giv'st  me  faith  to  wear  the  crown 

Of  perfect  love  and  perfect  peace. 
Oh,  marvel  of  redeeming  grace  ! 

Oh,  miracle  of  cleansing  power! 
Even  I  with  joy  shall  see  Thy  face  — 

Even  I  am  more  than  conqueror. 


[PBAYEE  ANB  WOB.SHIV. 
Stjirland.    S.  M.     Samuel  Stanley,  ISOO. 
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377      Jesus,  Lover  of  my  Soul. 
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1  Jesus,  lover  of  my  soul, 

Let  me  to  Thy  bosom  fly. 
While  the  nearer  waters  roll. 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high. 
Hide  me,  O  my  Saviour,  hide, 

Till  the  storm  of  life  is  past ; 
Safe  into  the  haven  guide, 

Oh,  receive  my  soul  at  last. 


2  Other  refuge  have  I  none ; 

Hangs  my  helpless  soul  on  Thee ; 
Leave,  oh,  leave  me  not  alone. 

Still  support  and  comfort  me ; 
All  my  trust  on  Thee  is  stayed. 

All  my  help  from  Thee  I  bring. 
Cover  my  defenceless  head 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing. 


3  Thou,  O  Christ,  art  all  I  want 

More  than  all  in  Thee  I  find ; 
Kaise  the  fallen,  cheer  the  faint. 

Heal  the  sick,  and  lead  the  blind. 
Just  and  holy  is  Thy  name, 

I  am  all  unrighteousness  ; 
False  and  full  of  sin  I  am. 

Thou  art  full  of  truth  and  grace. 


4  Plenteous  grace  with  Thee  is  found, 

Grace  to  cover  all  my  sin ; 
Let  the  healing  streams  abound. 

Make  and  keep  me  pure  within. 


Thou  of  life  the  fountain  art. 
Freely  let  me  take  of  Thee ; 

Spring  Thou  up  within  my  heart, 
Rise  to  all  eternity. 

Charles  Wesley. 

7^    One  Sweetly  Solemn  Thought. 

^^  *  Tune,  SInrland. 

1  One  sweetly  solemn  thought 
Comes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er ; 

Nearer  my  home  today,  am  I, 
Than  e'er  I  've  been  before. 

2  Nearer  my  Father's  house 
Where  many  mansions  be ; 

Nearer  today  the  great  white  throne ; 
Nearer  the  crystal  sea. 

3  Nearer  the  bound  of  life. 
Where  burdens  are  laid  down ; 

Nearer  to  leave  the  heavy  cross ; 
Nearer  to  gain  the  crown. 

4  But  lying  dark  between. 
Winding  down  through  the  night ; 

There  rolls  the  deep  and  unknown  stream 
That  leads  at  last  to  light. 

5  E'en  now  perchance  my  feet 
Are  slipping  on  the  brink. 

And  I,  today,  am  nearer  home, — 
Nearer  than  now  I  think. 

6  Father,  perfect  my  trust ! 
Strengthen  my  power  of  faith ! 

Nor  let  me  stand,  at  last,  alone 
Upon  the  shore  of  death. 

Phoebe  Cabt. 
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Mear. 


C.  M. 


Welsh  Air. 
Aarox  Williams,  1760. 
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79. 


From  Every  Stormy  Wind  that 

Blows.     Tune,  p.  2i. 


1  From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes, 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat : 

'T  is  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 

2  There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads ; 

A  place  than  all  besides  more  sweet : 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 

3  Ah !  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid. 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed, 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat, 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat? 

4^  There,  there  on  eagle  wings  we  soar. 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more ; 
And  heaven  comes  down  onr  souls  to  greet. 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

BOEHM. 

7  n    Jesus !  What  Dreadful  Agony. 

7'une,  Meritah,  p.  8. 

1  Jesus  !  what  dreadful  agony 
Was  Thine  upon  the  bitter  tree, 

With  healing  virtue  rife ; 
Oh,  may  I  count  all  things  but  loss. 
All  for  the  glory  of  the  Cross, 

The  sinner's  Tree  of  Life. 

2  Jesus !  who  came  to  seek  and  save, 
Absolved  the  thief  and  promise  gave 

Of  peace  among  the  blest : 


Ah !  do  Thou  give  me  penitence 
Like  this,  that  I  when  summoned  hence. 
In  Paradise  may  rest. 

3  Jesus  !  Kedeemer,  all  the  price 
Of  sin,  vicarious  sacrifice, 

Did  pay  to  set  me  free ; 
Oh,  when  I  yield  my  panting  breath, 
Be  Thou  beside  me,  and  in  death. 

Good  Lord,  remember  me. 

Frederick  Faber,  alt. 

5?  1       My  God !  How  Wonderful  Thou 
Ol.       '       Art.    CM. 

Tune,  Near. 

1  My  God !  how  wonderful  Thou  art, 
Thy  majesty  how  bright ; 

How  beautiful  Thy  mercy-seat, 
In  depths  of  burning  light ! 

2  Oh,  now  I  fear  Thee,  living  God ! 
With  deepest,  tenderest  fears ; 

And  worship  Thee  with  trembling  hope, 
And  penitential  tears. 

3  Yet  I  may  love  Thee  too,  0  Lord, 
Almighty  as  Thou  art; 

For  Thou  hast  stooped  to  ask  of  me 
The  love  of  my  poor  heart. 

4  Oh, then  this  worse  than  worthless  heart, 
In  pity  deign  to  take, 

And  make  it  love  Thee,  for  Thyself, 
And  for  Thy  glory's  sake. 

Frederick  Faber. 
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0ld  Hundred,  l.m. 
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52. 


Old  Hundred. 


1  From  all  that  dwell  below  the  skies, 
Let  the  Creator's  praise  arise ; 

Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  sung 
In  every  land,  by  every  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  Thy  mercies,  Lord; 
Eternal  truth  attends  Thy  word ; 

Thy  praise  shall  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
Till  suns  shall  rise  and  set  no  more. 


3  Your  lofty  themes,  ye  mortals,  bring! 
In  songs  of  praise  divinely  sing ! 

The  great  salvation  loud  proclaim. 
And  shout  for  joy  the  Saviour's  name. 

4  In  every  land  begin  the  song — 
To  every  land  the  strains  belong  : 
In  cheerful  sounds  all  voices  raise. 
And  fill  the  world  with  loudest  praise. 


53. 


R.  K.  C. 


The  Rose  ef  SharQfl- 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Thou,  the  Rose  of  Shar-on,  Let    Thyprais-es  roll!        Lil  -  y     of        the 

2.  Lead    us      by    still  wa  -  ters, Hold   me   by    the  hand;    And    up  -  on        the 

3.  Je    -   suSjLordandMas  -  ter,  Glo-riousNaz- a  -  rene;    Close  be  -  hind  Thy 

4.  Wa  -  ter    can  not  quench  it, Floods  can  nev  -  er  drown  ;  Sub-stance  can  -  not 
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raount-ains  Give  me  grace  to 
reap  -  ers  I  would  hum  -  bly 
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-less 


soul!  Chief  -  est   of      ten    thousand, 

stand ;  Wind  and  storm  and    fire 
glean ;        But  Thy  grace  hath  brought  me 
crown.        Oh,     the  won-drous  sto  -  ry, 


.4^- 


-r- 


m 


?ti2=^= 


=t= 


r^ 


Copyright,  1886,  by  R.  Kelso  Carter. 


(46) 


Cho.      Thou,the  Hose    of     Shar-on^ 
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Round  my  heart  en-  twine  :      I     am  my  be-  lov  -  ed's    My  beloved  is     mine ! 
Rag  -  ing,but  my    choice    Ev-er    is     to   list  -  en   For  Thy  still, small  voice. 
To     Thy  house  a  -  bove,     And  Thy  banner  o'er    me,    Ev-er-moreis     Love. 
Mys- tor  -  y      di  -  vine,         I     am  my   be-lov-ed's,  My  beloved  is      mine. 
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Let  Thyprais-es    roll!        Lil  -y    of    theval-  ley,  Flow-er  of    my    soul. 

54.K.KB.SOC.KT™.     Sweet  and  Lew.  j.b.k.bv. 
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Sweet  and  low,  sweet  and  low,  Je-sus  my  Lord  is  call-ing:  Soft  -  ly  flow, 
Strong  and  true, strong  and  true,  Safe  in  His  bo  -  som  hold-ing,  Je  -  sus  keeps. 
Swift  as  light,  swift  as  light,  An  -gels  are  downward  sweeping ;  Cloth'd  in  white, 
Day     by    day,  day    by  day, Sweet -ly    I    learn  the    sto  -  ry,      Mer  -  cy  free. 
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sweet    and    low,   Gen-tly    His    accents    fall  -  ing ; 

nev  -   er   sleeps.  Sweetly    my  soul  en  -fold -ing; 

pure   and  bright, Love's  faithful  vig  -  lis    keep-ing ; 
Christ  in     me.     This  is    the  hope  of      glo  -  ry ; 
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Calm-ing  the  wild  surg-ing 
Ten-der  -  ly  shielding  when 
Guarding  my  path  with  the 
Love  is    per-  feet  -ed,    my 
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wa-ters    of  strife, Breathing  a  deep, ho-ly   rest  in   my  life.  Harken,the 
fierce  tempests  roar, Bearing  me  calmly  and  saf  e-ly    to  shore. 

staff  and  the  rod.  Feeding  my  soul  on  the  word  of  my  God. 
fears  backward  roll.  Peace  like  a  riv  -er  flows  o  -  ver  my  soul. 


-i^— ^ 


Mas  -  ter 


mi 


d-T-^-^^r^-^*^- 


Mi 


:Mrg^=^= 


^^V 


_i^_^_^_-f-_ 


E^Eb^^z 


:1= 


z^-W- 


M—)^~ 


t^-^= 


^    W    ¥ 


^     \^     ^ 


JzzJzzt 


I^^lf^ 


fr==J=q^ 


-ii^^—1^- 


i^tzi^^:^-^: 


-^, — -#1 — m- 


tE^ 


speaketh  :" Storms  o- bey    my  will, Love  thy  heart  shall  fill;    Peace,  be 
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Let  Thy  blood,  for  sinners  spilt, 
Set  my  conscience  free  from  guilt. 

4  Lord,  I  come  to  Thee  for  rest, 
Take  possession  of  my  breast ; 

There  Thy  blood-bought  right  maintain, 
And  without  a  rival  reign. 

5  While  I  am  a  pilgrim  here, 
Let  Thy  love  my  spirit  cheer ; 

As  my  Guide,  my  Guard,  my  Friend, 
Lead  me  to  my  journey's  end! 

Newton. 

g^^    Prayer  is  the  Soul's.    C.  M. 

Tune,  Pentecost,  p.  10. 

1  Prayer  is  the  soul's  sincere  desire, 
Uttered,  or  unexpressed; 

The  motion  of  a  hidden  fire 
That  trembles  in  the  breast. 

2  Prayer  is  the  burden  of  a  sigh, 
The  falling  of  a  tear, 

The  upward  glancing  of  an  eye. 
When  none  but  God  is  near. 

3  Prayer  is  the  simplest  form  of  speech 
That  infant  lips  can  try ; 

Prayer  the  sublimest  strains  that  reach 
The  Majesty  on  high. 

4  Prayer  is  the  Christian's  vital  breath, 
The  Christian's  native  air; 

His  watchword  at  the  gates  of  death ; 
He  enters  heaven  with  prayer. 

5  The  saints  in  prayer  appear  as  one, 
In  word,  and  deed,  and  mind; 

While  with  the  Father  and  the  Son 
Sweet  fellowship  they  find. 

Montgomery. 
(48) 


gg^Thy  Servant  Heareth.  /.  sam.m.-Q. 

Tune,  Tallis'  Evening  Hymn. 

1  Lord,  hast  Thou  not  one  word  for  me? 
To  bind  my  soul  more  close  to  Thee, 
That  every  evil  I  may  flee ; 
One  word,  O  Lord !  one  word  from  Thee. 

2  One  word,  to  show  how  weak  am  I 
When  in  my  strength  alone  I  try. 
In  vain  I  toil,  in  vain  I  sigh; 
One  word,  O  Lord!  one  word  from  Thee. 

3  One  word,  to  show  how  near  Thou  art, 
For  Thou  dost  dwell  within  my  heart; 
And  of  Thy  life  I  share  a  part ; 
One  word,  O  Lord !  one  word  from  Thee. 

4  One  word  of  power,  oh,  let  me  hear. 
Above  the  hearts  most  anxious  fear ; 
Thy  still,  small  voice,  yet  deep  and  clear ; 
One  word,  O  Lord!  one  word  from  Thee. 

One  word  of  final  triumph,  Lord, 
Sweet  hope  Thy  promises  afford  ; 
To  dwell  with  Thee  in  sweet  accord ; 
One  word,  O  Lord!  one  word  from  Thee. 
C.  L.  Hamlen. 

Come,  My  Soul.    7s. 

Tune,  "  Depth  of  Merctj,  p.  28. 

1  Come,  my  soul,  thy  suit  prepare, 
Jesus  loves  to  answer  prayer. 
He  Himself  has  bid  thee  pray. 
Therefore  will  not  say  thee  nay. 

2  Thou  art  coming  to  a  King, 
Large  petitions  with  thee  bring; 
For  His  grace  and  power  are  such. 
None  can  ever  ask  too  much. 

3  With  my  burden  I  begin. 
Lord,  remove  this  load  of  sin  ; 
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The  Lord  is  M^  Shepherd. 


James  Montgomery. 

Slow. 


Adapted  and  arranged  by  R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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The       Lord  is    my  Shepherd,  no  want  shall  I      know ;  I    feed    in  green 

Thro'  the  val  -ley   and    shad-ow    of  death  tho'  I      stray,  Since  Thou  art  my 

In  the  midst  of    af  -  flic-tion  my  ta  -  ble      is  spread ;  With  blessings  un- 

Let   good-ness  and    mer-cy,    my  boun-ti  -  f  ul     God,  Still  f  ol  -  low  my 
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fear ;  Thy  rod  -  shall  de  -  fend  me,     Thy 

o'er.  With  perfume  and    oil    Thou    a  - 

bove ;  I    seek   by    the    path  which  my 
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my   cup    run-neth 
I    meet  Thee   a  - 
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Re-stores  me  whenwand'ring,  re  -  deems  when  op  - 
No  harm  can  be  -  fall,  with  my        Com-f ort  -  er 
Oh,  what  shall  I      ask    of      Thy      Prov  -  i  -  dence 
Thro' land  of  their  so  -  journ.  Thy     Kingdom    of 


still  wa  -  ters  flow, 
staff  be  my  stay; 
noint  -  est  my  head ; 
fore-fath-ers     trod, 
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near.        No  harm     can  be  -  fall ,     with    my 

more.       Oh,  what  shall  I      ask,      of      Thy 

love,      Thro'  land      of  their  so    -  journ.  Thy 
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59. 


The  Penitent's  Plea. 


[PKAYEIl  AND   WORSHIP. 


Rev.  R.  M.  Offord. 


R.  Kelso  Carter,  1884. 
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1.  Je-sussee  me, lost  and    dy  -  ing,    Un  -  to  Thee  for    shel-ter      fly  -  lug, 

2.  Nought  have  I    to  plead  of    raer  -  it, Nought  but  curse  do     I      in  -  her  -    it; 

3.  Far     a-way  my  dead  works  flinging, Nothing  own-ing,noth-ing  bring-  ing, 

4.  By  Thy  cross, where  hope  is  beaming, By    its  crim-son  f  ount-ain  stream-ing, 


|4— i-^-J^-^^ 


!fl=i^:^iz3^— ^zzii^z 


^^ 


?cd^:jr 


tE^E^ 


^ 


-0 — -0 — *=* — *- 


^ 


S^ 


Hear,    oh,  hear  my  heart's  sore  cry  -  ing :  Heed  me,    Je  -  sus,  or  I  die ! 

By     Thy  gra-cious,quick'ning  Spir  -  it.      Save  me,     Je-sus,  or  I  die! 

On  -   ly      to     Thy  mer  -  cy    cling  -  ing  :  Bless  me,     Je  -  sus,  or  I  die ! 

Flow -ing   for    the  world's  re -deem -ing:  CZeanse  me,  Je -sus,  or  I  die! 
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All    my    sin  and  sor -row  feel  -  ing, Come     I     as    the    lep  -  er    kneel-ing; 

Not  my  tears  of  deep  con  -  tri-  tion.  Can  se-cure  one  sin's  re  -  mis  -  sion ; 
Noth-ing  but  Thy  mer  -  cy  plead-  ing.  Par  -don, cleansing, shel-ter  need  -  ing; 
Save  me,  and  I  '11  praise  Thee  ev  -  er,     For    the  love  that  changes    nev  -  er. 
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Come    to    Thee  for   help  and   heal  -  ing,  Heal  me,   Je  -  sus,  or     I     die ! 

Help-less,  hope-less    my   con  -  di  -  tion,  Help  me,   Je  -  sus,  or      I     die ! 

In    Thy   side, once  pierced  and  bleeding.  Hide  me,   Je-sus,  or      I      die! 

From  which  not  e'en  death  can     sev  -  er,        In    the  land  where  none  can  die  ! 
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Copjright,  1891,  by  R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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INVITATION.] 

90. 

A.  B.  S. 


1  Take,  He  Undertakes. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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I  clasp  the  hand  of  Love    cli-vine,     I  claim  the  gra-cions  prom-ise  inine,AKd 
I  take    sal  -  va-tion  full  and  free, Thro'  Him  v\^ho  gave  His  life    for  me,    He 
I  take  Him  as  my    ho  -    li-ness.  My    spir-it's  spot-less  heavenly  dress,  I 
I  take  the  promised  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  I    take  the  powder  of  Pen  -  te-cost,  To 
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this       e  -  ter    -  nal  conn  -  ter  -  sign,  "I  take,  He 

un  -  der-takes     my    All      to       be,      "I  take.  He 

take  "  The  Lord    my  Right-eous  -ness,"  "  I  take.  He 

All       me    to       the      ut  -  ter  -  most, "  I  take.  He 


un  -  der  -  takes." 

un  -  der  -  takes." 

un  -  der  -  takes." 

un  -  der      takes." 
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I    take  Thee,  bless  -  ed      Lord,                 I     give    my  -  self     to       Thee,  And 
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Thou,  ac-cord-ing      to     Thy    word.  Dost  un 


^SE 


der  -  take     for     me. 
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5  I  take  Him  for  this  mortal  frame, 
I  take  my  healing  through  His  nanae, 
And  all  His  risen  life  I  claim, 
"  I  take.  He  undertakes." 

Cepyright,  1891,  by  A.  B.  Simpson.  (  51  ) 


6  I  simply  take  Him  at  His  word, 
I  praise  Him  that  my  prayer  is  heard, 
And  claim  my  answer  from  the  Lord;. 
"  I  take,  He  undertakes." 


91. 
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Solo. 


Will  You  be  There,  and  I "? 


[INVITATION. 
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I  know  there  's  a  bright  and  a    glo  -  rious  land  A    -    way  in    the  hea  -  vans 

In  robes   of       white,     o  'er  streets  of    gold  Be  -  neath  a  cloudless 

From  ev  -  'ry         king-dom  of  earth  they  come,  To     raise  their       an  -  thenis 


m^m 
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ji 
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»- 


=r=r= 


EiEE 


Fine. 


m 


I 

high,  Where  all  the  redeem'd  shall  with  Je-sus  stand,  Will  you  be  there, will  I? 

sky,  They'll  walk  in  the  light  of  their  Father's  love.  Will  you  be  there, will   I? 

high ;  Their  harps  will      nev -er  be  there  un-strung.  Will  you  be  there, will   I? 
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D.s.     Wliere  all  the  redeemed  shall  with  Jesus  dwell ;   Will  you    be  there,  will   I? 
Chorus.   ,  |^       .^  I         i       i  i  i^       ^         D-^-  oX  Fine. 
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Will    you      be     there,  and      I?  Will     you 


be 


there  and 
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4  If  we  And  the  loving  Saviour  now. 

And  follow  Him  faithfully ; 
When  He   gathers  His   children   in  that 
bright  home, 

Then  you  '11  be  there,  and  I !  Yes !  etc. 


zr^: 


5  If  we  are  sheltered  by  the  cross, 
And  through  the  blood  brought  nigh ; 

Our  utmost  gain  we  '11  count  but  loss. 
Since  you  '11  be  there,  and  I.  Since,  etc. 


92. 


0  Brstliers,  Seek  a  Herne. 
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Chorus. 
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O  brothers, seek  a  home  in  the  sun-bright  clime,  0  brothers,seeka  home  in  the 
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sun-bright  clime, O  brothers, seek  a  home  in  the  sun-bright  clime,  O  brothers, s.ek  a  home  in  heav'n. 
1  |'|:  We  did  n't  come  here  to  live  alway.  -.11     2 


:  We  did  n't  come  here  to  live  alway. : 

O  brothers,  seek  a  home  in  heav'n. 

Chorus. 
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:  By  the  grace   of  God  you  may  live 

ahvay.  :|| 
0  brothers,  seek  a  home  in  heaven. 
Chorus. 


INVITATION.] 

93.  Salvation's  River. 

K.  Kelso  Carter. 
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'  Down    at  the  cross, on  Calv'ry's  mountain,  Where  mercies  flow,       I  plunged  in  the    re- 
When  nothing  in  the  whole  crea-tion  Could  purchase  peace, My  Saviour  brought  His 
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Chorus. 
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deeming  fountain, Washed  whiter  than  the  snow.  \  Brothers, won't  you  hear  the  sto-ry  ? 
free  sal  -  va  -tion,Gave  me  complete  re-lease,  j 
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See  the  fountain  flow !  Oh, glory  in  the  highest, glory !  Jesus  saves  me, this  I  know. 
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Copyright,  1889,  by  by  R,  Kelso  Carter.        Melody  by  per.  0.  Ditaon  ( 

2  When  lost  in  sin,  my  all  I  squandered, 

Far  from  the  fold  : 
My  Saviour  sought  me  where  I  wandered, 

Gave  me  His  wealth  untold. 
All  bonds  of  sin  and  Satan  rending, 

Christ  made  me  whole  : 
I  '11  ne'er  forget  that  joy  transcending, 

When  Jesus  saved  my  soul. 

3  All  round  my  way  the  sun  is  shining, 

Darkness  has  fled; 
On  Jesus'  breast  I  am  reclining, 

Daily  by  Him  I  'm  fed. 
My  Lord  has  cast  His  robe  around  me, 

No  more  I  '11  roam ; 
The  Shepherd  of  the  sheep  has  found  me, 

Jesus  has  brought  me  home. 

94^  I  H-^^  Thy  Welcome  Voice. 
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1  I  hear  Thy  welcome  voice, 
That  calls  me,  Lord,  to  Thee, 


(53) 


of  copyright. 

For  cleansing  in  Thy  precious  blood 
That  flowed  on  Calvary. 

Chorus. 
I  am  coming.  Lord, 

Coming  now  to  Thee ! 
Wash  me,  cleanse  me  in  the  blood 

That  flowed  on  Calvary. 

2  Though  coming  weak  and  vile, 
Thou  dost  my  strength  assure ; 

Thou  dost  my  vileness  fully  cleanse, 
Till  spotless  all  and  pure. 

"3  'T  is  Jesus  calls  me  on 

To  perfect  faith  and  love, 
To  perfect  hope,  and  peace,  and  trust, 

For  earth  and  heaven  above. 

4  All  hail,  atoning  blood ! 

All  hail,  redeeming  grace ! 
All  hail,  the  gift  of  Christ  our  Lord, 

Our  Strength  and  Righteousness  ! 

Rev.  L.  Hartsough. 
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SQing  00wn  to  the  Grave. 


[INVITATION. 


^        ^     /S^ow. 

Rev.  Geo.  Orbin 
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1.  Go  -  ing  down 

2.  Go  -  ing  down 

3.  No             God 

4.  Thine      hours 

to    tlie  grave,  with    no  liope      in    tliy  heart, 
to     the  grave,     in    the  black  -  ness    of  night, 
and   no  hope,wliere,  oh,  where    is    thy  stay? 
of    gay  pleas  -  ure    e'er  long    will    be    o'er, 

That  thy 
No 
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God  will  re-ceive  thee  all  guilt    as  thou  art;     Life's  sun -shine  extinguished  with 
star-beam  of  love  from  the  Ea-ther  of  light;    No      Sav-iour's  sweet  presence  and 

Sav-iour  long  pleading  turns  not  yet   a  -  way ;    His        sad     eye  will    pit  -  y.  His 
dark  gulf  awaits  thee,  its  mad    wa-ters  roar ;  Too      late  thou  wilt  call  on   the 


l^-J^M^ 


-^=^-^=t 


:j^31t^: 


'-?^ 


i^iii 


:^^=4=i 


'^ 


■^—^—-S- 


-^-n-^- 


-^-^- 


i 


M 


■X=^^=^-- 


:^!=P8:N- 


g 


=^:=l1S;=;:St 


-~^-t^- 


^—■i- 


1=:afci^= 


g 


fait  -  er  -  ing  tread.  In        dark  -  ness  and  doubt    go  -  ing  down    to     the 

prom-ise    to    save :   A        stran  -  ger    to     God,     go  -  ing  down    to    the 

strong  arm  can  save.    Why    then      in  thine  own  strength  go  down  to     the 

Might  -  y     to    save.    When  thy  pray'r  shall  be      lost    in        e  -    ternity's 
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Come 
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INVITATION.] 

96. 


Bless  His  Dear  Narne. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  When   Je  -   siis  my     transgressions  bore,  Oli,  bless  the  name  of  the     Lord! 

2.  "When  wand'ring  in        the    des  -  ert  life,  Oh,bless  the  name  of  the    Lord! 

3.  The       Ho   -   ly    Spir   -   it  burned  up  sin,   Oh,bless  the  name  of  the     Lord! 
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Said,"  Go  in  peace  and  sin  no  more, "Oh, bless  the  name  of  the  Lord! 
He  told  of  rest  from  in-ward  strife, Oh, bless  the  name  of  the  Lord! 
And      Je  -  sus    came  to    dwell  with-in,     Oh, bless  the  name  of  the     Lord! 
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Oh,    glo-ry    to      God    for- ev  -  er-more, I '11  bless  His  dear  name  al-way  ; 

al-way ; 
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My  won-der-ful,wonder-f  111  Sav-iour,Oh,hoAV   I  bless  His  dear  name  to-day. 
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4  When  sinking 'neath  temptation's  waves,     5  And  now  I 'm  walking  in  the  light, 

Oh,  bless  the  name  of  the  Lord  !  Oh,  bless  the  name  of  the  Lord ! 

Just  when  I  call,  my  Jesus  saves,  Preserved  and  blameless  in  His  sight. 

Oh,  bless  the  n9,me  of  the  Lord !  Oh,  bless  the  name  of  the  Lord ! 

(5SJ 


rUNVITATIOi.. 


97. 


Come,  Believer. 


i^^g^iS^ 


1  Come,  believer,  hung'ring,  thirsting, 
Come,  a  living  sacrifice, 

God  vrill  sanctify  you  wholly, 
Cleanse  and  fit  you  for  the  skies. 

Chorus. 
Come  to  the  cross  for  full  salvation, 

Now  the  Comforter  receive. 
Perfect  peace,  and  full  salvation 

God  the  Holy  Ghost  will  give. 

2  Now,  believer,  come  and  welcome, 
God's  free  bounty  glorify. 

Come  in  faith  and  consecration, 
All  your  fleshly  hopes  deny. 

3  Lo !  the  Holy  Ghost  descending ! 
Now  behold  the  cleansing  blood. 

Venture  on  Him,  venture  freely, 
Plunge  beneath  the  crimson  flood. 

4  Christ  the  Comforter  has  promised 
To  the  pardoned  child  of  God, 

Oh,  believer,  come  and  seek  Him, 
Let  your  soul  be  His  abode. 

5  He  will  'stablish,  fix  and  keep  you. 
Rooted,  grounded  in  His  love. 

Calm  your  wav'ring  heart  and  seal  it, 
Seal  it  for  His  courts  above. 

6  Into  all  His  truth  He  '11  lead  you. 
All  things  teach  you  as  you  go, 

In  the  dying  hour  be  with  you. 

Death's  dark  river  guide  you  through. 


If  sin  is  your  burden,  why  will  ye  not 

come?  [come  home. 

'Tis  you  He  bids  welcome;  he  bids  you 

4  In    riches,  in  pleasures,  what  can  you 

obtain  [pain. 

To  soothe  your  affliction,  or  banish  your 
To  bear  up  your  spirit  when  summoned  to 

die, 
Or  waft  you  to  mansions  of  glory  on  high? 

5  Why  will  ye  be  starving  and  feeding  on 

air?  [spare; 

There's  mercy  in  Jesus,  enough  and  to 
If  still  you  are  doubting  make  trial  and 

see,  [free. 

And  prove  that  His  mercy  is  boundless  and 

6  Come,  give  us  your  hand,  and  the  Sav- 

iour your  heart,  [part ; 

And  trusting  in  heaven,  we  never  shall 
Oh,  how  can  we  leave  ycu?  why  will  you 

not  come?  [home. 

We'll  journey  together,  and    soon  be  at 
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Oh,  Turn  Ye. 
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Come,  Thou  Fount. 
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1  Oh,  turn  ye,  oh,  turn  ye, for  whv  will  ye 

die,  "    [nigh? 

When  God  in  great  mercy  is  coming  so 
Since  Jesus  invites  you,  the  Spirit  says, 

come !  [home. 

And  angels  are  waiting  to  welcome  you 

2  How  vain  the  delusion,  that  while  you 

delay,  [away ; 

Your  hearts  may  grow  better  by  staying 
Come,  wretched,  come  starving,  come  just 

as  you  be,  [free. 

While  streams  of  salvation  are  flowing  so 

3  And  now  Christ  is  ready  your  souls  to 

receive,  [believe? 

Ob,  how  can  you  question,  if  you  will 

(56) 


1  Come,  Thou  Fount  of  every  blessing, 
Tune  my  heart  to  sing  Thy  grace ; 

Streams  of  mercy,  never  ceasing. 
Call  for  songs  of  loudest  praise. 

2  Teach  me  some  melodious  sonnet. 
Sung  by  flaming  tongues  above ; 

praise  the  mount —  I'm  fixed  upon  it  — 
Mount  of  Thy  redeeming  love ! 

3  Here  I  '11  raise  my  Ebenezer ; 
Hither  by  Thy  help  I  'm  come ; 

And  I  hope,  by  Thy  good  pleasure. 
Safely  to  arrive  at  home. 

4  Jesus  sought  me  when  a  stranger. 
Wandering  from  the  fold  of  God; 

He,  to  rescue  me  from  danger. 
Interposed  His  precious  blood. 
Chorus. 


open, Come  9,n^  bathe  your  weary  soult 
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X.  S.  Von  Wartensee,  b.  1786. 
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1  Come,  every  soul  by  sin  oppressed, 

There  's  mercy  with  the  Lord, 
And  He  will  surely  give  you  rest, 
By  trusting  in  His  word. 
Chorus. 
Only  trust  Him,  only  trust  Him, 

Only  trust  Him  now ; 
He  will  save  you,  He  will  save  you. 
He  will  save  you  now. 
g  For  Jesus  shed  His  precious  blood 

Rich  blessings  to  bestow ; 
Plunge  now  into  the  crimson  flood 
That  washes  white  as  snow. 

3  Yes,  Jesus  is  the  Truth,  the  Way, 
That  leads  you  into  rest ; 

Believe  in  Him  without  delay. 
And  you  are  fully  blest. 

4  Come,  then,  and  join  this  holy  band. 
And  on  to  glory  go, 

102. 

Samuel  Francis  Smith 


i  ^ 

To  dwell  in  that  celestial  land 
Where  joys  immortal  flow. 

1  n  1    Come  Unto  me,  All  Ye   That 
1  U  1 .  Labor. 

1  Come,  said  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 
Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice; 

1  will  guide  you  to  your  home, 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come ! 

2  Thou  who,  houseless,  sole,  forlorn, 
Long  hast  borne  the  proud  world's  scorn, 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste. 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  haste. 

3  Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain, 
Seek  for  ease  but  seek  in  vain ; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 

In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn. 

4  Hither  come !  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound ; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 

Anna  Letitia  Barbauld,  ah.  1826^ 


T^0-daY  the  Savieur  Galls. 


Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 
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1  To-day  the  Saviour  calls ; 
Ye  wand'rers,  come ; 

O  ye  benighted  souls. 
Why  longer  roam? 

2  To-day  the  Saviour  calls; 
Oh,  hear  Him  now ; 

Within  these  sacred  walls 
To  Jesus  bow. 
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3  To-day  the  Saviour  calls ; 
For  refuge  fly ; 

The  storm  of  justice  falls, 
And  death  is  nigh, 

4  The  Spirit  calls  to-day : 
Yield  to  His  power. 

Oh,  grieve  Him  not  away, 
'T  is  mercy's  hour. 


03. 

R.  K.  C. 


Gerne  to  the  Feast. 
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[INVITATION. 

R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Come    to    the  feast  that  the  Lord    hath  made,      Ye    who  on  Je  -  sus  your 

2.  Leave  now  the  husks  of     a  world-  ly       life,        List    to    the  prom-ise  with 

3.  Stay      not    a    mo-  ment,but  come    to  -   day,        All     on    the  al  -  tar  for- 
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sins    have  laid;  Trust -ing    in  Him      be      ye  not  a  -  fraid;  The 

bless  -  ings  rife,  Come    find   re-lease  from  the  storm  and  strife ;  The 

ev    -  er  lay ;  Come     to     the  feast,  for    the  Lord  doth     say     That 
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Chorus. 
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Spirit  and  the  Bride  say, come.     Come  to  the  feast, and  taste  the  bread  from  heay'n ; 
Master  of  the  feast  says, come ! 
whoso-  ev  -  er  will  may  come. 
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Spir  -  it     and    the  Bride  say  come, for  you    it     is  given  ;Come  to  the  feast  ;Let 
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him  that  hear-eth  cry, 

For  who-so  - 
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er  will  may  drink, and 

nev-  er    die. 
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104. 


1  Will  Sprinkle. 


i^^^^^^^i^^^^^i 
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■J    /   Ye    who  know  your  sins  for  -  giv  -  en,   And    are  hap  -  py        in     the  Lord, 
\  Have  you  read  that  gra  -  cious  promise,  Which  is  left    up  -    on      re  -cord? 
D.  c.  Sanc-ti  -   fij      and  make  you    ho  -  Uj,      I       will  come  and    dwell  with  -in. 

D  C 
Kefrain.  *    * 
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I         will  sprinkle    you  with  wa  -  ter,   I      will  cleanse  you  from  all      sin, 


2  Tho'  you  have  much  peace  and  comfort, 
Greater  things  you  yet  may  find ; 

Freedom  from  unholy  tempers. 
Freedom  from  the  carnal  mind. 

3  Be  as  holy,  and  as  happy, 
And  as  useful  here  below, 

As  it  is  your  Father's  pleasure ; 
Jesus,  only  Jesus  know. 


4  Spread,  oh,  the  joyful  tidings. 
Tell,  oh,  tell  what  God  has  done, 

Till  the  nations  are  conformed 
To  the  image  of  His  Son. 

5  Oh,  may  every  soul  be  filled 
With  the  Holy  Ghost  to-day ; 

He  is  coming.  He  is  coming; 
Oh,  prepare,  prepare  the  way. 


105. 

H.  L.  Hastings. 
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Shall  We  Meet. 


Elisha  S.  Rice. 
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1.  Shall  we  meet    be  -  yond  the  riv-  er,   Where  the  surg  -  es  cease  to     roll? 

2.  Shall  we  meet    in  that  blest  har-bor.  When  our  storm-y  voyage  is     o'er? 
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Where  in    all       the  bright  for-ev  -  er,  Sor  -  row  ne'er  shall  press  the  soul? 

Shall    we  meet  and  cast    the  anchor  By    the  bright  ce  -  les  -  tial  shore? 

D.  s.  Shall  we  meet      be  -  yond  the  riv-er,  Where  the  surg  -  es    cease  to    roll? 
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Shall  we  meet,      shall  we  meet,    Shall  we  meet    be-yond   the      riv  -  er? 


3  Shall  we  meet  in  yonder  city, 
Where  the  towers  of  crystal  shine? 

Where  the  waHs  are  all  of  jasper, 
Built  by  workmanship  divine? 

4  Where  the  music  of  the  ransomed 
Rolls  its  harmony  around. 

And  creation  swells  the  chorus 
With  its  sweet  melodious  sound. 

By  per.  from  "Songaof  Pilgrimage." 
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5  Shall  we  meet  there  many  a  loved  one. 
That  was  torn  from  our  embrace? 

Shall  we  listen  to  their  voices. 
And  benold  them  face  to  face? 

6  Shall  we  meet  with  Christ  our  Saviour, 
When  He  comes  to  claim  His  own? 

Shall  we  know  His  blessed  favor. 
And  sit  down  upon  His  throne? 


Jast  the  Sarne  Alwa^- 
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[INVITATION. 
E.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1 .  Have  yon  not  heard  the  old, old  sto  -  ry  Of  the  shepherds  in  the  night  ;How  the 

2.  Do   yon  not  know  that  Jesus  went  a-hout  His  mis-sion  do-  ing  good, Healing 

3.  Have  yon  for  -  got  that  this  sameJesns,Who  went  up  from  01-i  -vet,    To  pre- 
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an- gels  came  from  glo-ry,  On  the  wings  of  love  and  light;  So  sweet-ly 
all  the  sick,  andcast-ing  out  The  dev  -  ils  with  His  word  :  And  how  He 
pare  the   ma  -  ny  mansions, Must  redeem   His  prom  -ise    yet?   The  an  -  gels 
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bring- ing  glad  new  tid- ings  Of  a  Ba  -  by  born  that  day?  O  broth- er, 
gave  His  per- feet  cleansing  To  the  sin  -  ners  in  His  way?  O  broth- er, 
told     us,    as      He  went, Just  so      He  will  come  back  some  day?  O   broth- er, 


ze±z<tz 


fe=t=fc 


^=t: 


!ifg= 


:S=r- 


r-—^=^~i^ 


-^-^- 


-^— 1»* 


zh — ft     1^ — ft::jr 


^ 


-^—^- 


EiEE^Et 


"»"=^*  -it: 


^te 


hark !  do  you 
hark  !  can  you 
hark !    do  you 


be-lieve  it?  He 
re-ceive  it?  He 
ex-pect    Him?He 


is    just    the  same  al-way.      He     is 
is    just    the  same  al  -  way. 
is    just    the  same  al-way. 
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the  same    al  -  way, He      is 

is     just      the  same     al  -  way, 
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just the  same  al-way,  Yes-ter-day, to-day, for- 

just     the  same   al  -  way,  He     is     just  the  same  al-way, 
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ev-er ;  Yes-ter-day, today, forever. Oh, bless  theLord !  He  is  just  the  same  alway. 


107.       Trn  Kfieelirig  at  tfie  MercY-seal 
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(  Use  any  Common  Metre  Hymn  with  this  Chorus.) 
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I  'm  kneel-ing    at      the  mer  -  cy  -  seat, I  'm  kneel-ing   at      the  mer  -  cy  -  seat, 
I      can,     I    will,    I      do      be-lieve,  I    can,     I    will,    I      do     be- lieve, 
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I 'm  kneel  -  ing   at        the    mer  -  cy -seat, Where  Je  -  sus    an-swers    prayer. 
I      can,      I    will,      I       do       be-lieve  That    Je  -  sus  saves  me      now. 
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[INVITATION. 


German  Air,  arr. 
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1.  Oh,   come,  come    a  -  way !  for  time's  ca-reer   is    clos-ing,Let  worldly  care  lience- 

2.  A  -  wake    ye,      a-wake!  no  time  now  for  re-pos-ing,"TlieLordisnear!"  breaks 

3.  Night  soon    will    be  o'er,  and  end-less  day  ap-pear-ing,A  -  way  fromhome  no 

4.  Oh,   come,  come    a  -  way !  my  Sav-iour  in    Thy  gio-ry," Thy  kingdom  come, Thy 
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forth  for-bear,  Oh,     come,comea- way !  Come, come  our  ho  -  ly    joys  re-new,  Where 

on    the  ear.  Oh,     come, come  a- way !  Come, come  where  Jesus' love  will  be,  Who 

more  we  'llroam,Oh,  come, come  a  -way !  And  when  the  trump  of  God  shall  sound  The 

will    be  done ;"  Oh,come,come  a  -  way !  Oh,  come, my  Lord, Thy  right  maintain,  And 
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love  and  heav'nly  friendship  grew, The  Spir-it  welcomes  you !  Oh, come,  come  away ! 
says,  "I  '11  meet  with  two  or  three, "Sweet  promise  made  to  thee, Oh, come,  come  away ! 
saints  no  more  by  Death  are  bound ;  He  owns  our  Jesus  crown'd ;  Oh, come,  come  away ! 
take  Thy  throne  and  on  it  reign ;  Then  earth  shall  bloom  again !  Oh, come, come  away ! 
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Adapted  and  arr.  by  E.  K.  C. 
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,    /  Hark !  the  gos-pel  news  is  sounding, Christ  has  suffered  on  the  tree ; 
Christ  in  -  vites  you  to  the  fountain, Come  and  wash  your  sins  a-way ;  j 


Streams  of  mer- cy  are  a-bound-ing, Grace  for  all  is  rich  and  free. 
,  /  Oh!  es- cape  to  yon-der  mountain ;  Refuge  find  in  Him  to-  day; 
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Now  poor 


Do  not 
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sin-ner,    .     .     .  Now,  poor  sinner,    .     .     .  Now,  poor  sinner 

Now,  poor  sinner.  Now,  poor  sin-ner, 

tar-ry,    .     .     .    Do  not  tar-r3s  ....      Do  not  tar -ry, 

Do  not  tar-ry,  Do  not    tar-  ry. 
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Come  to  Him  who 
Come   to  Je  -  sus 


PEJ 


r^zfzfzfc 


rt=[:=:t=t::zNc:|*; 


-! — P-h- — en — r  tu 


^^^m 


z\^-\^-\^-^-=^- 


-^—^-^- 


*^ 


i|i-:iiill#1i|^ 


died  for  thee,  Come  to 
while  you  may,  Come  to 


Him  who  died  for  Thee. 
Je-sus  while  you  may. 
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3  Grace  is  flowing  like  a  river. 
Millions  there  have  been  supplied 

Still  it  flows  as  fresh  as  ever 
From  the  Saviour's  wounded  side  : 
None  need  perish. 
All  may  live,  for  Christ  hast  died. 

4  Christ  alone  shall  be  our  portion ; 
Soon  we  hope  to  meet  above ; 

Then  we  '11  bathe  in  the  full  ocean 
Of  the  great  Redeemer's  love ; 

All  His  fullness 
We  shall  then  forever  prove. 


H.  M. 


Lewis  Edson. 
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I  I  Q^   Arise,  My  Soul,  Arise. 


1  Arise,  my  soul,  arise ; 
Shake  off  thy  guilty  fears ; 

The  bleeding  Sacrifice 

In  my  behalf  appears  : 
Before  the  throne  my  Surety  stands, 
My  name  is  written  on  His  iiands. 

2  He  ever  lives  above, 
For  me  to  intercede ; 

His  all-redeeming  love, 

His  precious  blood  to  plead ; 
His  blood  atoned  for  all  our  race, 
And  sprinkles  now  the  throne  of  grace. 

3  Five  bleeding  wounds  He  bears, 
Received  on  Calvary ; 

They  pour  effectual  prayers, 


They  strongly  plead  for  me : 
"Forgive  him,  oh,  forgive,"  they  cry, 
"Nor  let  that  ransomed  sinner  die." 

4  The  Father  hears  Him  pray, 

His  dear  anointed  One  : 
He  cannot  turn  away 

The  presence  of  His  Son  : 
His  Spirit  answers  to  the  blood, 
And  tells  me  I  am  born  of  God. 

6  My  God  is  reconciled ; 

His  pardoning  voice  I  hear : 
He  owns  me  for  His  child ; 

I  can  no  longer  fear : 
With  confidence  I  now  draw  nigh, 
And,  "Father,  Abba,  Father,"  cry. 
( 63 )  C.  Wesley. 
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111.        Are  Yoa  Wasfi'd  in  the  Bloed  ? 
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Words  and  music  by  Rev.  Elisha  A.  Hoffman. 


wm 


i3^=a^=zi^= 


:4=j^ 


gf& 


--n=-n~ 


1.  Have  you  been  to      Je  -  sus  for  the  cleansing  pow'r?  Are  you  wash'd  in  the 

2.  Are    yon  walk-ing    dai-ly     by  the     Sav-iour's  side?  Are  yon  wash'd  in  the 

3.  When  the  Bridegroom  cometh,  will  your  robes  be  white, Pure  and  white  in  the 

4.  Lay      a  -  side  the    garmentsthat  are  stained  with  sin,  And  be  w^ash'd   in  the 
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blood  of  the  Lamb?  Are  you  ful  -  ly  trusting  in  His  grace  this  hour?  Are  you 

blood  of  the  Lamb?  Do  yon  rest  each  moment  in   the    Cru  -  ci  -fled?  Are  you 

blood  of  the  Lamb?  Will  your  soul  be  read-y  for  the  mansions  bright,  And  be 

blood  of  the  Lamb?  There  's  a  fountain  flowing  for  the  sonl  unclean,     Oh,  be 
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wash'd   in      the  blood    of      the  Lamb?      Are    you  wash'd  in      the 

Are   you  wash'd 
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blood,  In  the  soul-cleansing  blood  of  the  Lamb?        Are  your  garments 

hi  the  blood,  of  the  Lamh? 
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spotless?  Are  they  white  as  snow?  Are  yon  wash'd  in  the  blood  of    the     Lamb. 
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112.        ^Fhere's  a  Great  Da^  Gorning. 


W.  L.  T. 
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W.  L.  Thompson. 
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1.  There's     a     great 

2.  There's     a     bright 

3.  There's     a      sad 
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day 
day 
day 
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com  -  ing, 
com  -  ing, 
com  -  ing, 

A    great  day 
A    bright  day 
A      sad    day 
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com  -  ing,  There  "s  a 
com  -  ing.  There  's  a 
com  -  ing.  There  *s  a 
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great    clay    com -ing     by    and    by,  When  the  saints  and  the    sin-nei'S  shall  be 
bright  day    com -ing     by    and     by,     Biit    its  brightness  shall  on  -  ly  come   to 
sad     day    com  -  ing     by    and    by,  When  the   sin  -  nershall  hear  his  doom, "De- 


-b ha ha h.— 


=Ek=ki 


-k — k- 


i 


5^3E 


5E3^d^=t 


m 


d= 


^_^_j_^^__^__^ 


_^_^___H_-_j- 


part  -  ed   right  and  left.  Are  you  read-y  for  that   clay  to  come? 

them  that    love   the  Lord,  Are  yon  read-y  for  that   day  to  come? 

part,      I    know   ye  not."  Are  you  read-y  for  tliat   day  to  come? 

-0-      -0-     -^                   '  S        S                                                                    i 


m 
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Chorus. 


^«-^^ — 0. « 0- 


d===fc=±^i^iz=d^: 
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Are      you  read  -y,        are     yon  read  -  y,        Are    you    read  -  y       for    the 


ii^l^^l 


:^z=^=mz 


42=*: 


-r-^ 


I 


::st:^: 


i=-3=3^s; 


judg-ment  day?  Are  you  read-y, 

I 


are  you  read-y        For  the  judg-ment  day? 
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By  perujissioi)  pf  W  h   Thompson  4  Co    East  J^iveipool,  0 
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[INVITATION. 

113.  Gerne  With  ^s,  and  We  Will  De  T^ee  Geod. 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


J.  H.  Burke. 
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i^t 
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1.  We  're  journ'ying  homeward  to  the  land  of  prom-  ise  That  lies    be-yond  the 

2.  Come    to     the  land  where  all  our    sin    is    bur  -  ied  Be-neath  the  Jor-dan's 

3.  Oh,  come, and  leave   thy    sin-ful    self  for  -  ev  -  er    Be-neath  the  fount-ain 

4.  Come    to    the  land  where  all  our  foes  are  vanquished, And  sor-row,  sin,  dis  - 


i^^^ipi 


sfts 


Jordan's  swelling  flood, The  land  of  rest,  and  love,and  home  for  -  ev-er;  Come 

deep  and  swelling  flood ;  Art  thou  not  tired  of     sin-ning  and    re-penting?  Come, 

of    the  Saviour's  blood ;  Oh, come, and  take  Him  as  thy  Sane  -  ti  -    fi  -  er,Come 

ease  and  death  sub-dued ;  Oh,wea-ry  soul !  by  Sa-tan  braised  and  baf -fled, Come 


z%z=$-\^f—^^-^ 


^ 


:^:::iiczUzz^=t<=tie: 


=1= 


^     Chorus. 


E^It 


^fe 


thou  with  us, and  we  will  do  thee  good !  Oh,    why     will  you  lin  -  ger  in  the 

then, with  us, and  we  will  do  thee  good! 

thou  with  us, and  we  will  do  thee  good ! 

thou  with  us,  and  we  will  do  thee  good!  Oh.come  a-way 

I.  _^-  - 


i;££E 


t=i=t 


■ifr- 


=F=F 


u-    k    1^    1^ 


i 


^=1= 


p?^g±EiEg3g=gE$ 


^es  -   ert  so  lone -ly,    Oh,    come 
fan- land,  fair  land,  come 


to  our  Sav    -   iour,Oh,  come  to  our  home, 
away,  come  to-day 


Iste 
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5  Come  to  the  land  that  flows  with  milk 

and  honey. 

And  all  its  children  eat  of  heavenly  food  ; 

Come  taste  its  corn  and  wine,  and  grapes 

of  Eschol ;  [good ! 

Oh,  come  with  us,  and  we  will  do  thee 

Copjright,  1890,  by  A.  B.  Simpson. 


I        I 


G  Why  will  ye  linger  in  this  desert  lonely, 

'Mid  barren  wastes  and  tempests  wild 

and  rude ! 

Oh,  come  and  share  our  hope,  our  heaven, 

our  Saviour,  [good ! 

Come  thou  with  us,  and  we  will  do  thee 
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114. 


Jesus  Bids  Ygu  Corne. 


W.  L.  T. 

(May  be  sung  as  a  Solo.) 
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L.  Thompson. 
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1.  Jesus  bids  you  come, 

2.  Jesus  bids  you  come, 

3.  Jesus  bids  you  come, 

4.  Jesus  bids  you  come, 

K    I 


Jesus  bids  you  come,  Now  for  you  He  's  iu-ter-ced-ing, 
Jesus  bids  you  come,  Wea-ry  trav'lei',  do  not  tar-ry, 
Jesus  bids  you  come.   Voices  may  not  al-ways  call  you, 
Jesus  bids  you  come,  Where  't  is  love  and  joy  forever. 
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Gent- ly  at  tliy  heart  He 's  pleading,  "Come  unto  me.  Come  un  -  to    me." 

Je  -  sus  will  thy  burdens  car -ry.    Oh,    will  you  come?     Oh,      will  you  come? 
"  Late, too  late,"  mayyet  befall  you, "Why  will  ye  die?  "     "  Why  will    ye  die?" 
Where  we '11  meet  to  part,  no,  never, Sin- ner,  come  home.    Oh,  come, come  home. 

J^  1 


^m^m^^m- 
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By  per.  of  W.  L.  Thompson  &  Co, 


115. 


The  Sinner's  Invitation. 


I 


Fine. 


=J^=F=1^ 


IT-A-zz:^ 
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rSin 


ner,    go,      will      you    go 


'   \  Where  the  storms  nev  -  er    blow, 
c.  And    the,    leaves    of        the  bow'rs 

=i= ! ^=F^= 


To  the  high  -  lauds  of  heav-en? 
And  the  long  sum  -  mer  's  giv  -  en ; 
In       the    hreez  -  es        are    Jlit  -  ting. 


Pa=p=feg^fes6 
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Where  the  bright     bloom-ing  flow'rs  Are    their    o  -    dors 


mM 


=-^ 


=£: 


;i^^ 


2  Where  the  saints,  robed  in  white. 

Cleansed  in  life's  flowing  fountain. 
Shining  beauteous  and  bright, 

They  inhabit  the  mountain ; 
Where  no  sin  nor  dismay. 

Neither  trouble  nor  sorrow, 
Will  be  felt  for  a  day, 

Nor  be  feared  for  the  morrow. 


3  He  's  prepared  thee  a  home, — 
Sinner,  canst  thou  believe  it? 

And  invites  thee  to  come, — 
Sinner,  wilt  thou  receive  it? 

Oh,  come,  sinner  come, 
For  the  tide  is  receding ; 

And  the  Saviour  will  soon 
(67)    And  forever  cease  pleading 


116. 

Father  Ignatius.* 


[INVITATION. 


The  Sweet  Werd,  Jesas. 

r.  Louise  Shepard. 
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1.  Soft  -  ly     sing  the  sweet  word  " Je-sus,"  For  't  is   full  of  love  and  rest, 

2.  Oh,     so     ve  -    ry  dear     to  Je  -  sns,  And  He  yearns  to  save  them  now ; 

3.  Je  -  sns     an-swers,"  I      re-ceive  thee,  On  -  ly     looktome. and    live; 


=l=?^^t 


It 


.-JV-J^ 


=^1=311- 
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And    the  ver  -    y      name   of    Je  -  sns,  Draws  poor  sin- ners  to  His  l^reast. 
How    He  waits  with  tear  -  fnl  long-ing,  Thorns  of  sor  -  row  round  His  brow. 
And      I    now    will    nev  -  er    leave  Thee, All     Thy  sins    I  now  for-give." 
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Soft      -      ly  sing  that  name  so  ten      -      der. 

soft-ly     sing    that  name  so  ten  -  der.  Many  a  trembling  one   is     here. 

Oh,  poor  sin-  ner  speak,  to  Je  -   suslln     the  si  -  lence  of    thy   heart. 

Sing  a  -  loud,     O  hap  -  py  sin  -  ner!  "Je-sus  says  I       am  for  -  giv'n 
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-*— ^- 


F^ 


r\#  _      1                         1 

.  _  1^ 

■'■  yw..  ^           .      -^        ■■  r 

'    1                                 fcu 

1 

u     1          r*    «        ^ 

fr 

^  *           J             ^ 

. 

J         J          1          >     .f^     S 

1-  1  1 

J          «          1          .^ 

On  -    ly    ten 

Say,"  for  this. 
And  that  He 

w 

■  der  - 
Thy 
will 

0 

ness 
love 
nev  - 

can  draw  thein,And 
so    wondrous.  Now 
er    leave     me,  Till 

'  *  *  ^s^-rf- 

they  are     so    ve  -  ry  dear, 
with  all    my  sin   I'll  part." 
He  brings  me  safe  to  Heav'n" 
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Chorus. 
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I  will  trust  Thee  now,  Lord  Je     -        sus.  Keep  Thee  waiting  now  no  more ;  .     . 
will  trust  Thee  Je-sus,  more,  no  more ; 

-P—0-P- 0—r0- ^.^'^ 
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*B7  permission  from  tbe  Llantbon;  Monastery  Hjmn  Book, 
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Copyright,  1891.  bv  F,  '•■  Sbepard. 
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Let    Thee    take  a  -  way      my 


sin  -  stains,  Let  Thee  heal   my  ev  -  'ry  sore. 
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117. 


Rev.  W.  PEaughton. 


=1— aii- 


The  SterY- 


:^= 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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^S 
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1.  Have  you  list-ened  to    the  sto-  ry,  Sweet  and  old  ;  Have  you  lis-tened  to   the 

2.  It      is    full    of    Im-man  sweetness  Pure  and  true;  It     is    full     of    hu-man 

3.  He  was  wronged  above  all  others,  Mock'd, denied  ;  He  wasAvronged  above  all 

4.  When  I  heard  the  wondrous  sto  -  ry,    So    di-vine  :  When  I  heard  the  wondrous 
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sto  -  ry.     Fill  -  ing  life    with  light  and  glo  -  ry,     Men  have  told?  How  there 
sweetness.  Rich  in    love's   di  -  vine  complete-ness,  Ev  -  er    new.  Grief ,  her 
oth  -  ers,  Bruised  and  bro-ken,  Oh,    my  brothers!    Cru  -  ci  -  fled!       In       a 
sto  -  ry,      Com-ing  down  thro'  an  -  nals  hoar  -  y,  Christ  was  mine.      O    that 


mm 


EftfE 
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=i«±zS: 


-U 


:t: 
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came  a  heav'n-ly  stranger,  Cra-dled  low  in  Bethl'hem's  manger.  Strong  to 
lone  -  ly    vig  -  il    keep-ing.  Care, her  crust    in    sor-row  steep-ing,  Lift  their 

pur-ple  robe  they  bound  Him, With  the  cruel  thorns  they  crowned  Him, Pit  -  i  - 
love    beyond  compar  -  ing,  Burdened  heart,  thy  sor  -  row  sharing,    For  thy 


^- 


q^i:^ 
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tt 


-^T^ 
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shield   from  death  and  dan  -  ger  God's  dear  fold,  God's  dear  fold, 

eyes        and  hear      it    weep  -  ing,  'T  is     for   you,  'T  is  for    you. 

less       they  gathered  round   Him,  Till      He    died.  Till  He    died, 

sake      the  thorn-crown  wearing.  Is        He  thine,  Is  He  thine? 
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is^ 


Gerrie  te  Jesas,  Jiist  Now. 


[INVITATION. 
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1.  Come  to      Je  -  sus,    come  to      Je    -  sus,  come   to      Je    -  sus     just  now, 


f^i 


i^z 


-^^^ 


Just     now      come    to 

2  He  will  save  you,  just  now. 

3  Oh,  believe  Him,  just  now. 

4  He  is  able,  just  now. 

5  He  is  willing,  just  now. 

6  He  '11  receive  you,  just  now. 

7  Flee  to  Jesus,  just  now. 

8  Call  unto  Him,  just  now. 


Je    -    sus,      come    to       Je    -  sus     just  now. 
9  He  will  hear  you,  just  now. 

10  He  '11  have  mercy,  just  now. 

11  He'll  forgive  you  just  now. 

12  He  will  cleanse  you  just  now. 

13  He  '11  renew  you  just  now. 

14  He  will  clothe  you  just  now. 
/    15  Jesus  loves  you  just  now. 
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Take  Me  As  1  Arn. 


From  The  Garner,  by  per. 
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Melody  by  J.  H.  Stockton,  har.  by  W.  J. 


1.  Je-sus,  my    Lord, to  Thee     I 
2. Helpless    I      am,  and    full    of 
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cry,  Un  -  less  Thou  help  me    I    must  die ; 
guilt, But    yet    for  me  Thy  blood  was  spilt, 
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Fine. 
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Oh,  bring  Thy  free      sal 
And  Thou  can'st  make  me 


itm 


va  -  tion  nigh,  And  take  me   as      I 
what  Thou  wilt, But  take  me  as      I 
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am! 
am! 
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D.s.  hring   Thy  free 
Refrain, 


1^ 
sal 


va    -  tion  nigh,  And  take  me 


D.S.iS: 


Take  me    as      I 
Take  me 


Take  me   as       I 
Take  me 


I     am; 


Oh, 
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3  No  preparation  can  I  make, 
My  best  resolves  I  only  break. 

Yet  save  me  for  Thine  own  name's  sake, 
And  take  me  as  I  am ! 

4  I  thirst,  I  long  to  know  Thy  love. 
Thy  full  salvation  I  would  prove ; 
But  since  to  Thee  I  cannot  move, 

Oh,  take  me  as  I  am !  ( 


5  If  thou  hast  work  for  me  to  do. 
Inspire  my  will,  my  heart  renew. 
And  work  both  in  and  by  me  too, 

But  take  me  as  I  am ! 

6  And  when  at  last  the  work  is  done, 
The  battle  o'er,  the  vic'try  won, 
Still,  still  my  cry  shall  be  alone, 

70 )  Lord,  take  me  as  I  am ! 
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Gorne  Ur\\Q  Me. 
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1.    Hill     - 
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-  clren, 

they 

said         to 

the  Mas  - 

ter, 

2.  Safe 

in 

the 

arms 

of 

His 

teu    -  der 

com  -  pas  - 

sion, 

3.   Come 

to 

the 

Rock 

that 

was 

smit  -    ten 

for     sin  - 

ners, 

4.   Come 

now 

to 

Je 

sus, 

oh, 

thrice      hap    - 

py    wel  - 

come, 

5.  Then 
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:8t:  *  *     :5l:. 

Why  sliould  the  moth  -  ers   bring  them  to  Thee?    Hin  -  der  them  not    was  the 

Play  -  ful     the   prat-tlers      sat      on    His  knee.  Wait  -  ing    to    get     His  di  - 

Come      to     the  fount -ain     flow  -  ing    so    free;     An  -  swer  the  voice     of  the 

Wel  -  come  to    Him   who    died     on    the  tree.  Though  He    is    reign  -  ing  so 

When    from  His  pres-ence  mount-ains  shall  flee,    Sweet  -  er  than   ev  -    er  will 
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an  - 

swer 

of    Je  -  sus. 

'Let 

all    the    lit  -  tie  ones 

come 
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me." 
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-  e  -  die  -  tion, 

Hap 

-  py      to  hear  ^jim  say  ' ' 

Come 
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to 
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bless 

-ed 

Re-deem  -  er, 

Ten 

-  der  -  ly    call  -  ing   out  " 

Come 

un  - 

to 

me." 

high 

up 

in    glo   -  ry. 

Yet 

does  His  spir  -  it     say  " 

Come 

un  - 

to 

me." 

be 

the  glad  wel-come, 

As 

thou  Shalt  hear  Him  say  " 

Come 

un  - 

to 

me." 
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Chorus. 
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Comeun-tome,  comeun-tome,  Suf-fer    all   the  lit -tie  ones  to  come  un- to  me, 
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Keep  them  not  a-way,But  bring  them  in  today,  And  suff'er  them  to  come  unto  me. 
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121.        n3hY  E)0Fl't  Yea  Gerrie  t0  Jesus? 

C.  R.  Dunbar,  by  per. 
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1.  Come, ye     sin-ners, poor  and    need  -  y,  Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and    sore; 
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Je  -  sus    read  -  y  stands  to        save  you,    Full    of     pit  -  y,  love,  and  power. 
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Why  don't  you  come  to    Je  -  sus?  He's    wait  -  ing    to        re-ceive  you.  Why 
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don't    you  come 


to      Je  -  sus       and      be 


saved  ? 


saved? 
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Words  on  opposite  page. 

1  ffiill  Arise. 


Chorus. 


Arr.  for  this  Work. 


t±-_ 


:^"E 


:1^=^iii: 


iiS=i 


--#— H L.^ #— -* *- 


-4-^- 


I      will     a  -  rise       and      go      to      Je  -    sus,     He     Avill  em-brace  me 
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in  His  arms ;  In  the  arms  of  my  dear  Saviour, Oh, there  are  ten  thousand  charms. 
(72) 
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123.        While  Jesus  Whispers  te  Im. 

Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor,  and  are  heavy  laden. —  M^ii.  xi:  28. 

Will  E.  Witter.  H.  K.  Palmer,  by  per. 
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1.  While  Je  -  sus  whis-pers   to   yon,  Come,  sin  -  ner,   come!        While  we      are 

2.  Are    you    too  heav  -  y      la -den?  Come,  sin  -  ner,   come!  Je  -  sus    will 

3.  Oh,     hear  His  ten  -  derplead-ing,  Come,  sin  -  ner,   come!        Come  and     re- 
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pray-ing  for    you, Come, sin  -  ner,    come!        Now     is    the    time  to  own  Him, 
bear  your  bur-den, Come, sin  -  ner,    come!  Je    -  sns  will    not    de-ceive  you, 

ceive  the  bless -ing, Come, sin  -  ner,    come!      While     Je  -  sus     whis-pers  to    you, 
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Come, 
Come, 
Come, 


sin-ner,  come!  Now  is  the  time  to  know  Him, Come, sin-ner,  come! 
sin-ner,  come!  Je  -  sus  can  now  re- deem  you.  Come, sin-ner,  come! 
sin-ner,  come!    While  we  are  pray-ing  for    you,  Come, sin-ner,  come! 
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1 24,       Come,  Ye  Sinners. 
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1  Come,  ye  sinners,  poor  and  needy. 
Weak  and  wounded,  sick  and  sore ; 

Jesus  ready  stands  to  save  you. 
Full  of  pity,  love  and  power : 

He  is  able, 
He  is  willing,  doubt  no  more. 

2  Now,  ye  needy,  come  and  welcome ; 
God's  free  bounty  glorify ; 

True  belief  and  true  repentance, 
Every  grace  that  brings  you  nigh, 

Without  money, 
Come  to  Jesus  Christ  and  buy. 

3  Let  not  conscience  make  you  linger, 
Nor  of  fitness  fondly  dream ; 

All  the  fitness  He  requireth 
Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him  : 


I  opposite  page. 

This  He  gives  you ; 
'T  is  the  Spirit's  glimmering  beam. 

4  Come,  ye  weary,  heavy-laden. 
Bruised  and  mangled  by  the  fall; 

If  you  tarry  till  you  're  better, 
You  will  never  come  at  all ; 

Not  the  righteous, — 
Sinners,  Jesus  came  to  all. 


(73) 


5  Agonizing  in  the  garden. 
Your  Eecieemer  prostrate  lies ; 

On  the  bloody  tree  behold  Him ! 
Hear  Him  cry,  before  He  dies, 

"  It  is  finished!" 
Sinners,  will  not  this  suflfice? 

6  Lo  !  the  incarnate  God,  ascending 
Pleads  the  merit  of  His  blood  : 

Venture  on  Him,  venture  freely; 
Let  no  other  trust  intrude ; 

None  but  Jesus 
Can  do  helpless  sinners  good. 
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1.  Come,loved  one, come, the  Mas -ter    is    call  -  ing,  Call  -  ing  this    mo-ment  in 

2.  Come, loved  one, come, oh,  heed  not  the  voic  -  es    Call -ing  to  earth -ly    and 
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-ing    love;  Come,loved  one, come,  true  hearts  are  fond- ly    pray  -  ing, 
de  -  light ;   The  world's  vain  morn  of    pleas-ure    and    of      f  ol  -   ly, 
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An   -    gels      are  vratch  -  ing       a    -    bove.        Je   -    sus. 
Soon    will      be      sad  -    ness     and       night.       Je   -    sus, 
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ton  -  ing     Sav  -  iour.  Wait  -  eth      to      set 
*nong  ten   thou  -  sand.     On  -    ly      thy     tru 
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can        prove ; 
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Je -sus, thy  Ev- er  -  last  -  ing    Lov- er,Long-eth  to  give  Him 
Je -sus,the  Al  -  to  -  geth -er    Love-ly,    On  -  ly   de-serves  thy 
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Oopjright,  1891,  bj  P.        Shepard. 
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Him  -  self  to      thee, 
deep-est    love. 

n  , 


(74) 


r 


f= 


--=^- 

f^^ 


INVITATION.] 

126. 

A.  B.  S. 


I 


The  Doer  ef  Hope. 


A.  B.  Simpson, 
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1.  Door  of  Hope  for  souls   re-  turn-ing,  His  sweet  wel-come  now   to  claim; 

2.  Door  of  Home  f  or  chil -clren    straying, From  the    Fa-ther's  heart  and  home, 

3.  Door  of  Help  where  siiff'rers  wea-ry,  Sue -cor  find   for    sor  -  est  need; 

4.  Door  of  Heav'n  where  life    e   -   ter  -  nal     Is      to      all  who    en-  ter  given; 
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Je  -  sus     o  -  ver    lost  ones  yearning,  Bids  them  en  -  ter       in    His  Name. 
At     the  door,  our     El  -  der  Broth-er  Stands  pro-claiming,"  Children  come." 
Bring  our  grief s  and  fears  and   burdens,Christ  will  prove  a    Friend  in  -  deed. 
Je  -  sus    ev  -   er     may    we   find  Thee, Door  of  Hope  and    Gate   of  Heaven. 
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Je  -  sus  is      the  Door  of  Hope ;    En  -  ter.  He    is      waiting  for  thee, And  the 
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Music  on 
3  Come,  loved  one,  come,  the  Master  is 
calling, 
Calling  to  service  so  true,  so  high ; 
No  longer  waste  thy  youth    and    life's 
sweet  morning, 
Trifling  while  time  rushes  by. 
Harvests  of  golden  sheaves  are  waiting, 

Waiting  for  thee  to  bear  away ; 

Millions  of  souls  In  sin  are  dying, 

Jesus  hath  need  of  thee  today.  (75 


4  Come,  loved  one,   come,  the   shadows 
are  gath'ring. 

Soon  will  have  come  life's  sure  eventide ; 
Come,  loved  one,  come,  for  now  you  may 
be  nearing, 

Nearing  the  lone  riverside. 
No  one  but  Christ  can  guide  thy  footsteps 

Thro'  the  lone  vale  of  death  and  gloom ; 
No  one  but  He  can  meet  thee  yonder, 
)  Wipe  thy  last  tear  and  welcome  thee  home 
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The  Wrath  to  Gerne. 


«»:#: 


-^=t. 


/ 

[INVITATION  ^ 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


iE§i±E«E*^E 


t=i 


1=3=3: 


.«T-* 


:i=S=tgq 


1.  The  gos  -    pel  trumpet  sounds  a  -  loud,  The  judg-ment  thunders  boom  ;  O'er 

2.  As  leans     the  tree,    so,  when 't is  fell'd  It      lies,     the  day    is      set;    Tho' 

3.  Far  more  than  pain,  dis  -  ease,  or    all      The  paths   by  snff'rers     trod,     A 

4.  Be  warned  in  time,  for  -  sake  all    sin!     Or  you '11  be  damn 'd  at    last;  When 
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all        be-neath  trans-gres-sion    bow'd, Hangs   an  e    -    ter  -  nal    doom, 

judg  •  ment   on      thy    sins'   with-held,     The    Lord  doth    not     for  -   get. 

fear  -  ful    thing   it       is        to        fall       In  -    to  the    hands  of        God. 

mer      -        cy's    voice  fails  to        win      The     day  of      grace  is        past. 
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Erom  the  wrath, from  the  wrath  of  the  Lord  our  God,  When  the  trumpetsounds  the  har  -  vest. 
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home,  Broth-er,turn  to-day  at  the  warning  cry,  Oh,  flee  from  the  wrath  to  come. 
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125. 


Nething  t0  Pay. 


I 


Mrs.  Duffield  Ashmead,  by  per. 
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Noth-ing  to    pay?     no,    not      a  whit;  Noth-ing    to     do?      no,  not  a  bit; 

Noth-ing  to  fear,      Je  -  sus     is  mine,  Trust-ing   in    Him,     all      Ire-sign; 

What  of  the  law?  there    I        re-joice ;  Answered  its  claims,  silenced  its  voice. 

What  of  the  body?  ah,    that  I  may  bring.  To  God  as  a  holy, acceptable  thing; 
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All  that  was  needed  to  do      or     to  pay,      Jesus  lias  done  in  His  own  blessed  Avay. 

Dai-ly   by  faith  to  His  im -age   I  rise,     Looking  a-way  to  my  rest  in  the  skies. 

Je-sns  fulfilled  it  when  meekly  He  died  :"Father  't  is  finished, 't  is  finished, "He  cried. 

For  that  is  the  temple  where  Jesns  abides,  The  temple  where  God,  by  His  Spirit  resides. 
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Nothing  to    pay !  nothing  to  pay !  Believe  it  poor  sinner  and  peace  shall  be  Thine. 
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5  Nothing  to  pay?  no,  thanks  be  to  God, 
The  matter  is  settled,  the  price  was  the 
blood ; 

129. 

R.  K.  C,  1885. 


rr 


t  ?  r    i^ 

The  blood  of  the  victim,  a  ransom  divine, 
Believe  it,  poor  sinner,  and  peace  shall  be 
thine. 


Jesas  is  Galling. 

Cradle  Song,  17th  Century,  alt.  and  arr.,  R.  Kelso  Carter. 


Irfc 


:* 


S 


^= 


^Em 


i 


^i** 


t^- 


Je  -  sus 
Je  -  sus 
Je  -  sus 
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call  -  ing,w^hy  de  -  lay?  Pass-es  thy  life  so  swift  a  -  way 
call  -  ing,turn  and  live,  I  will  the  life  e  -  ter  -  nal  give 
call  -  ing  to  thy  soul,  Ten-der  -  ly  now  His  ac-cents  roll 
call  -  ing.  Christian  hear !  Telling    of  love  that  casts  out  fear 
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Come  while  the  moments  fly.  Come, or  forever  die ;  Come  to  me  and  be  ye  saved. 
Flee  from  the  Avrath  to  come.  Seek  an  eternal  home ;  Come  to  me  and  be  ye  saved. 
Come  with  thy  burdened  heart  I  can  new  life  impart ;  Come  to  me  and  be  ye  saved. 
Like  notes  from  heaven's  chime ;  Speaking  the  second  time,  Come  to  me  and  be  ye  saved. 
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Come 


Come, 


Come,   come  to        me. 
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130.         Is  My  Narne  Writlen  TFiere? 

M.  A.  K.  Frank  M.  Davis,  by  per 


i 


^3: 


q^=S 


S?&E^E^E^; 


--^-XsS- 


3|z:i(z 


f^ 


-^-.St«?*- 


^-^-T*.-"*- 


-■*^»^ 


1.  Lord,  I    care  not  for  rich  -  es,  Neither   sil  -ver  nor  gold  ;I  wonld  mal^e  sure  of 

2.  Lord,my  sins  they  are   ma -ny, Like  the  sands  of  the  sea.  But  Thy  blood, oh, my 

3.  Oh !  that  beau-ti  -  ful    cit  -  y,  With  its  mansions  of  light,  With  its  glo-ri-  tied 
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heav- en,  I  would  en  -  ter  the  fold.  In  the  book  of  Thy  kingdom, With  its 
Sav-iour!  Is  suf  -  fl -cient  for  me;  Eor  Thy  promise  is  writ- ten.  In  bright 
be  -  ings.  In  pure  garments  of  white ; Where  no  e  -  vil  thing  cometh.   To  de  - 
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pag  -  es  so  fair.  Tell  me,  Je  -  sus,  my  Sav-iour,  Is  my  name  written  there? 
let  -ters  that  glow,  "Tho'  your  sins  be  as  scar-  let,  I  will  make  them  like  snow ," 
spoil  what  is    fair ; Where  the  an-  gels  are  watching,  Is  my  name  written  there  P 
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Is      my    name  writ  -  ten      there.       On    the     page  white    and      fair? 
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In     the  book      of      Thy     king-dom.     Is      my  name  writ  -  ten     there? 


t- 


:;t: 


?=^= 


:^2= 


IKVITATION.] 

131. 


W'\\e  Stranger  at  ttie  Beer. 


&i 


With  feeling. 


T.  C.  O'KaNE. 
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1.  Be-hold    a  stran-ger    at     the  door  ;He  gen-tly  knocks,  lias  knock'd  before  ; Has 

2.  O    love-ly    at  -  ti-tude,    He  standsWith  melting  heart  and  o  -pen  hands  ;0 

3.  But  will  He  prove  a   friend  in-deed?  He  will,  the  ver  -  y  friend  you  need  :The 


mm 


m 


E?E 


t=t 


si 


u-  I    1^  r   ^ 


:^zz:^iz^= 


1^    I 


i 


i: 


:*l=t3il: 


^^ese 


:t±g=i=Wz 


wait-€d     long,    is    wait  -  ing  still;  You  treat   no    oth  -  er  friend  so    ill. 
matchless   kind-ness,  and       He  showsThis  matchless  kindness  to     His  foes, 
friend  of     sin  -  ners?Yes,     'tis  He,  With  garments  dyed  on   Cal  -  va  -  ry. 
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Chorus. 
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Oh,     let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in,       He '11  cleanse  the  heart  from  sin ; 

come  in,  ,  from  sin 


Oh, 
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I    ^1 

keep  Him  no  more  out    at  the  door, But  let  the  dear  Saviour  come  in. 

come  in. 
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5  Admit  Him  ere  His  anger  burn,- 
His  feet,  departed,  ne'er  return ; 
Admit  Him,  or  the  hour's  at  hand, 
You  '11  at  His  door  rejected  stand. 


4  Rise,  touched  with  gratitude  divine ; 
Turn  out  His  enemy  and  thine ; 
That  soul-destroying  monster,  Sin, 
And  let  the  heavenly  stranger  in. 
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132. 

Charles  Wesley. 


Bliinfierithal 


[INVITATION. 


7sD. 


Jacques  Blumenthal. 


^^^^m^^m^^ 


I    I     I 

1.  Sia-ners,turn;  why  will  ye  die?  God, your  Maker,asks  you  why ;  God, who  did  your  beinggiye, 
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Made  you  with  Him- self  to  live  :  He   the  fa- tal  cause  demands,  Asks  the  work  of 
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His  own  hands,  Why, ye  thankless  creatures,  why  Will  ye  cross  His  love, and  die.  A  -  men. 
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2  Sinners,  turn;  why  will  ye  die  ? 
God,  your  Saviour,  asks  you  why; 
He,  who  did  your  souls  retrieve, 
Died  Himself  that  ye  might  live. 
Will  ye  let  Him  die  in  vaia, 
Crucify  your  Lord  again? 

Why,  ye  ransomed  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  slight  His  grace,  and  die? 

3  Sinners,  turn;  why  will  ye  die? 
God,  the  Spirit,  asks  you  why; 
God,  who  daily  with  you  strove, 
Wooed  you  to  embrace  His  love. 
Will  ye  not  His  grace  receive? 
Will  ye  still  refuse  to  live? 
Why,  ye  long-sought  sinners,  why 
Will  ye  grieve  your  God,  and  die? 

135.  '^''*- 

Tanty  "Is  not  this  the  land,"    p.  153, 
Matt,    xi:  28. 

1  Are  you  walking  in  the  valley 
Where  the  clouds  like  billows  roll? 

Do  you  feel  the  weight  of  sorrow 
Pressing  hard  upon  the  soul? 

Are  you  weary,  heavy  laden? 
Is  your  heart  by  sin  oppressed? 


^r 
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^^^-F^ 


(80) 


Hear  the  gentle  words  of  Jesus : 
"Come  to  me  I  '11  give  you  rest." 

Chorus. 

Come  ye  weary,  heavy  laden 
Lean  your  head  upc  n  my  breast, 

Hear  the  gentle  vs^ords  of  Jesus  : 
"Come  to  me  I  '11  give  you  rest" 

2  Have  you  wandered  from  the  Savioui 
Into  ways  by  Him  denied? 

Have  you  left  the  narrow  pathway 
Leading  up  the  mountain  side? 

Have  you  wasted  time  and  talents 
Like  the  prodigal  distressed? 

Hear  the  gentle  words  of  Jesus : 
"Come  to  me,  I  '11  give  you  rest." 

3  Are  you  still  in  nature's  prison, 
Where  there 's  naught  but  bitter  strife? 

Arc  the  passions  still  patrolling 
Up  and  down  the  Avay  of  life? 

Do  you  feel  the  awful  conflicts, 
Going  on  within  your  breast? 

Hear  the  gentle  words  of  Jesus: 
"Come  to  me  I'll  give  you  rest." 

A.  L.  Skilton. 


INVITATION.] 

134. 

L.  R.  M. 


He  Was  Not  Willing. 


L.  R.  M.,  by  per. 
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1 .  "He    was  not  will  -  ing  that 

2.  "He    was  not  will-ing  that 

3.  Plen  -  ty    for  pleas-nre,but 


lit 


ny  should  per-ish ;"  Je  -  sus  en-thron'd  in  the 
ny  should  per-ish ;"  Cloth'd  in  our  flesh  with  its 
-  tie  for    Je  -  sus  ;  Time  for  the  world, with  its 


^-^^-^-^-^-., 


■  ry       a  -  bove,     Saw  our  poor    fal  -  len  world, pit - 

,  D.s.  Je  -  sus  would  save.hut  there  'sno 

sor  -  row  and  pain,     Came  He    to    seek  the  lost,  com  - 

D.s.  Je  -  sus      is    call-ing  thee,  haste 

trou-bles    and  toys.        No  time  for    Je  -  sus' work, feed 

D.s.   We  are     so    wea  -  ry,    So    heav 


led    our   sor -rows, 

one      to     tell     them, 
fort  the  mourn-er, 

to      the  reap  -  iiuj, 
-ing    the  hun  -  gry, 

i  -    ly      la   -  den, 
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Fine. 
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Pour'd  out  His   life    for      us — won-der  -  f ul    love !    Per  -  ish-ing,  per  -  ish-in£ 
No     one    to     lift    them  from    sin  and    de  -  spair. 

Heal   the  heart, bro-ken     by     sor-row  and  shame.  Per- ish-ing,  per- ish-ing! 
Thou  shalt  have  souls, pre-cious  souls  for    thy    hire. 

Lift  -  ing  lost  souls  to        e-    ter-ni-ty's   joys.    Per- ish-ing,  per  -  ish-ing! 
And  icith  long  iveep-ing      our    eyes  have  grown  dim." 
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Throng-ing  our  path  -  way, Hearts  break  with  burdens  too  heav -y  to  bear, 
Har  -  vest  is  pass  -  ing,  Reap  -  ers  are  few  and  the  night  draweth  near, 
Hark,  how  they  call      us  :"  Bring  us  your  Sav-iour,  oh,     tell     us      of     Him! 


=^:ii=te=^=tei 


lEE^ 


=t==t: 
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4  "  He  was  not  willing  that  any  should 
perish ;" 
Am  I  His  follower, and  can  I  live  [ward, 

Longer  at  ease  with  a  soul  going  down- 
Lost  for  the  lack  of  the  help  I  might  give? 


Perishino 


IX       IX  I 

perishing!  Thou  wast  not  will- 
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Master,  forgive,  and  inspire  us  anew; 
Banish  our  worldliness,  help  us  to  ever 
Live  with  eternity's  values  in  view. 
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135^ 


He  that  Believeth. 


[INVITATION. 


Mrs.  Ella  Lauder. 


D.  B.  Towner,  by  per. 
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List    to    the  mes-sage  plain  and  clear,  He  that    be  -  liev  -  eth  need  not  fear ; 
Hush !  't  is  the  Spir  -  it  speaks  to     yon,  Now  as     He  pleads  what  will  you  do? 
Heed   ye    the  call    as      for    your  life, Yield  to    the  Lord  and  end  the  strife ; 
Hark !  't  is  re  -  ech-oed    from  the  skies, Deep  un  -  to  deep. with  voice  re-plies, 
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He    that  hath  ears,  oh, 

They  who    be-lieve,  oh, 

All    that    is  need  -  ed 

He    that  for  -  ev  -  er 


let    him  hear.  For  ev 

joy,  'tis  true.  Have  ev 

is      be -lief.    For  ev 

will    be  wise.  Hath  ev 


er  -  last  -  ing 
er  -  last  -  ing 
er  -  last  -  ing 
er  -  last  -  ing 
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life, 
life, 
life, 
life. 
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Chorus. 
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He   that    be-liev-eth,  hear    ye  the  word ;  He  that  be-liev-eth, praise  the  Lord ; 
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He  that    be-liev-eth 


on    the    Son, Hath     ev    -  er  -  last  -  ing     life. 
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IN  VITATION.] 

136. 


Are  You  Going  Herne  Te-nighl  ? 


Warren  Collins.                               Warren  Collins,  arr.  by  R.  K.  Carter. 
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1.  Are    you      go  -  ing  home  to  -  night,  With     Je  -  siis     at     the  door  ?     He 

2.  Are    you      go  -  ing  home  to  -  niglit,  To        act    just    as      be  -  fore ;     To 
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may    not    lin  -  ger    long,     He     may     go      to      come    no     more.     Are    you 
leave   your  soul    fettered         With  Je  -    sus      at      the   door ;       Or 
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going  home  to-night  To   bear  a  world  of  woe, To  scorn  in  your  own  blindness, The 
are  you  weary  grown,  And  life  at  best  when  done,  A  shattered  wreck  of  weakness, Then 
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D.  s.  imn't  you  love  Himfreehj  And  open 

rit.  Fine.       Chorus. 
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imde  your  heart?  For  He  will  save  you  fully,  And 


Lord  who  loves  you  so.     Then  won't  you  love  Him  freely,    And    o  -  pen  wide  your 
seek  from  God  a  crown? 
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His  sweet  grace  impart. 
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ly,     And    His  sweet  grace  impart.     Tlieu 


heart?  For    He    will    save  you  ful 
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137. 


The  Gespel  Feast. 


"  Come,  for  all  things  are  ready."    Li:ke  xiv:  16. 

Charles  Wesley,  Clio,  by  H.  L.  G. 


[INVlTATIOIs. 


H.  L.  GiLMOUR. 


1.  Corne,siii-ners,  to     the     gos-pel  feast ;    It     is     for  you,     it      is     for  me; 

2.  Ye  need  not  one     be     left   be-liind ;     It     is     for  you,     it      is     for  me; 
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Let     eA^-'ry    soul      be      Je -sus' guest :  It      is     for  you,      it      is   forme. 
For  God  hath  bid  -  den     all  man-kind;    It      is     for  you,      it      is   forme. 
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D.s.O      wea-ry  ivan  -  cVrer, come  and  see,      It      is    for    you, 
Chorus.  ,        iv      iw      , 
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is    for  me. 

D.S. 
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Sal  -  va-tion  full. 


sal  ■ 


va-tion  free, 
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The  price  was  paid  on    Cal  -va  -  ry ; 


m 


:N:=^=Nf- 


:^—^-\t:. 


=^=Ne: 


Ne=^ 


Copjri^ht,  1889,   by  H.  L.  Gilmour. 

3  Seat  by  my  Lord,  on  you  I  call; 
The  invitation  is  to  all. 

4  Come,  all  the  world  !  come,  sinner  thou ! 
All  things  in  Christ  are  ready  now, 

5  Come,  all  ye  souls  by  sin  oppressed, 
Ye  restless  wanderers  after  rest; 

6  Ye  poor, and  maimed,  and  halt, and  blind, 
la  Christ  a  liearty  welcome  find. 

Prom  Silver   Trumpet,  bj  per. 


1^ 1 1 

7  My  message  as  from  God  receive ; 
Ye  all  may  come  to  Christ  and  live. 

8  Oh,  let  this  love  your  hearts  constrain, 
Nor  suffer  Him  to  die  in  vain. 

9  See  Him  set  forth  before  your  eyes, 
That  precious,  bleeding  sacrifice. 

10  His  offered  benefits  embrace, 
And  freely  now  be  saved  by  grace. 


135. 

R.  K.  C. 


The  Wsndrous  Bleed. 


E.  Kelso  Carter. 


■^=^. 


m±^ 


s^ 


^ 


1^; 


H-^-^ 


-jLMzarj0_ 


-^-S-w- 


^S: 


1.  Oh,tlie  cleansing  blood, 

2.  Are  you  saved  to-day? 
Bass^Solo.J^^N^N^nJ^^ 


±. 


Oh, the  precious  blood. 
Has  sin  passed  away? 


Yes, it  free-ly  flows, 
Do  you  know  the  Lord  ? 


'^^ 
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1.  Oh,the  blood, 

2.  Are  you  saved, 
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precious  blood, 
are  you  saved, 
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Freely  its    cleans 
Have  you  the  wit 


in  g  currents 
ness  in    your 
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^^- 


mm 


m—m—m~-m—^-r 


-i 


.^^^K 


— I, hS — 


3e3e3^3I 


n 


ir>-¥-^~¥-^ 


cleansing  currents  flow. 
in  your  ver-y  soul. 
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Oh,tlie  healing  blood,      01i,tlie  wondrous  blood, 
Is  your  daily  life,        free  from  weary  strife, 
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Healing  flood,  . 
Is  your  life,   . 
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wondrous  blood,  . 
free  from  strife,  . 


Washing  me 
Have  you  the 
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Yes,  it  washes  me  whit-er      than  the  snow.      Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah !  shout  aloud  with 
Do  you  know  the  touch  that  makes, makes  you  whole? 
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whit   - 
touch . 


er  than     the   snow, 
that  makes  you  whole.  . 
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one      ac  -  cord !  Hal  -  le  -  lu 


jah!  Hal-le  -  lu  -  jah!  Praise  the   Lord! 
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Beau  -  ti-ful,mar-vel-ous,  heal-ing  flood,  Wonderful,wonder-ful, cleansing  blood. 
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Hal-le-  lu  -  jah !  Hal-le-lu-jah !  to  the  Lamb, for  the  blood  washes  white    as     snow. 
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*  Use  the  first  verse  for  the  repeat;  slowly  and  softly. 
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139. 


Let  Hifn  % 


Rev.  J.  B.  Atchinson. 


i 


[Invitation. 


E.  O.  ExcELL,  by  per. 
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1.  There  's  a  strang-er     at       the  door, 

2.  0-pen   now  to     Him  your  heart, 

3.  Hear  you  now  His    lov -ing  voice? 

4.  Now  ad-mit    the    heavenly    Guest, 


Let 
Let 
Let 
Let 
Let  the  Sav-iour  in, 
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Him  in ; 
Him  in ; 
Him  in ; 
Him  in ; 


let  the  Saviour  in; 
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He  has  been  there  oft    be  -  fore, 

If    you  wait  He    will    de  -  part, 

Now,  oh,  now  make  Him  your  choice, 

He  will  make  for  you     a      feast, 
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Let 
Let 
Let 
Let 
Let    the  Sa-viour  In, 


Him 
Him 
Him 
Him 


let  the  Sa-viour  in ; 
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Je-sus 
He  will 
And  His 
He  will 


Let  Him  in,    ere     He     is     gone,    Let  Him  in,  the      Ho  -  ly     One, 

Let  Him  in,    He    is    your  Friend, He  your  soul  will  sure   de  -  fend. 

He    is  stand-ing    at    the    door,   Joy  to   you    He    will    re  -  store 

He  will  speak  your  sins  for  -  given,  And  when  earth  ties  all  are  riven. 
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Christ,  the  Fa-ther's  Son, 
keep  you  to  the  end, 
name  you  will  a  -  dore, 
take   you  home  to     heav'n. 


m^. 


S' 


l=F^: 
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Let 
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Let  the    Sav-iour  in, 


IX     IX     IX 


IX     IX    i 


Him 
Him 
Him 
Him 


let    the  Saviour  in. 
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rNVITATION.] 

140.  Where  Art  T^ea,  Soul? 

A.  J.  Gordon.  Isabel  Kennedy. 

Not  too  fast. 


^^^E^^- 


^^i^- 
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_^_^_ 
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1.  Where  art  thou, soul?  I     heard  God  say ;  Why  hid  -  est  thou  from    me?       Why 

2.  Where  art  thou, soul?  Why  wilt  thou  die,  When  I  have  brought  thee  life?    Why 

3.  Where  art  thou,  soul?  redeemed  with  blood?  Ah!  wilt  thou  yet  a  -     gain        Be  - 


mm 
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^=t 
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dost      thou  turn  thy    face    a  -  way,    And  from    my     presence    flee?         I 
in        sin's  curse  and    bond-age  die,      Its      bit  -  ter    pangs  and  strife?     The 
tray      and    cru  -  ci  -    fy      thy  Lord,  And  give    Him    o    -  pen     shame?  With 
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m^^^=i 
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I 

forin'd  thee  for  a    child      of   light 

price    is      paid  to      set      thee  free; 

wea  -  ry      feet  I  sought  for  thee, 


ifetai 


#-r1^ ^— r- 


In  -  stead  thou  choosest    sin       and  night. 
For  long,  long  years  I  've  call'd  to   thee : 
And  now    thou  strayest     far     from  me ; 

^      ^        ^      ^^     ^ 
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Softly. 
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Where  art      thou, 
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soul?  Where  art 


thou,    soul,    Where    art 


=t=^ 


4  Where  art  thou,  soul?  I  'm  calling  yet, 

I  cannot  give  thee  o'er ; 
I've  followed  thee,  with  patient  feet, 

Thro'  wild  and  wood  and  moor. 
Oh,  that  thy  bleating  heart  would  say, 

"  Like  a  lost  sheep  I  've  gone  astray." 
^iV^here  art  thou,  soul,  where  art  thou? 
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5  Where  art  thou,  soul?  The  day  draws 
When  thou,  too  late,  shalt  sigh,     [near 

"  My  God,  why  dost  Thou  shut  Thine  ear 
To  my  despairing  cry  ?  "  [room  ; 

Ah !  then,  give  heed,  while  yet  there  's 
It  hastens  on,  that  day  of  doom  ; 

Where  art  thou  soul, where  art  thoii? 


(§?) 


141. 

W.  M. 


Serne  Mother's  Be^. 


[INVITATION. 


W.  Macomber,  arr.  by  R.  K.  Carter. 
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Out  in  the  streets  of  the  cit  -  y,  Some  mother's  wand'ring  boy, 
Reck-less-ly  on  in  his  blind  -  ness,  Breaking  an  of  t-plightecl  vow ; 
Hark !  't  is  the  voice  of  the  Sav  -  ionr  Call-ing  so  ten-der-ly,"come ! 


Out  where  no  kind  heart  will  pit    -     y,  Some  mother's  wand'ring  boy ; 

Stamping  the  brand  of  sin's  hard  -    ness  O  'er  a    fair  no  -    ble      brow. 

Now  He  is  seeking  the    lost  one,         Ready    to    wel  -  come  him  home. 
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Once  when  in    days      of    child 
Longing  some  glad  day  to  con  - 
Go  bear  the  news  of  sal  -  va    - 


JSla 


♦■*   siiiis-^-^ 


hood    He  knelt  at   her  feet     to       pray ; 
quer,Seek-iug  his  conscience  to       drown, 
tion    To  each  sin-sick  soul,  with     joy.    • 


I    I 


'  ,    1 4  4^^- 


JtzMz 


iim^--,^:^^=^^^3±M 


:?^=t 


Utnitu^^ 


E? 


=t 


-^—s- 


hg^^^-s^ 


But  t'  is  the  oft  -  told  sto  -  ry, —  Tempted  and  led  a  -  stray. 
Mad  -ly  drain-ing  the  wine  cup, —  Some  mother's  boy  goes  down. 
God  still  lin  -  gers      in      mer    -    cy,  Call-ing  the  wand'ring     boy. 
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INVITATION.] 

142. 


Shall  1  let  Hirn  Ir}? 


H.  R.  P. 

iz=z^z=zjv: 


m=t=i=i-. 


-« — -d — -d ^- 


TI.  R.  Palmer. 


;ie£i±j 


1.  Christ     is  knock-ing     at     my       sad  heart;  Shall     I       let       Him     in? 

2.  Shall       I     send  Him  thy    lov  -  ing  word ;  Shall     I      let       Him     in? 

3.  Yes        I'll     o  -  pen  this  heart's  proud  door,  Yes,     I'll    let       Him     in; 
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Pa-tient-ly  plead-ingwith  my  sad  heart ;  Oh  !  shall  I  let  Him  in? 
Meekly  ac-cept-ing  my  gra -  cioiis  Lord ;  Oh  !  shall  I  let  Him  in? 
Glad-ly  I'll  wel-come Him ev    -   er- more ;  Ot !  yes,     I'll    let      Him    in? 
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Cold    and  proud  is    my  heart  with  sin ;    Dark  and  cheerless   is    all  with -in 
He        can    in  -    fl-nitelove      im-part;    He       can  par-don  this  reb  -  el  heart 
Bless  -  ed  Sav  -  iour,  a  -  bide    with  me ;    Cares  and    tri  -  als  will  light  -er    be 
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Christ    is      bid-ding    me    tnrn  nn  -  to  Him,  Oh!  shall     I      let  Him     in? 

Shall      I       bid  Him    f or  -  ev  -  er      de-part.  Or    shall     I      let  Him     in? 

I        am     safe    if     I'm    on  -  ly    with  Thee, Oh!  bless -ed  Lord, come  in? 


riffht.  1879.   hv  U.  R.  Pulmfir.     VsnA  bT  ner.  '  t^ 
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143. 


H.  L.  Hastings. 

Slowly,  tenderly. 


0fl  the  Street. 

Broadway,  N.  F.,  midnight,  Apr.  19,  1876. 


[SALVATION. 


W.  P.  Fairbanks,  by  per. 
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1.  "On  the  street,  on  the  street," To      and    fro  with  wea  -    ry    feet;- 

2.  "On  the  street,  on  the  street;"  Still      I     walk  with  wea  -    ry    feet; 

3.  "On  the  street,  on  the  street,"  Mid-night  finds       my   stray-  ing  feet; 

4.  "On  the  street,  on  the  street," Whith-er    tend  my    wea  -    ry    feet? 
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Ach  -  ing  heart  and  ach  -  ing  head;    Home-less,  lack  -  ing  dai  -    ly  bread; 

Lone  -  ly    mid     the      cit  -    y's  din,      Snnk      in    grief,  and  woe,  and    sin; 

Hark    the  sound   of  peal  -  ing  bells.      Ah,      the  tales  their  mus  -  ic    tells! 

Love    and  hope  and  joy      are  dead  —  Not       a    place    to  lay    my  head; 
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Lost      to  friends, and    joy,     and  name;  Sold      to    sor  -  row, 


f4^=^-=^ 


Lost      to  friends, and    joy,     and  name;  Sold      to    sor-  row,  sin,     and  shame; 
Far     from  peace,  and     far     from  home;  No       one  car-    ing  where     I    roam; 
Hap-    py  hours    for-  ev  -     er    gone;    Hap  -  py  child -hood, peace-ful  home;— 
Ev  -  ery  door       a-gainst    me  sealed  —  Hos  -  pi  -  tal      and    Pot-ter's  field- 
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Wet  with  rain,  and  chilled  by       storm ; 
No    kind  hand  stretched  forth  to  save ; 
Then      a    moth-er       on     me       smiled, 
These  stand  o  -  pen ! — wid  -  er       yet 
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Ru  -  ined, wretched,  lone,  for-lorn; — 
No  bright  hope  be  -  yond  the  grave ; 
Then       a      fa  -ther  owned  his  child ; — 
Swings  per  -  di-tion's  yawn-ing  gate, 
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Weak  and  wan,  with  wea  -  ry  feet, 

Fee  -  ble, faint,  with  wea  -  ry  feet. 

Van  -  ish,mock  -  ing    vis  -  ion  sweet ! 

Thith  -  er  tend    my    wandering  feet, — 


grj3i^^i^lPE§ 


Still 
Still 
Still 
'On 


I  wan-der  "on  the  street." 
I  wan-der  "  on  the  street." 
I    wan-der     "on  the  street." 


the 


street,    on  the  street." 
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144. 


R.  K.  C. 


MigFitY  te  Save. 


R.  Kelso  Cartes. 
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j           1.  Oh,  who      is    this    that  com- 

eth  from    E-dom?  With  gar-ments  dyed  in 

2.    I    looked  and  there  was    no 

one     to    help  me,       I    wondered  there  was 

3.  Yes,     I         a  -  lone  have  trod 

-den  the  wine-press, The  peo-ple      all    have 

4.  Oh,     Je  -  sus,  Mas  -  ter    save 

me  com-plete  -  ly,  From  ev-ery    trace  of 
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red;  This  that  is  gio-riousiu    His  ap-par-el,     A  crown up-ou  His    head? 
none ;  But  now  mine  own  arm  briugeth  salvation,  And  sin    is    o  -  ver  -  thrown, 
fled ;  The  blood  that 's  sprinkled  over  my  garments, Gives  life  unto  the  dead, 
sin ;    Oh,    let  me  know  Thine  utter  salvation,  Just  now  speak  peace  within. 
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I      that  come      in      ho     -  li  -  ness. 


the 
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I      that    speak      in      right  -  eous-ness,      Might  -  y 
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Music  on 
5  "  On  the  street,  on  the  street," 
Late  I  walk  with  weary  feet : 
Oh,  that  this  sad  life  might  end, 
Oh,  that  I  might  find  One  Friend ; 
One  who  would  not  from  me  turn, 
Nor  my  prayer  of  sorrow  spurn ; 
Oh,  that  I  that  Friend  could  see, 
He  would  pitying  look  on  me ; 
Such  as  I  have  kissed  His  feet, — 
*•  On  the  street,  on  the  street!" 


opposite  page. 

6  "  On  the  street,  on  the  street ! " 
Might  I  here  a  Saviour  meet ! 
From  the  blessed  far  off  years, 
Comes  the  story  of  her  tears. 
Whose  sad  heart  with  sorrow  broke, 
Heard  the  words  of  love  He  spoke,— 
Heard  Him  bid  her  anguish  cease. 
Heard  Him  whisper,  "  Go  in  peace!  " 
Oh,  that  I  might  kiss  His  feet, 
"  On  the  street,  on  the  street." 
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145. 

R.  K.  C. 


In  the  Ark. 


^. 
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[SALVATION. 
R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  When  judsjment  thunders  cloud  the  sky,  And  storms  are  downward  hurled, The 

2.  Up  -    on  the  bil  -  lows    wide  and  dark,  By        ra.o--ing  tem- pests  tossed, The 

3.  I'm    lost  without,! 'm      safe    with-in.    To      wait   I    can't  af  -    ford;    I 

4.  The    bow  of  promise        spans  the  sea.    The     roll-ing  sur  -  ges     cease:  The 
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ark      of      God  comes   float  -  ing  by 

Sav  -  iour  throws  his       pre  -  cious  ark 

en     -  ter,      and  there    shuts    me  in 

Heavenly      dove  brings  back     to  me, 

e-::t=t=t:=.t= 


To      save    a    droAvn-  ing  world. 
Wide    o   -   pen  for      the   lost. 
The    love     of  Christ    the  Lord. 
The      ol  -   ive  branch  of   Peace 
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In      the   ark. 
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there   is     room  for    you  and 
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ref  -  uge  from  the      o  -  ver-whelming  flood.  'T  is  the     day     of  grace,  Je-sus 
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makes  sal  -  va-tion  free,  Aud  there's  safe- ty      in     the    ark       of 
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God. 
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Cleansing  FQaritaifi.  c.ivi.d. 
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Unknown,  cir.,  1800 
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146. 


A  Fountain  Opened. 

Zech.  xiii:  1. 


CM. 


1  47  Grace !  'Tis  a  Charming  Sound. 

-^  *  Key,  G. 


1  There  is  a  fountain  filled  with  blood, 
Drawn  from  Immannel's  veins ; 

And  sinners,  plunged  beneath  that  flood, 
Lose  all  their  guilty  stains. 


1  Grace!  'tis  a  charming  sound, 

Harmonious  to  the  ear; 
Heaven  with  the  echo  shall  resound, 

And  all  the  earth  shall  hear. 


2  The  dying  thief  rejoiced  to  see 
That  fountain  in  his  day ; 

And  there  have  I,  as  vile  as  he, 
Washed  all  my  sins  away. 


Chorus. 
I  'm  glad  salvation  's  f ree,- 
I'm  glad  salvation  's  free, — 
Salvation  's  free  for  you  and  me, 
I  'm  glad  salvation  's  free. 


3  Dear  dying  Lamb,  Thy  precious  blood 

Shall  never  lose  its  power. 
Till  all  the  ransomed  church  of  God 

Be  saved,  to  sin  no  more. 


2  Grace  first  contrived  a  way 

To  save  rebellious  man ; 
And  all  the  steps  that  grace  display, 

Which  drew  the  wondrous  plan. 


4  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I  saw  the  stream 
Thy  flowing  wounds  supply. 

Redeeming  love  has  been  my  theme, 
And  shall  be  till  I  die. 


3  Grace  taught  my  roving  feet 
To  tread  the  heavenly  road ; 

And  new  supplies  each  hour  I  meet^ 
While  pressing  on  to  God. 


5  Then  in  a  nobler,  sweeter  song, 

I  '11  sing  Thy  power  to  save. 
When  this  poor  lisping,  stam'ring  tongue 

Is  ransomed  from  the  grave. 

William  Cowper,  ah.  1779. 


4  Grace  all  the  work  shall  crown 
Through  everlasting  days  ; 

It  lays  in  heaven  the  topmost  stone, 
And  well  deserves  our  praise. 

Philip  Doddridge. 
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tSALVATIOM. 


Launch  0al. 


A.  B.  Simpson. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


1.  The  mer-cy  of  God  is  an    ocean  divine,  A  bonndless  and  fatliomless  flood;  Launch 

2.  But   ma-ny    a-las  !  on-ly  stand  on  the  shore,  And  lijaze  on  the  ocean  so  wide  ;They 

3.  And  others  jnst  venture  away  from  the  land,  And  linnier  so  near  to  the  shore, That 

4.  Oh,  let  us  launch  out  on  this  ocean  so  broad.  Where  the  floods  of  salvation  o'er  flow  ;0h, 
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in  thedeep,cut  a-waythe  shore-line,Andbelostinthe  fnll-ness  of  God. 
-  er  have  ventured  its  depths  to  explore, Or  to  launch  on  the  fathomless  tide, 
surf  and  the  slime  that  beat  over  the  strand, Dash  o'er  them  in  floods  evermore. 

us    be  lost  in   the  mer-cy    of  God, Till  the  depths  of  His  fullness  we  know. 
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Launch  out     ...         in  -  to    the    deep.  Oh,     let      the  shore-line 

Oil,  launch  out  in    the  deep, 
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go ;  Launch  out, launch  out  in  the    o-cean  di-vine.  Out  where  the  full  tides  flow. 
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BALVATION.] 

149. 

C.  Wesley. 


Blew  Ye  \\\e  ¥rarnpet. 


Time,  LisciiER.     IT.  M. 
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trump-et,       blow;  The     glad  -  ly 

ua    -    tions  know,  To     earth's   re    • 

great    High  Priest,  Ilath    full      a    - 

spir  -    its,      rest;  Ye     mourn -ful 
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Chorus.        U—  | 

I  love  to  tell  the  story, 
'T  will  be  my  theme  in  glory 
To  tell  the  old,  old  story 
Of  Jesus  and  His  love. 

2  I  love  to  tell  the  story ! 
More  wonderful  it  seems 

Than  all  the  golden  fancies 
Of  all  our  golden  dreams. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story  ! 
It  did  so  much  for  me, 

And  that  is  just  the  reason 
I  tell  it  now  to  thee. 

3  I  love  to  tell  the  story ! 
'T  is  pleasant  to  repeat 

What  seems,  each  time  I  tell  it, 
More  wonderfully  sweet. 

I  love  to  tell  the  story ! 

For  some  have  never  heard 

The  message  of  salvation 
From  God's  own  Holy  Word. 

4  I  love  to  tell  the  story ! 
For  those  who  know  it  best 

Seem  hungering  and  thirsting 
To  hear  it  like  the  rest. 

And  when,  in  scenes  of  glory, 
I  sing  the  JVew,  New  Song, 

'T  will  be  the  Old,  Old  Story, 
That  I  have  lov'd  so  long. 
(95)  Miss  Kate  Haxkey 


3  Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 
The  all-atoning  Laml) ; 

Redemption  in  His  blood 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim. 

4  Ye  slaves  of  sin  and  hell, 
Your  liberty  receive, 

And  safe  in  Jesus  dwell. 
And  blest  in  Jesus  live. 

5  Ye  who  have  sold  for  naught 
Your  heritage  above. 

Shall  have  it  back  nnbought, 
The  gift  of  Jesus'  love. 

6  The  gospel  trumpet  hear. 
The  news  of  heavenly  grace, 

And  saved  from  earth  appear 
Before  your  Saviour's  face. 

1  K  n      I  Love  to  Tell  the  Story. 

*  ^^*  Key  Aflat. 

1  I  love  to  tell  the  story 

Of  unseen  things  above  ; 
Of  Jesus  and  His  glory, 

Of  Jesus  and  His  love ! 
I  love  to  tell  the  story ! 

Because  I  know  its  true ; 
It  satisfies  ray  longings 

As  nothing  else  would  do. 


151.      The  Bleed  new  Gevers  the  Past 


[SALVATION. 


A.  L.  Skilton. 
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David  B.  Updegraff.     Arr.  by  K.  K.  Carter. 
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1.  A     suppliant  in   deep-est    con  -  tri  -  tion,  I  knelt    at    the    al  -  tar    of 

2.  Oft-times  when  temp-ta-tion's    al  -lur-iug         My  spir  -  it      a  -  way  in    its 

3.  Oh,  broth-er,  on  life's  storm-y     bil  -  low,    Who's  toss'd  by  the  wind  and  the 
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prayer,  Beseeching  the  ho -ly  Phy-si  -  cian,  To  save  me  from  ut  -  tcr  de- 
arms,  I  go  to  my  King  and  pro-cur  -  ing  A  glance  at  His  in-fi-nite 
wave,  Make  God's  ho-ly  promise  your  pil  -  low.      For  Je  -  sus     is  might-y    to 
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spair;     For  dark  were  the  bil-lows  of  warning.    That  o  -  ver  my     fu-turewere 
charms.  When  lo  !  all    my  soul  with  love  burning, Takes  hold  on  his  prom-is  -  es 
save ;  When  darkness  and   Sa  -  tan  cause  doubting, Or  life's  earth-ly  sun 's  sinking 
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cast.  When  faith  took  the  wings  of  the  morning.  And  Je-sus  had  covered  the  past. 
fast,  My  spir- it  thus  quickly  is  turn-ing,  To  Je-sus  who  covers  the  past, 
fast,     Re  -  ly    on  His  promis-es,shout-ing   The  precious  blood  covers  the  past. 


The  blood,  the  blood,  The  blood  now  cov-ers  the    past;The 

pre-cious  blood,  precious  blood, 
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blood,  the  blood,  The  blood  now  cov-ers    the 

pre-cious  Mood,  pre-  cious  blood, 
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152, 

Dr.  II.  L    GiLMOUR. 


The  HaveFi  ef  Rest. 
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1.  My     soul,        in     sad    ex    -    ile,    was    out        on    life's     sea,         So 

2.  I      yield  -    ed    my  -  self       to      His    ten  -    der    em  -  brace,      And 

3.  The    song      of    my    soul,     since  the    Lord  Made   me     whole,      Has 
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-  trest,        Till   I  heard  a     sweet  voice    say-ing, 
word,  My        fet-ters    fell      off,      and  I 

blest,        Of  Je-sus,who'llsave     who-so 
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make  me  your  choice:  And 
an  -  chored  my  soul ;  The 
ev    -    er  will  have      A 


I      en  -  tered  the  "  Ha  -  ven     of     Rest!' 

ha  -  ven      of     rest      is      my   Lord. 

home  in      the  "  Ha  -  ven    of    Rest!" 
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In  Je  -  sus    I'm     safe 


ev  -  er  -  more. 


i  How  precious  the  thought  that  we  all  5  Oh,  come  to  the   Saviour,  He  patiently 

may  recline,  waits. 

Like  John  the  beloved  and  blest,  To  save  by  His  power  divine ; 

On  Jesus'  strong  arm,  where  no  tempest  Come,  anchor  your  souls  in  the  haven  of 

can  harm,  rest, 

Secure  in  the  "  Haven  of  Rest?"  And  say,  "  My  Beloved  is  mine." 

frgui  "The  Silver  Trumpet,"  by  per.  Jno.  J.  Hood. 
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'0ar  Reck. 


[SALVATIOK. 
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R.  Kelso  Carter. 


'  For  their  rock  is  not  as  our  Rock." 
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Deut.  xxxii:  31. 
Arr.  from  Rossini,  by  R.  K.  C. 
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1.  Rock  of        A    -     ges,  let     me  stand, Shad -owed   in  a     Avea  -    ry  land'; 

2.  Rock  of        A    -     ges,here     in  Thee  Rests  my        soul      e  -  ter    -  nal-ly, 

3.  Rock  of       A    -     ges,ray      de-fence, Here    I  find  sweet  rec  -    ompenses 
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Drink -mg      from  Thy  flow -ing  tide,    Shel-tered   in        Thy  riv  -  en      side; 
Safe     be   -   neath Thy  shelt'ring brow,  Rock    of     my       sal-va-  tion,  thou: 
Balm   for      ev    -    'ry  wound  and  shock, Flows  from  out     the  rift  -  ed     Rock, 
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^ry  blast,  Till  the  storms  of  life  are  past. 
Here  my  soul  for  ref  -  uge  clings.  Here  my  heart  in  rap  -  ture  sings. 
And    the   fount-ain,pure  and  free,    CleaAiseth,  heal  -  eth  e     -    ven      me. 

I     II       _    .  .  r  I 


Death  and  hell     my  spir  -  it  dares, For    our      Rock  is       not     as       theirs. 
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*  First  verse  can  be  sung  as  a  solo ;  the  second  as  a  duet,  soprano  and  tenor;  and  thna  as  fn^'' 
lorus.    Issued  iJ  usic,  as  full  anthem,  by  S.  T.  Gorpon  <&  Sojf,  New  York. 
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Tiuie,  rENiTENCE.     W.  H.  Oakley. 
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1.  Je    -    sns,      let     Thy   pity  -  ing     eye 

2.  Sav  -  ionr,  Prince, enthroned  a    -  bove, 

3.  For    Thine    own  com -pas  -  sion's  sake 


Call  back      a     wand'r-ing  sheep ; 

Re  -  pen-  tance     to        im  -  part, 
The    gra  -cious  won  -  der  show ; 

.^_^^ ^— r-^ ^— r  ^^-1 
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False  to  Thee,bke  Pe  - 
Give  me,throiighThy  dy  - 
Cast  my      sins     be  -  hind 


ter. 


T t-t- 

Turn  and    look 


I       Would  fain 
love,      The     hum  - 
Thy  back,    And    wash 
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?^j9  -  o?i       «ie,      Lord, 
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ble, 
me 


Pe  -  ter  w^eep. 
con  -  trite  heart : 
white    as     snow. 
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^«d  break     my    heart     of     stone. 

\D.S.  Refrain. 
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Let     me      be      by    grace  restored,  On     me      be  all  long  snff 'ring  shown; 

Give   what    I      have  long  implorsd,  A      por  -  tion  of    Thy  grief  unknown; 

Speak  the       re  -con-cil  -  ing  word,  And  let       Thy  mer  -  cy  melt    me  down. 


e± 


*: 


t- 


m 


1  55^  Vain,  Delusive  World. 


1  Vain  delusive  world,  adieu, 
With  all  of  creature  good ; 

Only  Jesus  I  pursue, 

Who  bought  me  with  His  blood. 
All  thy  pleasures  I  forego, 

I  trample  on  thy  wealth  and  pride ; 
Only  Jesus  will  I  know, 

And  Jesus  crucified. 

2  Other  knowledge  I  disdain : 
'T  is  all  but  vanity ; 

Christ,  the  Lamb  of  God,  was  slain, — 

He  tasted  death  for  me ; 
Me  to  save  from  endless  woe, 

The  sin-atoning  Victim  died ; 
Only  Jesus,  etc. 

3  Here  will  I  set  up  my  rest; 
My  fluctuating  heart 

From  the  haven  of  His  breast 
Shall  nevermore  depart : 


Whither  should  a  sinner  go? 

His  wounds  for  me  stand  open  wide; 
Only  Jesus,  etc. 

4:  Him  to  know  is  life  and  peace, 

And  pleasure  without  end ; 
This  is  all  my  happiness. 

On  Jesus  to  depend  • 
Daily  in  His  grace  to  grow. 

And  ever  in  His  faith  abide* 
Only  Jesus,  etc. 

5  Oh,  that  I  could  all  invite. 

This  saving  truth  to  prove ; 
Show  the  length,  the  breadth,  the  height 

And  depth  of  Jesus's  love ! 
Fain  I  would  to  sinners  show 

The  blood  by  faith  alone  applied  : 
Only  Jesus,  etc. 

Chas.  Wesley. 
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a    songi       love  to  sing, Since  I   have  been  re-deemecT.  Of    my  Re  ^ 
a  Christ  that  sat  -  is -lies,  Since  I  have  been  re-deemed, To    do   His 
a    "Wit-ness  bright  and  clear,Since  I  have  been  redeemed, Dis-pell-ing 
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deemer,Saviour  King, Since  I  have  beenredeemed.  Since  I 

vvrill  my  highest  prize, Since  1  have  been  redeemed. 

every  doubt  and  fear.  Since  I  have  been  redeemed.  Since  I  have  been  redeemed,Since 
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deemed, 

I  have  been  re-deemed, 


Since  I  have  been  redeemed,!  w^ill  glo-ry   in  His  name, Since 
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I     .     .     .     .  have  been  redeemed,  I  will  glo-ry  in  the  Saviour's  name . 

I  have  beenredeemed,since       I  have  been  redeemed, 
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4  I  have  a  joy  I  can't  express, 

Since  I  have  been  redeemed. 
All  thro'  His  blood  and  righteousness, 

Since  I  have  been  redeemed. 

Oopjrigbt,  1884,  by  E.  0.  Excell.  (  IQO  ) 


I 

5  I  have  a  home  prepared  for  me, 
Since  I  have  been  redeemed, 

Where  I  shall  dwell  eternally, 
Since  I  have  been  redeemed. 


SALVATIUN.j 


Harnburg.  l.m. 

Arr.  by  Lowell  Mason. 

i^ir^=^iq=cz=::|:=::]zz:^zi:]ir=:lzz:1z 


M 


_fL-g--jS-_-r 


EEESES 


•  -.s>-      -^^-    •^-  -^-i^-  -^^  -«^-j 


:[:=ib= 


-<s>— 1-1^— 1#~ i#- 


:?:--*'; 


157. 


Just  As  I  Am. 


How  Sweet  the  Name. 


1  Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 
And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to  Thee, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

2  Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 

To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot,       [spot. 
To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

3  Just  as  I  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt. 
Fightings  within,  and  fears  without, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

4  Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind. 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind. 
Yea,  all  I  need  in  Thee  to  And, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

5  Just  as  I  am,  Thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve ; 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 

O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

6  Just  as  I  am.  Thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down ; 
Now,  to  be  Thine,  and  Thine  alone, 

0  Lamb  of  God,  I  come ! 

Charlotte  Elliot. 
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1  How  sweet  the  name  of  Jesus  sounds 
In  a  believer's  ear; 

It  soothes  his  sorrows,  heals  his  wounds, 

And  drives  away  his  fear. 
Chorus. 

I  do  believe,  I  now  believe 

That  Jesus  died  for  me,         [blood. 
And  through  His  blood,  His  precious 
I  am  from  sin  set  free. 

2  It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whole. 
And  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 

'Tis  manna  to  the  hungry  soul, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

3  Dear  Name,  the  Rock  on  which  I  build, 
My  shield  and  hiding-place ; 

My  never-failing  treasure,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 

4  Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Saviour,  Friend, 
My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 

My  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End, 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

5  I  would  Thy  boundless  love  proclaim 
With  every  fleeting  breath  : 

So  shall  the  music  of  Thy  name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 

John  Newton. 
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[SALVATION. 


159.  The  Mce  ef  Free  Srace. 

BuRDSALL.  Arr.  by  R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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r  The  voice  of  free  grace  cries, '  'Escape  to  the  mountain ;  For  Adam's  lost  race  Christ  has 

[     For  sin  and  uncleanness,ancl  ev-'ry  transgression, His  blood  flows  most  freely  in 

r  Now  glo  -ry    to    God     in   the  high-est  is  giv  -en  ;Now  glory    to    God    is    re  - 

■  \  A-roundthe  whole  earthlet  us  tell  the  glad  sto-ry,And  sing  of  His  love, His  sal  - 


^Z&- 


iE 
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Chorus. 
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o  -  pened  afount-ain.  \Hai  -le  -  lu  -  jah 
streams  of  sal-va-tion."  J 
ech  -  oed    in    heav-en  : ") 
va  -  tion  and  glo  -  ry.  / 


the  Lamb,  who  has  purchased  our 
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par  -  don ;  We  will  praise  Him  a  -  gain    when  we  pass 


ver    Jor  -  dan. 


E: 
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^^=^:: 
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3  0  Jesus,  ride  on, — Thy  kingdom  is  glor- 

ious ;  [us  victorious : 

O'er  sin,  death  and  hell.  Thou  wilt  make 
Thy  name  shall  be  praised  in  the  great 

congregation,  [salvation. 

And  saints  shall  ascribe  unto  Thee  their 

4  When  on  Zion  we  stand,  having  gained 

the  blest  shore,  [praise  evermore  : 
With  our  harps  in  our  hands,  we  will 
We  '11  range  the  blest  fields  on  the  banks 

of  the  river,  [ever. 

And   sing   of  redemption  forever  and 


1  fin        Jesus  Paid  it  all. 

1  U  U  ♦  xe7j  of  E-fiat. 

1  I  hear  the  Saviour  say 

Thy  strength  indeed  is  small ; 
Child  of  weakness,  watch  and  pray. 
Find  in  me  Thine  all  in  all. 


Chorus. 
Jesus  paid  it  all ; 
All  to  Him  I  owe ; 
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Sin  had  left  a  crimson  stain, 
He  wash'd  it  white  as  snow. 

2  0  Lord,  at  last  I  find 

Thy  pow'r,  a-ud  Thine  alone, 
Can  change  this  heart  of  mine, 
And  make  it  all  Thine  own. 

3  Then  down  beneath  the  cross 

I  lay  my  sin-sick  soul ; 
Nothing  I  bring  but  dross. 

Thy  grace  must  make  me  whole. 

4  I  now  in  Christ  abide — 

In  him  is  perfect  rest ; 
Close  sheltered  in  His  side^ 
I  am  divinely  blest. 

5  When  at  my  post  I  fall. 

My  ransom'd  soul  shall  rise, 
And  "Jesus  paid  it  all" 

Shall  rend  the  vaulted  skies. 

6  And  when  in  heav'n  above, 

At  Jesus  feet  I  fall. 

My  song  shall  ever  be — 

Jesushas  paid  it  all, 

Arr.  by  Rev.  W.  McDonald. 


SALVATION.] 

161.  Keep  Me  Onder  the  BW. 

R.  Kelso  Carter. 


*  S.  C.  FosTKK,  arr.  by  R.  K.  C. 
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rin        sin     and  temp-ta    -  tion,      O    Lord  I   to       Thee     I         cry; 
[  Wrest-ling   I      will  hold  Thee,      I      will    not    let      Thee     go ; 
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Come,  with  Thy      sal  -  va  -  tion.  And    save     me,  ere       I  die.    \ 

In  Thine  arms     en  -  fold      me.  Where  cleans-ing  mer  -  cies  flow./ 
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Chorus. 
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My      Lord! 


save 

_J^ ! 


me    now,      In     temp  -  ta  ■ 


tion's      flood ; 
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car  -  ry    me    in 

,    ^             u.             |«            ^            ^            « 

^                                                  1^    -#■    -*■    ■^d.Tr* 
Thine  arms  of    love, And  keep  me    un-derthe    blood. 

-    -    -   J   -        -   .       -  _  - 
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Words  copyright,  1891,  by  R.  K.  Carter.     *  (Melody  by  per.  of  Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 


k  1^ 


2  Helpless,  I  am  clinging. 

My  hope  is  all  in  Thee ; 
In  my  soul  is  ringing 

Thy  promise,  full  and  free. 
I  have  not  intruded. 

My  cup  Thy  mercies  fill ; 
Surely  I'm  included 

In  "Whosoever  wilL" 


b  Now  I  am  believing, 

I  rest  upon  Thy  word ; 
Pardon  I  'm  receiving, 

And  cleansing  through  the  blood. 
Free,  free  from  all  sadness. 

In  Christ  I  've  found  release ; 
Filled  with  God's  own  gladness, 

I've  everlasting  peace. 


162.        Drifting  AwaY  with  the  T^ide. 


SALVATION. 


W.  M. 

Andante.  Duet. 


1.  Out      on    life's  stream  with  no  thought  of    Its     end, 

2.  On  -  ward, still    on  -  ward  the  swift    wa-ters    flow, 
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-f"-^^ 


W.  Macomber. 


Seek  -  ing  each 
Bear  -  ing  them 
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day       in        pleas  -  nre    to     spend ;  Near  -   er    each  mo  -  ment  the 

near-   er  the  brink  just    be -low;  Spurn -ing    the  dear    warn-ing 
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haste    and    for    safe  -   ty      in 
turn       ye    from  sin,      in  God's 
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rap  -  ids'  swift  glide, 
voic  -  es    a  -   side, 

Driv-en    a  -  long         by        sin's    rush- ing  tide. 
Lost  ones  are  drifting    a    -     way     with  the  tide. 
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sns    a  -   bide;         Turn  from  thy  drifting     a 
cy    con -fide;        Cease  from  thy  drifting     a 


way      with    the  tide, 
way     with    the  tide. 


Solo.  Faster. 
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But 


s  dan 
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ger       a  -  head,"  cries      a      voice    from    the  shore;  A 

sus      is      call  -    ing.  He 's  called    oft       be  -  fore ;  He 
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voice 
waits 


of      some  loved  one, 
to       re  -  ceive  you 


who  passed    on       be  -  fore ;  Make 

on   Heav  -  en's     fair  shore.  Oh, 
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63. 


At  \\[e  Grsss. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 

'7+t                    Ik-       1  - 

From  "  Songs  of  Perfect  Love,' 

'  by  per. 
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1.  0               Je    - 

2.  A      -       mid 

3.  I              kiss 

4.  My         Lord, 

sus.         Lord,     Thy 
the          night     of 
Thy         feet,      I 
my           life,      ray 

dy    -    ing          love 
sin        and        death 
clasp     Thy        hand, 
strength,  my         all. 

Hath 

Thy 

I 

I 
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Cho.    ^t    the    cross,    at      the    cross,  where  I 


saw    the    light,      And  the 
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Ei^fEEf^t 


=t^ 


pierced  mv  con  -  trite 

light  hath  filled     my 

touch  Thy  bleed  -  ing 

count  my  gain      but 


heart ;  Now 

soul;  To 

side ;  Oh, 

loss ;  For 


take     my  life,  and 

me      Thy  lov  -  ing 

let        me  here  for  - 

ev    -    er  let  Thy 
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bur  -  den    of     my    heart  rolled 


It    was  there     by     faith 
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me        prove    How 
now      saith,   Thy 
er          stand,  Where 
en    -    thrall.  And 
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faith 
Thou 
keep 
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wast 
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ceived      my        sight,    And 


now        I     am    hap  -py  night  and      day. 
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164. 

R.  K.  C. 


Rescue  the  Sirmer. 


[SALVATlO/f. 

/' 
/ 
R.  Kelso  Caeter^ 


ij^z^^tqv 


g1 


Si^ 


;4=*^s±EiEMEr 


-9-  -w-  -^    -♦-:  ^  -g-      ^    -^.  -9--^  -^   m  m 

1.  Res  -  cue    the  sin-ner,  go  and  res  -  cue   the  lost,    Help  for    the  sinking  soul, 

2.  Res  -  cue !   my  brother,  let  the  glad  ech  -  oes  roll,  Come  now  to  Jesus  and  And 

3.  Res  -  cue  !    my  brother,  there  is   res  -  cue  from  drink,  Jc  -  sus   will  save  you  from 


r:^—t±t-t- 


-T- 


^^- 


■^—jg^— b>^— 1>»— ^- 


z^^—^- 


D.c. — Bes  -  cue 


8111-1167%  go  and  res  -  cue,  etc,  etc. 
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En 


faint,tempest-toss'd; Hope  for  the  hopeless  and  life  o'er  the  grave, — Jesus  is 
rest  for  your  soul; Peace  in  be-liev-ing,and  power  o  -  ver  sin;  Come  to  tiie 
hell's  ver  -  y  brink  ;Hark  to    the  sto  -  ry,oh !  't  is  f aith-f ul  and  true, — Je  -  sus  of 


:tE^.^=^ 


-^-r 


z^-^-^- 


Chorus. 


z^g: 


^- 


t3§:^ 
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I  -  •    -    _^.  ------- 

call-ing  you,    Je  -  sus  will  save.      Standby     to   res-cue !  stand  by     to  save! 
cross, and  be     made  pure  with-in. 
Naz  -  a  -  reth    once  died  for  you. 
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Souls  that   are  sink  -  ing    down  un  -  der    the  wave;Throw  out    the  life  -line. 
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B.C. 


^1 


Shout  o'er  4;he   flood.  Oh !  broth-er,  look  to  Je  -  sus,  be  wash'd  in  the  blood. 


E^_^E^ 
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SALVATION.] 

165. 

A.L.  Skilton. 
Chorus  by  R.  K.  C. 

Slow. 


Nq  RQQUfi  in  the  Ifin, 


E.  Grace  Updegraff. 
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No  place  but  a 
No  liii  -  mil  -  i 
No  balm    to    re- 
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1.  No    beau-ti  -  ful  cham  -  ber,  No 

2.  No  sweet  con-se  -  era  -  tion,  No 

3.  No    one    to     re-ceive   Him,  No 
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soft  era  -  die  bed, 
seek-ing  His  part, 
welcome  while  here, 
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No  where  for  His  head  ; 
No  place  in  the  heart ; 
No  staff  but    a      spear; 


No  praises  of  glad-ness,No  thought  of  their 
No  thought  of  the  Sav-ionr,  No  sorrow  for 
No  seeking  His  treasure,  No    weeping  for 
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ritard. 


No  glo  -  ry  but  sad 
No  prayer  for  His  fa  - 
No       do  -  ing  His  pleas 
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ness.    No     room  in  the  inn. 

vor,    No     room  in  the  inn. 

-  ure,    No     room  in  the  inn. 
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Chorus. 
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No  room, no   room  for    Je  -    sus  !"0h,  give    Him  wel  -  come    free. 


Lest 
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you  should  hear    at  heav  -  en's  gate.  There  is        no    room    for      thee. 


=^=^= 
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166.        WFiat  Weridreus  lieve  is  This. 


[SALVATION. 


Altered  and  enlarged  by  R. 


1.  What  won-drons  love    is        this,      0      my    soul,      O      my     soul!  What 

2.  When      I    was    sink-ing      down,   O      my    soul,      O      my    soul!  When 

3.  He        led    me    first    to        see    What    I      was,      O      my    soul!    He 


m. 


:^=:^==]^ 


1^=:^ 


11^=^: 


■^—li- 


1-^- 


12^ 


=t=t 


wondrous  love      is      this,     O    my    soul  !•  What  wondrous  love    is    this.  That 

I     was  sink  -ing    down,  O    my    soul!  When    I    was    sink-ing  down,  Be - 

led    me  first      to     see  What    I     was;     He      led  me    first    to      see      My 


i 


—X. ^ — ... 


S^ 
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^-^-t- 
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caused  the   Lord      of         bliss    To      send    this  pre  -  cious      peace  To       my 

neath  God's  right  -  eous     frown,  Christ  laid      a  -  side      His       crown  For     my 

sin    and    mis    -  er  -      y,        And    then    He     set       me        free ;  Bless    His 
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ii 


:i«— ^ 


r£ 
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soul,     to    my       soul.      To    send    this  pre -cious    peace  To     my  soul, 

soul,     for  my       soul,  Christ  laid        a  -  side    His      crown  For    my  soul, 

name,    O    my       soul!    And    then      He  set       me     free,     O       my  soul! 


4  He  keeps  me  day  by  day, 

O  ray  soul,  0  my  soul ! 
He  keeps  me  day  by  day, 

O  my  soul ! 
I'm  living  at  His  side. 
Beneath  the  crimson  tide, 
And  Jesus  crucified 

Keeps  my  soul,  keeps  my  soul, 
And  Jesus  crucified 

Keeps  my  soul. 


6  There  we  shall  meet  again 

Those  we  love,  O  my  soul! 
There  we  shall  meet  again 

Those  we  love ; 
The  meeting  will  be  sweet, 
At  the  dear  Redeemer's  feet ; 
Our  joy  shall  be  complete, 

O  my  soul,  0  my  soul ! 
Our  joy  shall  be  complete, 

O  my  soul ! 


6  And  when  to  Jordan's  flood 

We  have  come,  O  my  soul ! 
And  when  to  Jordan's  flood 

We  have  come ; 
Jehovah  rules  the  tide. 
The  water  He'll  divide, 
And  welcome  home  His  Bride ; 

Praise  the  Lord,  O  my  soul! 
And  welcome  home  His  Bride, 

O  my  soul  \ 


7  Then  with  the  ransomed  throng. 

O  my  soul,   O  my  soul ! 
Then  with  the  ransomed  throng, 

O  my  soul ! 
Then  with  the  ransomed  throng. 
Redeemed  through  ages  long. 
We  '11  sing  the  new,  new  song, 

Praise  the  Lord,  O  my  soul ! 
We  '11  sing  the  new,  new  song, 

O  my  soul  I 
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167. 


Gler^  t0  His  Narne. 

"  Itvill  glorify  thy  name  forever  rnoi's." 


Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman. 
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Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
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1.  Down  at  the  cross  where  my  Sav-iour   died,  Down  where  for  cleansing  from 

2.  I      am    so  won-drous  -  ly  sav'd  from  sin,        Je  -  sus      so  sweet -ly      a- 

3.  Oh,    precious  fountain,  tliat  saves  from  sin,        I      am      so  glad      I    have 

4.  Come  to  tliis  fount-ain,  so   rich  and  sweet;  Cast   thy  poor  soul     at    the 
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sin      I     cried ;  There  to    my  heart  M''as  the  blood  ap-plied ;  Glo  -  ry  to 

bides  with  -  in ;     There  at  the  cross  where  He  took  me    in;     Glo  -  ry  to 

en-tered     in;     There  Je-sus  saves  me   and  keeps  me  clean,  Glo  -  ry  to 

Sav-iour's  feet ;  Plunge  in  to  -  day,  and   be  made  complete ;  Glo  -  ry  to 
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Music  on  opposite  page. 

I  Left  It  All  with  Jesus. 


1  Oh,  I  left  it  all  with  Jesus,  long  ago, 

long  ago, 
My  sinfulness  I  brought  Him  and  my  woe ; 
And  when  by  faith  I  saw  Him  on  the  tree. 
And  heard  His  still  small  whisper,  " 'T  is 

for  thee,"  [away, 

Prom  my  weary  heart  the  burden  roll'd 
And  now  I'  m  singing  glory,  happy  day. 

2  Oh,  I  leave   it  all  with  Jesus,  for  He 

knows  [woes, 

Just  how  to  take  the  bitter  from  life's 
And  how  to  gild  the  tear-drop  with  His 

^mile, 


To  make  the  desert  garden  bloom  awhile ; 
Then,  with  all  my  weakness,  leaning  on 

His  might. 
My  soul  sings  hallelujah,  all  is  light. 


3  Oh,  I  leave  it  all  with  Jesus,  day  by  day. 
My  faith  can  firmly  trust  Him,  come  what 
may,  [her  rest, 

For  hope  has  dropp'd  her  anchor,   f  oun(i 
Within  the  calm  sure  haven  of  His  breast; 
And  oh !   'tis  joy  of  heaven  to  abide 
Close  to  my  dear  Redeemer,  at  His  side. 
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When  I  Survey. 
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1  When  I  survey  the  wondrous  cross 
On  which  the  Prince  of  Glory  died, 

My  richest  gain  I  count  but  loss, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

2  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  should  boast. 
Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God ; 

All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  His  blood. 
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3  See,  from  His  head.  His  hands  His  fee/ 
Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down ; 

Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet, 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown? 

4  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine, 
That  were  a  present  far  too  small : 

Love  so  amazing  so  divine. 

Demands  my  soul  my  life  my  all. 
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1  Forever  here  my  rest  shall  be, 
Close  to  Thy  bleeding  side ; 

This  all  my  hope  and  all  my  plea, 
For  me  the  Saviour  died. 

2  My  dying  Saviour  and  my  God, 
Fountain  for  guilt  and  sin. 

Sprinkle  me  ever  with  Thy  Blood, 
And  cleanse  and  keep  me  clean. 


Forever  Here 

3  Wash  me  and  make  me  thus  Thine  ownj 
Wash  me  and  mine  Thou  art; 

Wash  me,  but  not  my  feet  alone, — 
My  hands,  my  head,  my  heart. 

4  Th'  atonement  of  Thy  blood  apply, 
Till  faith  to  sight  improve  ; 

Till  hope  in  full  fruition  die, 
And  all  my  soul  be  love. 
(110)  Chas.  Wesley, 
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-*■-'■-'■♦  Tune,  Ariel. 

1  To  endless  ages  let  us  praise  [win 
The   precious   Blood,  whose  price   could 

The  world  from  wrath  and  sin  ; 
Whose  streams  our  inward  thirst  appease. 
And  heal  the  sinner's  worse  disease, 

If  he  but  bathe  therein. 

2  Oh,  wondrous  Blood,  that  can  implore 
Pardon  of  God,  and  can  restore 

The  heaven,  sin  had  lost; 
"While  Abel's  blood  for  vengeance  pleads. 
The  blood  of  Jesus  intercedes 

For  those  who  wrong  Him  most. 

3  Ah !  there  is  joy  amid  the  saints. 
And  hell's  despairing  courage  faints 

When  this  sweet  song  we  raise ; 
Oh,  louder  then,  and  louder  still. 
Earth  with  one  mighty  chorus  fill, 

The  precious  Blood  to  praise. 

Frkdertck  Fabek. 


He  is  Calling. 
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1  There's  a  wideness  in  God's  mercy 
Like  the  wideness  of  the  sea; 
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There's  a  kindness  in  His  justice 
Which  is  more  than  liberty. 

Cho. —  He  is  calling  "  Come  to  me  !  " 
Lord,  I'll  gladly  haste  to  Thee. 

2  There  is  welcome  for  the  sinner, 
And  more  graces  for  the  good; 

There  is  mercy  with  the  Saviour, 
There  is  healing  in  His  blood. 

3  For  the  love  of  God  is  broader 
Than  the  measure  of  man's  mind, 

And  the  heart  of  the  Eternal 
Is  most  wonderfully  kind. 

4  If  our  love  were  but  more  simple. 
We  should  take  Him  at  His  word; 

And  our  lives  would  be  all  sunshine 
In  the  sweetness  of  our  Lord. 

5  There  is  plentiful  redemption. 
In  the  blood  that  has  been  shed ; 

There  is  joy  for  all  the  members. 
In  the  sorrows  of  the  head. 

6  Pining  souls  come  nearer  Jesus ; 
And,  oh  come  not  doubting  thus ; 

But  with  faith  that  trusts  more  bravely, 
His  vast  tenderness  for  us. 

Frederick  Faber. 
(Ill) 
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1.  Sav  -  iour,hear  me, while  before      Thy   feet  I        the  record  of  my  sins      re-peat, 

Caust    Thou  still  in  mer  -  cy  think        of     me,         Stoop      to    set  my  shackled  spir  -  it  free, 


W^~ 


tezdz 


z^X- 


isagsg 


:=1=:J=:^: 


^^-±m. 


f^pSi^^s^^ 


Stain'd  with  guilt, my-self  ah  -  hor      -      ring,       Filled  with  grief, my  soul  outpour    -  ing, 
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Raise    my  sinking  heart, and  bid  me    be    Thy       child         once    more! 
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Grace  there  is  my  ev  -'ry  debt      to  pay,        Blood  to  wash  my  ev'ry    sin     a- way, 
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Pow'r      to  keep  me  sin-less  day     by     day, For      me,  for  me! 
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^\[e  Shepherd  ef  the  Sheep. 


II.  Kelso  Carter. 
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Q.    The  Shep-herd   of      the   sheep  came  down  On      rap  -id  wings  of    love; 

2.  Thro' night  and  storm  He  sought  His  sheep,  The     rag  -  ing  torrents  cross'd  ; 

3.  Where  lightnings  glare,  and  thun-ders  roll.    Thro' heav  en's  vault-ed  dome; 

4.  Then  give  the  winds  a      might -y    voice,  The     gos-pel    call     to    sound; 
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He      laid      a  -  side    His     king  -  ly  crown  His    wondrous  love  to    prove. 
He  climbed  the  moun-tain's  rock  -  y    steep    To     seek  and    save  the    lost. 
The  voice    of      Je   -  sus  reached  my  soul.   He     bore   me     safe -ly    home. 
For      an-  gels  round  the  throne  re  -  joice,  Be  -  cause  the    lost    is    found. 
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Hear  Him  call  -  ing !  loudly   call  -  ing !  How  it  echoes  from  the  mountain's  rocky  steep ; 
call- ing!  call -ing!  ,^ 
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Hear  Him  call-ing ! sweetly  call-ing !  'T  is  the  Sliepherd,'t  is  the  Shepherd  of  the  sheep. 
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2  Back  with  all  the  guilt  my  spirit  bears. 
Past  the  haunting  memories  of  years, 
Self  and  shame  and  fear  despising, 
Foes  and  taunting  fiends  surprising ; 
Saviour,  to  Thy  Cross  I  press  my  way. 
And  a  broken  heart  before  it  lay ; 

Ere  I  leave,  oh,  let  me  hear  Thee  say. 
It  shall  be  Thine  ! 

3  Yet  why  should  I  fear,  hast  Thou  not 

died 
That  no  seeking  soul  should  be  denied  ? 
To  that  heart  its  sins  confessing. 
Canst  Thou  fail  to  give  a  blessing? 


By  the  love  and  pity  Thou  hast  shown. 
By  the  blood  that  did  for  me  atone, 
Boldly  will  I  kneel  before  Thy  throne, 
A  pleading  soul. 

4  All  the  rivers  of  Thy  grace  I  claim, 
Over  ev'ry  promise  write  my  name ; 
As  I  am  I  come  believing. 
As  Thou  art  Thou  dost,  receiving. 
Bid  me  rise  a  freed  and  pardoned  slave ; 
Master  o'er  my  sin,  the  world,  the  grave. 
Charging  me  to  preach  Thy  power  to  save 
To  sin-bound  souls. 
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hell's  dark  legions  sweep  around  my  way ; 
bless-ings  that  the  pure  in  heart  en-  joy ; 
plan  and  pur-pose  that  I  hold  so     dear ; 
ev  -  ery  foe    in    all  the  dead-ly     strife. 


In  spite  of    ev  -  ery    fear     I  '11 
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read  ray     ti  -  tie  clear,    And  con-quer  tho'   I     die     in  blood-y     fray. 

dai  -  ly  walk  with  God,  The  perfect  peace, and  rest  without  al  -  loy. 

calm  and  peace-ful  mind,  And  perfect  love,  that  casteth  out    all     fear. 

Mighty  comes  to  save,    He  comes  to  bring  me  ev  -  er  -  last  -ing  life. 
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I  '11    con  -  quer    the  foe,      For    sure  -   ly        I    know    that   Je   -   sus 
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ble        to  save.  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jali!  I'll  shout  with  ransom'd  breath,  Where 
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S  ALVAtiON.!! 
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is    Thy  sting, Oh  !  death?  And  where  is  now  thy  vict'-ry  boasting  grave? 
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5  He  comes  in  lovely  dress 
Of  perfect  righteousness, 

To  clothe  me  in  the  garments  of  the  King 

That,  free  from  sin  and  death, 

I  may  with  ransomed  breath, 
Hosannah  in  the  highest,  shout  and  sing. 

6  Then,  though  the  day  be  long, 
I  '11  sing  the  battle-song, 

That  Jesus  is  a  Victor  in  the  fight ; 

No.  177.  God  Leved  ttie  dierld  ef  Siriners  Lest. 


In  Him,  I  love  to  tell, 

I  conquer  death  and  hell ; 
I  live  by  faith,  and  walk  no  more  by  sight. 
7  Oh !  let  the  heavens  ring. 

And  every  creature  sing. 
Salvation  now,  and  Righteousness  is  He, 

On  earth  and  heaven's  shore 

I  '11  praise  Him  evermore ; 
He  's  Wisdom  and  Redemption  now  to  me. 


Mrs.  Stockton. 


W.  G.  Fischer,  by  per. 
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God  loved  the  world  of  sinners  lost 

And  ruined  by  the  fall ; 
Salvation  full,  at  highest  cost, 
He  offers  free  to  all. 
Chorus. 
Oh,  't  was  love,  't  was  wondrous  love ! 

The  love  of  God  to  me ; 
It  brought  my  Saviour  from  above, 
To  die  on  Calvary. 
;  E'en  now  by  faith  I  claim  Him  mine, 
The  risen  Son  of  God ; 
Redemption  by  His  death  I  find, 
And  cleansing  through  the  blood. 

(117) 


r 

3  Love  brings  the  glorious  fulness  in, 

And  to  His  saints  makes  known 
The  blessed  rest  from  inbred  sin, 
Through  faith  in  Christ  alone. 

4  Believing  souls,  rejoicing  go ; 

There  shall  to  you  be  given 
A  glorious  foretaste,  here  below, 
Of  endless  life  in  heaven. 

5  Of  victory  now  o'er  Satan's  power 

Let  all  the  ransomed  sing ; 
And  triumph  in  their  every  hour, 
Through  Christ  the  Lord,  our  King. 


Held  in  His  Mighty  ArfHS 


[SAtVAtlON. 
W.  Macomber. 
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1.  Safe     is    my      ref  -  nge, sweet  is       my  rest,     111      can  not  harm  me,   nor 

2.  Press-ing- my   tear-stained  cheek  to    His  own,  Hnsh-ing  my  grief  with  His 

3.  Tempests  may   rag-e,  sin's  sur  -  ges  may  beat,  Ne'er  can  they     reach      my 
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foes  e'er  mo -lest;  Je  -  sns  my  spir-it  so  ten-der  -  ly  calms, 
sweet  gen-tle  tone ;  Tonch-ing  my  heart  with  His  heal  -  ing  balms, 
sheltered    re -treat;  Free   from  ail     dan- ger,  from     dread  a-   larms, 
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Hold-ing  me  close  in  His  might  -y  arms. 
Hold-ing  me  still  in  His  might  -y  arms. 
Rest- ing     so     safe      in     His      might -y     arms. 


Oh !  what  won-'der  -  f ul, 
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Sweetly  He  comforts  and  shields  from  a-  larms, Holding  me  safe 
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in   His    mighty  arms. 
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79. 


The  \imf\  0f  Jadah* 
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1.  'T  was  Je  -  sns,    my     Sav-ioiir  who  died  on     the    tree,       To      o  -  pen  a 

2.  And     when  I       was   will -ing  with  all  things  to     part,       He  gave  me  my 

3.  And    wdien  with  the  ransom'd    by      Je  -  sns   my    head,  From  fonntain  to 
.4     Come,  sin  -  ners'to      Je  -sns,    no    long-er     de  -lay,         A       f  nil,  free  sal- 


^i^ipi 


=J=r^=E=i 


Z3^=zjti: 


f onnt-ain    for    sin  -  ners  like    me ; 
bonnt  -y.     His    love   in      my  heart ; 
fonnt-ain,    I     then  shall  he      led ; 
va  -  tion    He     of  -  f  ers     to  -  day  ; 


His 
So 
I'll 
A     - 


blood    is     that  fonnt-ain  which 

now   I        am  join'd  with  the 

fall     at    His    feet  and    His 

rouse  your  dark  spir  -  its,    a  - 
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par -don    iDe  -  stows.    And  cleanses  the    f onl  -  est  where-ev  -  er     it      flows. 

con-qner-ing  band,  Who  are  marching  to    glo  -  ry      at      Je  -  sns' com-mand. 

mer  -  cy  a  -  dore.  And  sing  of  the  blood  of  the  cross  ev  -  er  -  more, 
wake  from  yonr  dream,  And  Christ  will  support  yon  in  com-ing  to  Him. 
Chorus.  ^ 
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For  the  Lion  of  Judah  shall  break  ev'ry  chain.  And  give  us  the  vict'ry  again  and  again. 


¥if|dhanf|. 


L.  M. 


Read. 


Show  Pity,  Lord 


1  Show  pity.  Lord,  O  Lord,  f or-give ; 
Let  a  repenting  rebel  live ; 

Are  not  Thy  mercies  large  and  free? 
May  not  a  sinner  trust  in  Thee? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  don't  surpass 
The  power  and  glory  of  Thy  grace ! 
Great  God,  Thy  nature  hath  no  bound. 
So  let  Thy  parting  love  be  found. 

3  O  wash  my  soul  from  ev'ry  sin. 
And  make  my  guilty  conscience  clean ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  burden  lies. 
And  past  offences  pain  my  eyes. 

4  My  lips  with  shame  my  sins  confess. 
Against  Thy  law,  against  Thy  grace ! 


Lord,  should  Thy  judgments  grow  seyere, 
I  am  condemed,  but  Thou  art  clear. 

5  Should    sudden    vengeance     seize    my 

breath, 
I  must  pronounce  Thee  just,  in  de.'itb ; 
And  if  my  soul  were  sent  to  hell. 
Thy  righteous  law  approves  it  welL 

6  Yet  save  a  trembling  sinner,  Lord, 
Whose   hope,    still   hov'ring    round    Tay 

word,  [there,— 

Would    light  on     some     sweet     promise 
Some  sure  support  against  despair. 
(119)  I.  Watts. 


151. 


R.  K.  C. 


Gleansing  Bairn. 


[SALVATION. 


R.  Kelso  Carter,  by  per. 
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1.-   Oh!  come    to    the  cross  where  Je  -  sus  bled  and  died,  Oh!  come    to  the 

2.  He's    a  -    ble    to    save    from  all    the  guilt    of    sin,  He's    a  -    ble  to 

to    save,      to    seek  and  save    the  lost.  He 's  will  -  ing  to 

me  now    from  ev  -  'ry    act      of    sin,  He   does   save  me 
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3.  He 's  will  -  ing 

4.  He    does   save 
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finished  there, He  cried!  For  the 

sim  -pie  faith  in  Him,  For  the 
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SALVATION.] 
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cleans-ing;      Sing  praise  to      Je  -  sus,  praise  to 

cleans-ing;      Sing     praise,  sing   praise  to       Je  -sus,    Oil!   sing  praise,  sing  praise    to 
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Je  -  SITS,     Sing  praise  to     Je  -  sus,     Oli !      glo  -  ry     to   His  name. 

Je  -  sus,      Sing     praise,siug  praise  to       Je  -  sus.     Oh!         glo  -ry      to    His    name. 
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Weriderfal  Savieur 


Etjsha  a.  Hoffman,  by  per. 


1.  Christ  has  for  sin  atonement  made,  What  a  wonderful  Saviour !  We  are  redeemed !  the 

2 .  I  praise  Him  for  the  cleansing  blood,  What  a  wonderful  Saviour !  That  reconciled  my 

3.  To  Him  I  've  given  all  my  heart,  What  a  wonderful  Saviour !  The  world  shall  never 
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Chorus. 
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price    is  paid!  What  a      won  -  der  -  f  ul  Sav  -  iour !  What    a    won-der-ful 

soul     to  God ;  What  a      won  -  der  -  f  ul  Sav  -  lour ! 

sht^re     a    part ;  What  a      won  -  der  -  f  ul  Sav  -  iour ! 
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Sav-iouris  Je-sus,my  Je-sus !  What  a  wonderful  Saviour  is  Jesus, my  Lord ! 
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By  ptfrmjsaion  of  Biglow  St  Main. 
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153. 

A.  Francis. 


A  Present  SaYieur. 


[SALVATION. 
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F.  A.  Blackmer,  by  per. 
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1.  I  have  found     a  great   sal-va-tion,      It      is     won-droiis  and  sub -lime; 

2.  And  His  grace  has    me      en  -    a  -  bled  "  Ev  - 'ry  weight  to     lay       a-  side;" 

3.  And  in    per  -  feet  peace  He  keeps  me,      As     in      Je  -  sus      I        a  -  bide; 

4.  Yes,  He  saves  me,    hal  -  le   -  In  -  jah.  Saves  me  sweet  -  ly, saves  me    now; 


t=t: 
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I    have  found    a    bless  -  ed     Sav-ionr,    And   He  saves     me     all     the    time. 

Strength  to      run     the    race  with  pa-tience,"  Day   by    day     does  He     pro  -  vide. 

"  Peace  which  pass-eth      un  -  der-stand-ing,"    As      a      riv  -    er  deep   and   wide. 

Bless  -  ed      Je  -  sus,    on  -  ly       Sav-iour,     At    His    feet        I   glad  -  ly      bow. 
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Chorus.      , 
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Oh,    He 
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ent   Sav-ionr, 
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And   His 


fuU   and  free; 


Now      I    feel    His  bless  -  ed      fa  -  vor,    And  He    saves  me,     e  -  ven     me. 


^±1\ 


^=N^i 


154. 


1  My  Father  is  rich  in  houses  and  lands, 
He  holdeth  the  wealth  of  the  world  in  His 

hands ! 
Of  rubies  and  diamonds,of  silver  and  gold : 
His  coffers  are  full,  He  has  riches  untold. 
Refrain. 
I'm  the  child  of  a  King, 
The  child  of  a  King, 
With  Jesus  my  Saviour, 
I  'm  the  child  of  a  King. 

2  My  Father's  own  Son,  the  Saviour  of 

men !  [men, 

Once  wandered  on  earth 


The  Child  of  a  King. 

Key  E-Jiut.  ° 


But  now  He  is  reigning  forever  on  High, 
And  will  give  ns  a  home  in  the  sweet  by 
and  by. 

3  I  once  was  an  outcast, stranger  on  earth, 
A   sinner  by   choice   and  an  "alien"  by 

birth,  [ten  down  : 

But  I  've  been  "adopted,"  my  name 's  writ- 
An  heir  to  a  mansion,  a  robe  and  a  crown. 

4  A  tent  or  a  cottage,  why  should  I  care? 
They'  re  building  a  palace   for  me  over 

there !  [sing : 

Though  exiled  from  home,  yet,  still  I  may 
the  poorest  of     All  glory  to  Gocl,  I  'm  the  child  of  a  King, 
(122)  Hattie  E.  BuELj^, 
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155. 


The  PreciGas  Bleed. 


Words,  except  1st  verse,  by 
Rev.  W.  McDonald. 


Music  and  chorus  by 
Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton. 
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1 .  The  cross  !  the  cross  !  the  blood-stain'd  cross  !  The  hal-low'd  cross  I       see  ! 

2.  A         thousand,  thousand  fountains  spring    Up  from  tlie  throne  of   God; 

3.  That    priceless  blood  my    ran-som    paid,  While   I       in     bond-age  stood ; 


life* 


n^ 


-m~m: 


t=:|= 


-^-- 


-«=-= 


;4:pz 


* 


t^ 


E% 


-i^t 


E^d^ 


'^—^—^z 
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Re  -mind-ing  me     of    precious    blood  Tliat  once  was  slied  for     me. 
But    none     to    me  such  bless-ings  bring.  As      Je  -  sus'  pre  -  cious  blood. 
On      Je  -    sus  all      my  sins  w^ere  laid,     He     sav'd  me   with  His    blood. 
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Oh,     the  blood,   the  precious    blood !     That 
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Je  -  sus  shed  for    me, 


E^^E 
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on    the  cross,  in    crim-son  flood.    Just     now  by  faith  I        see. 
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4  By  faith  that  blood  now  sweeps  away  5  This  wondrous  theme  will  best  employ 
My  sins,  as  like  a  flood ;  My  harp  before  my  God, 

Nor  lets  one  guilty  blemish  stay :  And  make  all  heaven  resound  with  joy, 
All  praise  to  Jesus'  blood, — Ciio.  For  Jesus'  cleansing  blood.— Cho. 
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156. 


Shall  1  be  Saved  T^e-nlght. 


[SALVATION. 


Tanny  J.  Crosby. 


Mrs.  M.  Bliss  Wilson,  by  per. 
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1.  Je  -  sus   is     plead-ing  with  my    poor  soul,  Sliall  I 

2.  Je  -  siis  was  nailed  to  the  cross  for    me,    Shall  I 

3.  Je  -  sus  is    knock-ing  at      my   poor  heart, Shall  I 

4.  What  if    that  voice  I  should  hear  no    more.  Shall  I 


be  saved  to 

be  saved  to 

be  saved  to 

be  saved  to 
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night? 
night? 
night? 
night? 
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If      I      be  -  lieve,He  will    make  me  whole, Shall  I      be      saved  to  -  night? 


How  can  my  heart  so    un  -  grate-ful     be?     Shall  I      be 

What  if    His    Spir-it  should  now    de  -  part?   Shall  I      be 

Quick-ly  I'll      o  -  pen  this    bolt  -  ed    door,  Save  me  O 


_^_^_ 


-^— I*- 


M 


saved  to  -  night? 
saved  to  -  night? 
Lord  to  -  night? 
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Ten-der-ly    sad-ly    I    hear  Him  say,How  can  you  grieve  me  from  day  to    day? 

Now  He  will  save  me  by  grace  di-vine.  Now,  if    I    will,  I    may  call  Him  mine ; 

O  -  ver  and  o  -  ver  His  voice  I    hear,  Sweet-ly  it    falls  on  my  list  -  'ning  ear : 

Bless-edRe-deem-er,come  in,come  in,      Pit-y    my  sor-row,for-give  my  sin? 
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Shall  I      go    on    in    the  old,     old    way,  Or   shall  I      be 

Can    I      the  pleasures  of  earth  re  -  sign !  Oh,  shall  I      be 

Shall  I      re-ject  Him,  a  Friend  so  dear?  Oh,  shall  I      be 

Now  let  Thy  work  in   my  soul    be -gin,    For   I      will  be 


saved  to ■ 
saved  to • 
saved  to  ■ 
saved  to  • 


night? 
night? 
night? 
night? 
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SALVATION.] 

1S7. 

Etta  K.  Pope. 
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Step  and  Ttiinfe. 
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Arranged. 
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1.  All      the  world  is    rush  -  ing  on-ward    In      a    might -y 

2.  A    -  ged  one  whose  feet    are  pas-  sing  With  un-  stead  -  y 

3.  Stop  and  think, oh,   anx-iousschol- ar.  Toil -ing    np    the 

4.  Ye    who  seek    in    halls     of  pleas-ure,  Hap  -  py  hours   of 
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ebb  -  ing  tide, 
steps  and  slow, 
path-  way  steep, 
joy      and  mirth; 
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And    the  streams  of  pain  and  pleasure,  Min-gle     in     one      cur  -rent  wide. 

Down  the  years  of     life's  de-clin-ing.   To      a    home  of     peace     or   woe. 

Of      the  rug -ged     hill  of  sci -ence, 'Mid  the  storms  that  round  you  sweep. 

Think  how  Christ, the  man  of  sor-rows, When  He  lived    up-    on       the  earth. 
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While    a    still  small  voice  is     call  -  ing 

Have  you  laid    up      pre -cious  treasure. 

As    you  with  such    ea  -  ger  thirst-ing, 

Spent  His  life     in      toil    for   oth  -  ers ; 


I 


I 


To    each  soul  up  -  on      the   brink, 
In      the  land  be-  yond   the    blue? 

From  the  springs  of  knowledge  drink ; 

Then  with  purpose  strong  and   deep, 
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Will 

At 

Seek 


the  gen -tie 
you  find  a 
the  well  of 
to  win  the 


Ho  -  ly 
hap  -  py 
Liv  -  ing 
lost     for 


Spir-it,  Soft-ly  say  -  ing, "Stop  and  think." 
wel-comeBye  and  bye  a-  wait  -  ing  you? 
Wa-ters,  Pause  a  mo  -  ment  there  and  think. 
Je  -  sus,  Har-vest  that  your  hands  may  reap. 


5  When  the  pale  and  dreaded  Phantom 

Beckons  from  the  other  shore, 
And  he  comes  and  stands  beside  you. 

Ready  to  convey  you  o'er ; 
As  you  take  his  hand  in  stepping 

O'er  the  dark  and  chilling  brink. 
In  that  hour,  oh,  dear  unsaved  one. 

There's  no  time  to  stop  and  think. 

OoKyrigbt,  1891,  b;  B.  K«lio  Carter. 


6  What  are  human  skill  and  culture, 

Wealth  and  fame,  or  great  renown, 
To  one  ransomed  soul  for  Jesus, 

One  bright  jewel  for  His  crown? 
Let  me  ask  you,  saint  and  sinner. 

As  we  breathe  a  silent  prayer, 
"  Shall  we  meet  beyond  the  river? 

Shall  we  meet  each  other  there?  '* 
(125) 


155. 


E.  R.  Latta. 
Moderato. 


Blessed  be  the  Feantairj. 

Wash  w^j  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow.    Psalm  li :  7. 


[SALVATION. 


H.  S.  Perkins. 


1.  Bless-ed  be    the  Fountain  of  blood,  To    a  world  of     sin-ners   revealed; 

2.  Thorn-y  was  thecrownthatHe  wore,  And  the  cross  His  bod  -  y  o'er-came; 
3  Fa  -  ther,  I  have  wandered  from  Thee, Of t-en  has    my  heart  gone  a-stray ; 
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On  -  ly    by    His  stripes  we  are  healed. 
But  He  suf-fered  not  thus   in  vain. 
-  .Wa-ter  can  -  not  wash  them  a  -  way. 

I 


Bless-ed  be  the  dear  Son  of  God  : 
Grievous  were  the  sor-rows  He  bore, 
Crim-son  do      my  sins  seem  to    me  - 
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Bringing  to    my  heart  pain  and  woe. 

Made  to  cleanse  my  sins  here  be  -  low ! 

Lean-ing  on  Thy  promise,    I      go ; 


Tho'  I  've  wandered  far  from  His  fold, 
May  I    to    that  Fountain  be  led, 
Je  -  sus,to  that  Fountain  of  Thine, 
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Wash  me  in    the  blood  of  the  Lamb,  And  I 

Wash  me  in    the  blood  that  He  shed,  And  I 

Cleanse  me  by  Thy  washing    di-  vine.   And  I 
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shall  be  whit' 
shall  be  whit- 
shall    be  whit- 

I 


■er  than  snow . 
•er  than  snow ! 
■er  than  snow ! 
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Chorus. 
Whit 


ter  than  the    snow 
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Whiter  than  the 
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Whit-er  than  the  snow? 
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snow!  Whiter 


than  the  snow ! 
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SALVATION.] 

than     the    snow 


U*        1^        U-        "^      . 
whit  -  er    than   the  snow 
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Wash    me    in       the  blood     of      the 
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shall     be  whit   -  er    than       snow! 
rit. 
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Lamb,   of    the  Lamb,  And 
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shall  be  whit  -  er    than  snow,than  snow ! 


1S9. 


Rev.  F.  C.  Baker 
Solo 
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The  Bl00d  is  All  M^  Plea. 
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E.  F.  Miller. 
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1.  I  knew  that  God  in  His  Word  had  spoken,The  pow'r  of  sin  can  all    be  broken, The 

2.  Must  I    go    on    in        sin  and  sorrow,To-day  in  sunshine, clouds  to-morrow? 

3.  With  anguish  wrung, I    cried,"MyLord,Is  there  not  pow'r  in  Je  -sus'  blood  To 
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heart  held  cap -tive    yet     be      free.     Lord,  is  this  bless-ing  not  for      me? 
First  I'm   sin-ning,then    re -pent-ing,Now  I'm     stub-born, then  re  -  lent-ing. 
make    in     me      a     per -feet    cure?  To  cleanse  my  heart  and  keep  it   pure? 
Chorus.  ^^ 
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The    blood,  the  blood    is       all 
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my     plea, 
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Hal  -    le   -  lu  -    jah !    it 
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cleans-eth  me ;  The  blood, the  blood  is  all  my  plea, Hal  -  le  -  lu-jah  !  it  cleanseth  me 


1^      ^    \jf 
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4  Oh,  yes,  my  love  will  take  you  in. 

The  blood  will  cleanse  you  from  all  sin, 
Will  wash  away  your  guilty  stains. 
And  cleanse,till  not  one  spot  remains. 


(127) 


>  And  there  I  stand  this  very  hour. 
Kept  by  Almighty  keeping  pow'r, 
Temptations  come,  the  blood's  my  plea, 
The  precious  blood  now  cleanses  m%. 


[SALVATION. 


liio-     When  the  Gleansifig  Tide  Gerries  Iri. 


W.  M. 


W.  Macomber. 
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1.  I        stood  in  fan  -  cy  one  day    at    the  gate  Of  the  city  with  golden    street, 

2.  My   soul  was  bur-dened  with  years  misspent, My  heart  was  stubborn  and  hard, 

3.  Thou  too,    O    lost  one  shall  stand  at  the  gate  Of  the  city  with  mansions  fair, 
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I       longed  to    en  -  ter  its  man-sions  f air,My  friends  and  lov'd  ones  to  meet ; 
But    love   so  great  touched  a  ten-der  chord,  And  for  Christ  the  door  I    unbarred ; 
Thy    sin      un  -par-doned  with  awful  weight, Will  plunge  thy  soul  in  de-spair ; 
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None  en  -  ter  here  a  sweet  voice  said,  Whose  hearts  are  stain-ed  with  sin, 
He  filled  me  with  such  won-drous  peace, And  ban-ish-ed  guilt  and  sin, 
Oh,  heed    the  Spir  -  it's  warn-ing  call.  And  Heav-en's  joys  thou  shalt  win, 
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Go  was'n  in  the  fountain, thy  robes  make  clean,  And  tlien  thou  shalt  en  -  ter    in. 
I  tri  -umph  clai  -ly  and  re  -  joice,       Since  the  cleansing  tide  came  in. 

Swing  o   -  pen  wide  tliy  heart's  closed  door, Let  the  cleansing  tide  come  in. 
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Chorus. 
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When  the  cleans-ing  tide  comes   in,        When  the  cleans-ing  tide   comes  in, 
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Thy     soul  shall  be  free  from  stain  of  sin,  When  the  cleansing  tide  comes  in. 


191. 


1  Full  salvation  !  full  salvation  ! 

Lo,  the  fountain  opened  wide. 
Streams  thro'  ev'ry  land  and  nation 
From  the  Saviour's  wounded  side ; 

Full  salvation ! 
Streams  an  endless  crimsom  tide. 

2  Oh,  the  glorious  revelation ! 

See  the  cleansing  current  flow. 
Washing  stains  of  condemnation 

Whiter  than  the  driven  snow ; 
Full  salvation ! 
Oh,  the  rapt'rous  bliss  to  know ! 

3  Love's  resistless  current  sweeping 

AU  the  regions  deep,  within; 


Full  Salvation. 

Tune,  Greenville,  p.  26. 

Thought, and  wish,  and  senses  keeping 
Now,  and  ev'ry  instant,  clean ; 
Full  salvation ! 
From  the  guilt  and  power  of  sin, 

4  Life  immortal,  heaven  descending, 
Lo  !  my  heart,  the  Spirit's  Shrine  ! 

God  and  man  in  oneness  blending — 
Oh,  what  fellowship  is  mine ! 
Full  salvation ! 
Raised  in  life  to  Christ  divine ! 

5  Care  and  doubting,  gloom  and  sorrow, 
Fear  and  shame  are  mine  no  more; 

Faith  knows  naught  of  dark  to-morrow 
For  my  Saviour  goes  before ; 
Full  salvation ! 
Full  and  free  for  evermope, 
1^9) 


192. 


Christ  is  the  Feantain. 


[SALVATION. 


Newman  Hall,  altered. 


D.  B.  Towner,  by  per. 
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1.  Blackened  and  hardened  I  come  unto  Thee, Saviour  of  sinners, have  mercy  on  me ! 

2.  Though  I  have  labored  again  and  a-gain,  All  my  self-cleansing  is  ut-  ter-ly  vain ; 

3.  CleaDse  Thou  the  tho'ts  of  my  heart  I  implore. Help  me  thy  light  to  reflect  more  and  more-; 

4.  Linked  with  the  lov'd  ones  in  glory  I  am.  Washed  are  their  robes  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb ; 
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Guilt-y,  pol  -lut-ed ;  Redeem-er  from  woe, Wash  me  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. 
Je-sus, Redeemer  from  sin  and  from  woe, Wash  me  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. 
Dai-  ly  in  lov  -  ing  o  -  bedience  to  grow,  Wash  me  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. 
This  is  the  on-  ly    as-  surance    I  know.  Wash  me  and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow. 
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Chorus. 
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Whlt-er  than  sdow  Inothing  further  I  need,  Christis  the  Fountain, this  on  -  ly     I  plead ! 
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This  is  the  on  -  ly  as-sur-ancel  know.  Wash  me,and  I  shall  be  whiter  than  snow- 
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193.  Redeerned  and  USasFied. 

Words  by  Rev.W.  McDonald.  Arr.  by  Rev.  W.  McDonald. 


^m^m^^^^^^m- 


1.  Je-sus,Lord,  I  come  to    Thee,  Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  !Set  my  longing 

2.  Speak, and  let  my  heart  be  clean,  Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  IFully  sav'd  from 

3.  Cleansj  me, wash  me  white  as  snow,  Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb  !Let  me  all    Thy 

4.  To  my  heart  the  bliss  re  -  veal,  Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  L^b  !Fix  on  me  the 
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Chorus. 
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spir-  it  free,  Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamd !  I  'm  redeem'cl,redeem'd,  Wash'd  in  the 
in  -  bred  sin,  Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb ! 
fnl-ness  know,  Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb ! 
Spirit's      seal,  Wash'd  in  the  blood  of  the  Lamb ! 
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blood  of  the  Lamb !  I'm  redeem'd,redeem'd,I  am  wash'd  in  the  Hood  of  the  Lamb ! 
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194.  ynN- 

Carl  Spitta,  Tr.  by  R.  Massie. 


7s  and  6s. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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-  ed,      O  Lord  of    life  from  Thee ;  \ 

-  ed.     For  all  man-kind  and    me.      j 
-    tion,  Since  what-so  -e'er  it    be, 

tion,  Be-tween  my  Lord  and  me 


,    /  I    know  no  life    di  -  vid 

'  \  In  Thee    is  life    pro  -vid 

(,    f  I    fear      no  trib  -  u  -  la 

^'\  It 


:  makes  no  sep  - 


} 


:tTt 


sii 


lESE 


^^^m 


-^m 


i 


iES^SEt 


^-=4 


5=;S^ 


know  no  death, O  Je    -     sus,  Because    I  live  in      Thee ;     Thy  death  it  is  which 
Thou, my  God  and  Teach-er,  Vouchsafe  to  be   my  own,     Tho'  poor,  I  shall  be 


W^^- 


i 


■$^ 


-t^-i^' 


ffi^ 


mi 


ms^ 


zSii-t^- 


^iip 


ss 


frees  us  From  death  e-ter-nal-ly. 
rich  -  er  Than  monarch  on  his  throne. 
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3  If,  while  on  earth  I  wander. 

My  heart  is  light  and  blest ; 
Ah,  what  shall  I  be  yonder, 

In  perfect  peace  and  rest? 
Oh,  blessed  thought !  in  dying 

We  go  to  meet  the  Lord, 
Where  there  shall  be  no  sighing, 

A  kingdom  our  reward. 
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195. 


W.  M. 


He  Holds  rriY  Hand. 


IllEiifeEi 


g^^ii 


[SALVATION. 
W.  Macomber. 


■=i^=!^--i 


E^EEt 


iM=it 


:^:qj±g-: 


1.  My  soul      so  long  weighed  down  by  fear,  Has  found  a  prom-ise  rich  and  grand  : 

2.  Thoughweakmyself  ;tbough  friends  all  flee,  And  might -y   foes  a-round  me  band, 

3.  Some-times  the  way,may  not        be  known,  And  yet    I  trust  this  promise  grand, 

4.  When  storms  of  tri  -  al    o'er      me  sweep, My  soul  shall  sweetly  saf  e-ly  stand ; 


m^m 


-^=fS- 


-f-T^^ 


5f-: 


mm 


i 


^- 


^m^^^. 


=1= 


^j^^ 


The  Sav  -  iour  speaks  in  tones  of  cheer  "  Fear  not, I  '11  hold  thee  by  thy  hand.' 
There 's  wondrous  strength  that  comes  to  me, While  saf  e-ly  held  by  His  dear  hand. 
My  soul  is  nev  -  er  left  a  -lone  ;For  ev  -  'ry  hour  He  holds  my  hand. 
Tho' hid      His  face    in    dark  -  nessdeep,!    feel  the  clasp  of  His  strong  hand. 


mm§ 


-^— ^ 


=t:=t: 


_-l^_Jl^1^ 


-fa>^— b>»— b»^- 


i 


m^^^^ 


^ 


pSrl£ 


-ml~wl- 


Wheree'erHe  may  lead  I  can  saf  e-ly  fol-lowon,  For  He  lovlng-ly  holds  my  hand. 


|§ 


'■m-f-m—m-m- 


p--g-g" 


■^^M^^^m 


f^ 


-^-^ 
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^       U      IX      ^ 

1  96*        vJesus,  Save  Me. 

*  Tu7ie,  "  Near  Ihe  Cross."    Key  of  G. 


^     k    ^ 


1  Jesus,  save  me  through  and  through, 

Save  me  from  self-mending ; 
Self-salvation  will  not  do. 
Come,  in  love  descending. 

Chorus. 
11  :  Through  and  through, :  |1 

Jesus,  make  me  holy. 

Save  me  to  the  uttermost, 

All  the  way  to  glory ! 

2  Through  temptations,  safe  from  sin. 

Self  and  pride  subduing, 


(132) 


Save  me  through  and  through  within, 
Save  me  by  renewing. 

3  Through  my  thoughts  and  through  my 

Through  my  flesh  and  spirit ;     [heart, 
Save,  me  Lord,  through  every  part. 
Through  Thy  saving  merit. 

4  Through  Thy  light  to  perfect  day, 

Through  Thy  cleansing  fountain, 
Through  Thy  holy  happy  way, 
Up  Thy  holy  mountain. 


SALVATION.] 

197. 

W.  M. 


There's  ViGterx  fer  Yea. 

"  Thanks  he  unto  God  who  giveth  us  the  viclort/."      W.  MaCOMBER. 


i 


fc5£5 


It 


15 


SE 


::2^= 


tg:?=g= 


I 


1.  O    child    of    God,    by    sin    dis-mayed, Life's  conflict  pass -inj^    through, 

2.  Long  hast  thou  striv'n  for  freedom's  gain, To  faith-ful     be     and    true, 

3.  Give  up      the  past;  its     sin  -  ful  load  Was  borne  on    Cal  -  va  -   ry, 

4.  I    yield   my  will    to    Thee,  my   God, From  sin-stains  cleanse  thou  me  ; 


#s=g=g=r 


n=¥r- 


-t. 
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=t:==t:: 


i 


t'-^ 


^^^ 
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-Sl- 


In  Him  is  rest,  be  not  a  -  fraid, There's  vic-to -ry  for 
But  Christ  shall  break  Thy  ev  -  'ry  chain,  And  vie  -  fry  give  to 
For  days    to  come,  just  trust   the  Lord,He'll  give  you  vie  -  to   - 

I      rest     se -cure    up  -  on    Thy  word,  I    have  the    vie  -  to   ■ 


you. 
you. 

ry. 
ry- 


i 


El^l^^f: 
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-tr- 
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F^- 


fc= 


-t- 


X--=t- 


zt=ztt:: 


Chorus. 


fe— ::j=cd: 


F=i 


tE^ 


l^ 


"^m. 


■w^w-- 


There's  vie  -  to  -    ry       for       yo«.       There's  vie  -  to  -  ry      for      you, 


fe^ 


t^- 


Z^Z 
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?^=^ 
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r— r-r— r 


i^^j= 
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::Sz 


=tfit: 


Look  up,    by   faith  the  prom-ise  claim, There's  vie  -  to  -  ry      for      you. 


lAzf^^kEPz 


--*--^g--9»-- 
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rt=|:=:t 


:^ 
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— r— I — r 

My  Saviour  Bleed. 

Key  of  Aflat. 

When  Christ,  the  mighty  Maker  died, 
For  man,  the  creature's  sin. 

4  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blushing  face 
While  His  dear  cross  appears ; 

Dissolve  my  heart  in  thankfulness, 
And  melt  mine  eyes  to  tears. 

5  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay 
The  debt  of  love  I  owe  : 

Here,  Lord,  I  give  myself  away, — 
'Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

Isaac  Watts. 
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1  QJ?     Alas!  and  Did 

*^  ^^  *  Tune,  Avon 

1  Alas!  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed. 

And  did  ray  sov'reign  die? 
Would  He  devote  that  sacred  head 
For  such  a  worm  as  I? 

2  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  have  done, 

He  groan'd  upon  the  tree? 
Amazing  pity  \  grace  unknown ! 
And  love  beyond  degree ! 

3  Well  might  the  sun  in  darkness  hide. 

And  shut  His  glories  in, 


[SALVATION. 

1 99.  He  Dies !  The  Friend,  l.  m.  d. 

Isaac  Watts.  Tune,  Duane  Street. 


p#^ddpiiiiii^ 


-m—m — m- 


1.  He  dies !  the  Friend  of  sin-ners  dies !  Lo  !  Sa-lem's  daughters  weep  around ;  A 

2.  Here's  love  and  grief  be-yond  de-gree,The  Lord  of    glo  -  ry  dies  for  man !  But 
4.   Break  off  your  tears, ye  saints, and  tell  How  high  your  great'Deliv'rer  reigns ;  Sing 
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-r-^ 


-^^-T- 
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sol  -  emu  dark-ness  veils  the  skies,  A  sud-den  trembling  shakes  the  ground, 
lo !  what  sud-den  joys  we  see,  Je  -  sus  the  dead  re  -  vives  a  -  gain ! 
how  he  spoil'd  the  hosts  of    hell  And  led    the      mon-ster  Death  in  chains : 


^ 


-■^^t=^ 


-I bH — I — ^  -\m ^ 


^S^^^^=^^^iE=EEE|p^ 


1K=^: 


"tr 


piiiig^^ 


i 


^^f=i=i- 


I     I 

Come,  saints  and  drop  a  tear  or  two  For  Him  who  groaned  beneath  your  load ;  He 
The  ris  -  ing  God  forsakes  the  tomb ;  In  vain  the  tomb  forbids  Him  rise ;  Cher- 
Say,  '  'Live  for  -  ev  -er, wondrous  King !  Born  to  redeem, and  strong  to  save  ;"Then 
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iiiii 


^=^z 
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shed  a  thousand  drops  for  you, — A  thousand  drops  of  rich-er  blood, 
ub  -  ic  le  -  gions  guard  Him  home.  And  shout  Him  wel-come  to  the  skies, 
ask    the  monster,  Where's  thy  sting?  And,  where's  thy  vict'ry,  boasting  grave? 


(  134 ) 


200. 


I 


E.  W.  Blandy. 

Slow. 


JPhe  WaY  0f  the  dress. 


Arr.  by  Rev.  J.  S.  Norris  and  R.  K.  Carter. 
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1.  I  can  hear  my    Sav  -  iour 

2.  I'll  go  with  Him  thro'     the 

3.  I'll  go  with  Him  thro'      the 

4.  He  will  give  me  grace    and 


call-ing,  I  can  hear    my  Sav  -  iour 

gar -den,  I'll  go  with   Him  thro'  the 

judg-ment,  I'll  go  with   Him  thro'   the 

glo  -  ry,  He  will  give    me  grace   and 
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J*L 


^J-. 


S 


^ 


-* i-zl- 


-& — =1- 


tt 


call  -  ing, 
gar  -  den, 
judg  -  ment, 
glo  -   ry. 


I 

I'll 
I'll 
He 


W, 


-J- 


-r\—^^ 


can  hear 
go  with 
go  with 
will  give 


my     Sav  -  iour  call  -    ing,     "  Take  thy 

Him  thro'  the      gar  -    den,        I'll  go 

Him  thro'  the  judg-  ment,      I'll  go 

me  grace  and  glo    -   ry,          And  go 


^    J.      ±    ^:^    A    ^  J. 


.J^ 


^~ 


Chorus. 
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^ 


-^^l 


'^-F^^=^ 
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cross  and     fol-low,     fol    -  low 

with  Him— With  Him  all  the 

with  Him    With  Him  all  the 

with  me —  With  me     all  the 

;  -^-^  >■  J'  >■   J.  / 


me. 
way. 
way. 
way. 
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Where  He    leads     me     I 


will 
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^=^ 
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— 1 N 


3E^gz 


:^^£ 


fol  -    low. 


Where  He  leads       me       I  will    fol  -    low.      Where  He 


It 
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:^ 


m^ 


fe 


s— =(- 


^=3= 


\eads     me     I        will    fol  -  low ; 


I'll    go  with  Him, with  Him,  all      the  way. 


m 


^^ 


n- 


Cteyright,  1891,  by  R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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201.         Take  fifiY  Life,  and  liel  it  Be. 


Frances  Ridley  Havergal. 
Chorus  by  R.  K.  C. 


Old  English,  arr. 
Cho.  by  K.  Kelso  Carter. 


:ez 


rif- 


^iE^^=^^^^m 


:SE3E 


1.  Take   my  life,  and  let     it 

2.  Take   my  feet,  and  let  them 

3.  Take   my   lips,  and  let  them 

4.  Take   my    rao-ments  and  my 


I 

be        Con  -  se  -  era  -  ted.  Lord  to  Thee ; 

be       Swift  and  beau-  ti  -  ful    for'  Thee; 

be      Filled  with  mes-  sa  -  ges  for  Thee ; 

days,  Let  them  flow    in  end-less  praise; 


g?; 


I 


^:=M=J^-f-H=^ 
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-t=:t 
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zt=^ 
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■*r- 


love. 
King, 
hold, 
choose. 


Take  ray  hands, and  let  them  move 

Take  my  voice, and    let    me  sing 

Take  my    sil  -  ver    and  my  gold, 

Take  my    in  -  tel  -  lect,  and  use 


At    the    im-pulse     of    Thy 
Al-ways    on  -  ly     for    my 
Not  a    mite  would  I    with  - 
Ev  -'ry  power  as  Thou  shalt 


Pj 


%--±^ 


:f:fcfc 


Chorus. 
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rBi±^| 
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I 

Take   my  spir-it,      bod  -  y,      soul.      Touch  me.  Lord, and   make  me    whole; 


Ifi^iE 


P=^-=P 


-i — r — 5- 


fcj. 


S.AJ£j=^: 


Here    I      am,hence- forth  to     be 


Con  -  se  -  era-  ted, Lord,  to      Thee ! 


^^-^-F-*-^*-^         -^     -0-*    -0-'  «        -^     M   .    -0-'     m   .-^   . 

F — ^-^ ^^-^^p=^j ^-cp — t^-F=F— ^^.t^^-' 
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5  Take  my  will,  and  make  it  Thine ; 
It  shall  be  no  longer  mine ; 
Take  my  heart,  —  it  is  Thine  own, — 
It  shall  be  Thy  royal  throne. 


6  Take  my  love, —  my  Lord,  I  pour 
At  Thy  feet  its  treasure-store ! 
Take  myself,  and  I  will  be 
Ever,  only,  all  for  Thee ! 
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CONSECRATION.] 

202. 


Trans,  by  J.  Borthwick. 


My  Jesas,  As  TfiQU  Wilt. 


f-^-t- 


WE^± 


d: 


m$mi 


_^     Von  Weber. 


ii^S 


1.  My 

2.  My 


Je   -    sus,      as 
Je   -    siis,      as 


Thou  wilt!      Oh!     may    Thy    will      be  mine; 
Thou  wilt!      All     shall    be      well      for    me; 
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=^EF= 


=!«=^ 
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In    - 
Each 


to        Thy    hand 
chang-ing      fu  - 


m. 
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of   love 
ture  scene 


would  my      all    re    -      sign; 
glad  -  ly     trust  with       Thee ; 
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Thro' 

Straight 


sor  -    row,     or 
to        my      home 


thro'  joy, 
a  -    bove 


Con  -  duct    me         as  Thine  own, 
I       trav  -  el        calm  -  ly     on, 


^g^J 
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And 
And 


help      me       still 
sing,     in        life 


to      say, 
or   death. 


i       .  ^ 

My    Lord,  Thy  will 

My    Lord,  Thy  will 


-(=2- 


be 
be 


done ! 
done! 
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1  Thy  way,  not  mine,  O  Lord, 

However  dark  it  be ! 
Lead  me  by  Thine  own  hand  ; 

Choose  out  the  path  for  me. 

1  dare  not  choose  my  lot ; 
I  would  not,  if  I  might : 

Choose  Thou  for  me,  my  God 
So  shall  I  walk  aright. 

2  The  kingdom  that  I  seek, 
Is  Thine ;  so  let  the  way 

That  leads  to  it  be  Thine, 
Else  I  must  surely  stray. 
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Take  Thou  my  cup,  and  it 

With  joy  or  sorrow  fill, 
As  best  to  Thee  may  seem ; 

Choose  Thou  my  good  and  ill. 

3  Choose  Thou  for  me  my  friends, 

My  sickness  or  my  health ; 
Choose  Thou  my  cares  for  me. 

My  poverty  or  wealth. 
Not  mine,  not  mine  the  choice, 

In  things  or  great  or  small ; 
Be  Thou  my  Guide,  my  Strength, 

My  Wisdom,  and  my  All. 

Kev.  H.  BoNAB. 


[CONSECEATION. 

204.         IWill  Sa^  "Yes"  to  Jesas. 

Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson.  J.  H.  Burke. 
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1.  I  will  say  "  Yes "  to  Je  -  sns,  Oft      it      was  "No"    be  -  fore,  As    He 

2.  I  will  say  "  Yes "  to  Je  -  sus,    His  prom  -  is  -  es      I'll  claim, And    in 

3.  I  will  say "  Yes "  to  Je  -  sus,    To      all    that    He    commands,  I    will 

4.  I  will  say  "  Yes  "  to  Je  -  sus,Wliat-e'er    His  hands  may  bring  :  And, tho' 
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knocked  at    my  heart's  proud  entrance  And  I 
ev  -  'ry  cheque  He    en  -  dors  -  es     I  '11 
has-ten    to      do      His  bid  -  ding    With 
clouds   hang  o'er    my  path-way.     My 


firm  -  ly  barred  the  door ;  But 
dare  to  write    my  name ;  I 
will-ing   heart  and  hands ;  I 
trust-ing  heart  will  sing,  "  I 


I've 
will 
will 
will 
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made    a    com-plete   sur  -  ren  -  der.  And  given  Him     right  of  way,  And 

put    my  "  A  -  men "  where-ev  -  er    My    God    has      put    His  "Yea,"  And 

lis  -  ten     to    hear    His  whis-pers,And  learn  His      will  each  day.  And 

f ol  -  low  where-e'er  He    lead  -  eth.  My    Shep-herd  knows  the  way.  And 
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hence-forth  it         is  al  -  ways  "Yes,"  What  -  ev  -  er  He 

ev    -  er    bold-  ly  an  -  swer  "Yes,"  What  -  ev  -  er  He 

al  -  ways  glad  -  ly  an  -  swer  "Yes,"  What  -  ev  -  er  He 

while      I      live      I  '11  an  ~  swer   'Yes,'  What  -  ev  -  er  He 


may  say. 

may  say. 

may  say. 

may  say.' 
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I     will  say  "  Yes  "    to      Je   -  sus,    Yes, Lord,  f or  -  ev 
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CONSECEATION.] 
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I         ly  -        -      I  -- 

Wei  -  come  all      Thy  bless  -  ed    will    And  sweet -ly      an  -  swer  "  Yes 
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;t: 


205. 


Walking  with  Jesus. 


Did  not  our  hearts  hum  within  us,  while  He  talked  with  us  by  the  way, 

oMd  while  He  opened  to  us  the  Scriptures  ?  —  Luke,  24 :  32. 

Tabor.  G.  Tabor  Thompson. 
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Held    by    the  arms     of     His 
To    die,    to    self     and    to 
Seek-ing    for  souls  gone     a  - 
Eest  with  the  lov'd  gone    be  - 


1.  I'll  walk  with  Je  -  sus     a  -    lone, 

2.  Learn-ing  each  day    in    the     strife, 

3.  Striv  -ing    for  rich  -  es      un  -  told, 

4.  Aft  -  er     the  toil,     I    shall    rest. 


love; 
sin; 
stray, 
fore; 
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Till      I   shall  stand  by    His      throne,    And  dwell  in    heav  -  en      a 


^ 


And  rise  in  new-ness  of  life. 
Lead  -  ing  them  back  to  the  fold. 
Safe    in    the  home  of     the      blest. 


Je  -  sus  a  -  bid  -  ing  with 
This  is  my  work, day  by 
Rest  with  the  Lord  ev  -    er    • 
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bove. 
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day. 
more. 
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Walk        -        ing  with    Je        -        -    sus.  My      heart  all      a 

Walk-ing  with  Je  -  sus,  Talk-ing  with  Je  -  sus.  My  heart    all      a 


glow, 
glow; 
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snow. 


Walk        -      ing  with  Je        -        -    sus,I'm  whiter,yes,whit-er  than 
Walk-ing  with  Je-sus,         Talk-lng  with  Je- sus, 
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206.  GFirist  is  All 

"  Unto  you  therefore  which  believe  he  is 
affective  as  a  Solo.  Ad  lib. 


[CONSECRATIO 


f."    1  Peter  ii:  7. 

W.  A.  Williams. 
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1.  I  entered  once    a  home   of  care,  Forage    and  pen  -  u  -  ry  were  there, 

2.1  stood  be- side     a      dy  -  ing  bed,  Where  lay    a     child  with  ach-ing  head, 

3.  I  saw  the  mar  -tyr    at    the  stake, The  flames  could  not  his  courage  shake, 

4.1  saw  the  gos  -  pel   her -aid    go, — To    Afric's  sand  and  Greenland's  snow. 
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Yet  peace  and  joy  with-al ;      I  asked  the  lone  -  ly  moth-er  whence  Her  helpless 
Wait  -  ing  for    Je  -sus'  call  ;I  mark'd  his  smile, 't  was  sweet  as  May, And  as  his 
Nor  death  his  soul  ap-  pal,I  ask'd  him  whence  his  strength  was  given, He  look'dtri- 
To     save  from  Satan's  thrall, No  home  nor  life  he  counted  dear, 'Midst  wants  and 
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Chorus. 
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wid -owhood's  defense.  She    told  me  "Christ  was  all."  Christ  is    all,     all     in 
spir-  it  passed  a  -  way.    He  whisper'd, "Christ  is   all." 
umphant  -  ly    to  heaven, And  answer'd, "Christ  is   all." 
per  -  ils  owned  no  fear.    He      felt  that  "Christ  is   all." 
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all.     Yes,  Christ    is     all      in     all; 


Yes,  Christ    is    all      in    all. 
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By  permission.  '  '  ^ 

5  I  dreamed  that  hoary  time  had  fled. 
And  earth  and  sea  gave  up  their  dead, 

A  fire  dissolved  this  ball, 
I  saw  the  church's  ransomed  throng 
I  heard  the  burden  of  their  song, 

'T  was  "Christ  is  all  in  all." 


I  i  IX     ix 

6  Then  come  to  Christ,  oh,  come  today, 
.    The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit  say; 
The  Bride  repeats  the  call. 
For  He  will  cleanse  your  guilty  stains, 
His  love  will  soothe  your  weary  pains, 
For  "Christ  is  all  in  all." 
(140) 
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1.  The  bells  of  re-demption  are  peal -iiig  to-day,  How  sweetly  the  glad  music 

2.  Oh,  not     in  the  sunshine  a  -  lone  does  this  songWell  up  with  its  rap-tur-ous 

3.  In  storm   or  in  calm, still  I  choose  Thy  dear  will, That  will  which  is  oneness  with 

4.  Thy  will  !'t  is  the  gladdest, most  glo  -ri-ous  thingThat  even  Thy  heart; Lord, could 
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rings  !  A-bove  and  a-bout  me  are  wafted  the  strains, My  soul  is  an  ech-  o  that 
praise  ;It  soars  to  its  clearest, most  triumphing  note, On  darkest  and  dreari-est 
Thee ;  Is  pardon, and  peace, and  victorious  power, Erom  sin  and  from  self  to  be 
give  ;Thy  will !  how  my  soul  leaps  to  do  its  behest !  'T  is  life  from  the  dead, and  I 
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sings.  Up  swells  to  the  throne  in  a  volume  of  praise.  The  anthem  of  ransomed  ones  there ;  The 

days.  When  no  ray  of  earth-light  shines  out  o'er  my  way, The  voice  of  earth's  laughter  is  still  ;'T  is 

free.     Oh,  won-der-ful  gift !  blessed  will  of  my  God !  Thou  on  -  ly  that  will  canst  ful-fll ;  Work 

live.    The  desert  grows  sweet  with  the  breath  of  the  rose, The  discords  of  life  all  are  still ;  Who, 


heavens  and  earth  in  that  song  are  made  one,  One  blending  of  praise  and  of  prayer, 
then,    in  the    hush  and  gloom  of  the  night, 'T  is  sweetest  to  say, Lord, Thy  will ! 
then,asThou  wilt, oh, Thou  conqueringOne  !But  perfectly  work  out  Thy  will ! 
who  now  can  harm  me, what  foe  can  affright, SinceThou  hast  in  me, Lord, Thy  will? 
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■want  or  come  wealth,come  life  or  come  death.  Thy  icill,oh,my  Father,  be     done  ! 
~"  ""  be    done!    .    .    Thy  will    ....  be      done.    .    . 
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Oh, my  rather,be  done, be  done, Lord, and  mine, they  are  one, are  one, Come 
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Popyright,  1891,  by  B-  KeUo  Carter. 
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[CONSECRATIOJf. 

205.         Mast  Jesus  Bear  tFie  Gross? 

Thomas  Shepherd,  alt.  Tune,  Maitland.     C.  M. 
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1.  Must    Je  -  susbear    the  cross  a  - 

2.  How  hap  -  py  are     the  saints  a  - 

3.  The    con  -  se- era -ted  cross  1 11 


Is^J?. 


lone.  And  all  the  world  go  free? 
bove,  Who  once  went  sorrowing  here ! 
bear.  Till  death  shall  set     me    free ; 
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one,    And  there 's  across  for    me. 
love,  And  joy  with-out      a      tear, 
wear,  For  there 's  a  crown  for    me. 


I 

No  there  's  a  cross  for  ev  -  'ry 
But  now  they  taste  un  -  ming-led 
And    then    go  home  my  crown  to 
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209  ♦      "^^^^^  ^^  ^^^^- 

Tune,  Happy  Land,  p.  150. 

1  Now  I  have  found  a  Friend, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
His  love  shall  never  end, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Though  earthly  joys  decrease, 
Though  human  friendships  cease, 
Now  I  have  lasting  peace ; 

Jesus  is  mine. 

Chorus. 
This  Friend  will  never  fail. 
Never,  never,  never  fail, 
This  Friend  will  never  fail, 
No,  never  fail. 

2  Though  I  grow  poor  and  old, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
He  will  my  faith  uphold, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
He  shall  my  wants  supply, 
His  precious  blood  is  nigh, 
Naught  can  my  hope  destroy, 

Jesus  is  mine. 

8  When  earth  shall  pass  away, 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
In  the  great  judgment  day, 

Jesus  is  mine. 
Oh !  what  a  glorious  thing, 
Then  to  behold  my  King, 
On  tuneful  harp  to  sing, 

Jesus  is  mine ! 


4  Farewell,  mortality ! 

Jesus  is  mine ; 
Welcome,  eternity! 

Jesus  is  mine. 
He  my  redemption  is. 
Wisdom  and  righteousness. 
Life,  light,  and  holiness, 

Jesus  is  mine. 


210. 


Man's  Weakness. 

Tune,  Azmon,p.  16. 


(142) 


1  Man's  weakness  waiting  upon  God, 
Its  end  can  never  miss, 

For  men  on  earth  no  work  can  do 
More  angel-like  than  this. 

2  Ride  on,  ride  on  triumphantly. 
Thou  glorious  Will !  ride  on  : 

Faith's  pilgrim  sons  behind  thee  take 
The  road  that  thou  hast  gone. 

3  He  always  wins  who  sides  with  God, 
To  him  no  chance  is  lost ; 

God's  will  is  sweetest  to  him  when 
It  triumphs  at  his  cost. 

4  III  that  He  blesses  is  our  good. 
And  unblest  good  is  ill; 

And  all  is  right  that  seems  most  wrong, 
If  it  be  His  sweet  will ! 

Frederick  Fabe«, 
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Mrs.  Mary  D.  James. 


Gensecratiofi. 


Mrs.  Jos.  F.  Knapp. 
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1.  My  bod-y,soul  andspir- it,    Je- sus,  I  give  to    Thee,      A   con- se-cra- ted 

2.  O    Je- sus, mighty  Sav-iour    I  trust  in  Thy  great  name,     I  look  for  Thy  sal - 

3.  Oh,  let  the  Are,  de-scending  Just  now  up-on  my    soul,     Consume  my  humble 

4.  I  'mThine,0  blessed  Jesus,  Wash'd  byThy  precious  blood, Now  seal  me  by  Thy 
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offering, Thine  ev  -  er-more    to     be.  My  all     is    on    the 

va  -  tion, Thy  promise  now  I  claim, 
offering.  And  cleanse  and  make  me  whole. 
Spir  -  it      A   sac  -  ri  -  fice     to     God. 
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waiting  for  the  fire ;      Waiting, waiting,  waiting,!  'm  waiting  for  the  fire. 
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From  "  Notes  of  Joy,"  by  per. 


1  Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee, 

E'en  though  it  be  a  cross 

That  raiseth  me ; 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

2  Though  like  the  wanderer, 
The  sun  gone  down, 

Darkness  be  over  me. 

My  rest  a  stone, 
Yet  in  my  dreams  I  'd  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

3  There  let  the  way  appear, 
Steps  unto  heaven ; 

All  that  Thou  sendest  me, 
In  mercy  given ; 


Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee. 

Key  G. 

Angels  to  beckon  me 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 

4  Then,  with  my  waking  thoughts 
Bright  with  Thy  praise ; 

Out  of  my  stony  griefs 

Bethel  I  '11  raise ; 
So  by  my  woes  to  be 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 

Nearer  to  Thee ! 

5  Or  if  on  joyful  wing 
Cleaving  the  sky. 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars  forgot, 

Upward  I  fly. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be, 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee, 
Nearer  to  Thee ! 

Sarah  F.  Adamb. 
(143) 
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Belight  in  the  lierd. 


tCONSEOEATION. 
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Psa.  xl  : 

Words  and  music  by  Jas.  M.  Kikk. 


■^=^ 


z4z 


1.  I'm      glad  -  ly  giv  -  ing    up      my  all      to    Thee,  dear  Lord,  Oust  now, I'm 

2.  I'm       dy  -  ing,  dy  -  ing,  dy  -  ing,  bless-ed        Je  -  sus,   ev  -  'ry  day,      I'm 

3.  I        now  have  constant  vie  -  to  -  ry    thro'     Je  -  sus' bless-ed  name ;  Be  - 

4.  Dear  Lord    I    do     just  trust   in     Thee  to       save     me  from  within,       By 
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my  own  from  Thy  sweet  will  a  -  part,  Thy 
mur  neith-er  let  my  spir  -  it  grieve,  For 
Him,  I  can  noth-ing  do  a  -  right;  And 
my  heart  to  dwell    for    ev  -   er  -more,  And 


I      have 

no  will    I      call 

Oh,     let 

me  nev  -  er    mur- 

He     said. 

that  severed    from 
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enthroned  with-in 

m^ 


;f±=f=f=|K: 


=t= 


=t= 


=t= 


=^=t^= 


-bf hi- b= 


i 


::dt 


:^ 


bless  -    ed    glad     new     cov  -  'nant.  Thou  art      writ  -  ing       on       my    heart. 
Thou    hast  said    Thou  scourg-est     Ev    -  'ry      son    Thou    dost      re  -  ceive. 
now        I      am      con  -  tent  -  ed       un  -    der  -  neath   His    watch  -  f ul  sight, 
now       I      walk  with  Thee      in      white.  On       to      the       oth  -   er    shore. 
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pris    -   Oil  doors  are  o -pen  wide,  I'm    walk  -  ing  close  to    Je-sus'  side, 
my  pris     -    on  doors  are  o-pen  wide,        I'm  wallc   -    ing         close  to    Je-sus'  side. 
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R.  K.  C. 
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R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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(        1.     I    am  Thine,my  Lord  wholly  Thine  to-day,  I  have  heed-ed  Thy  lov-ing  call; 
'        2.1  have  sought  and  sought  round  the  world  for  peace, I  have  tried  all  that  earth  can  give ; 
2.  Oh !  my  sinful  years  with  their  weary  strife, How  all  vanished  beneath  the  flood ; 
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In  my  heart  of  hearts  Thou  hast  come  to  stay, And  I  find  in  Thee  my  all    in    all. 
But  in  Thee   a  -  lone  have  I  found  release.  As    to  Thee  a-lone  I    lool?,  I    live. 
And  my  soul  now  thrills  with  e-ter-nal  life,  Jesus  bought  me  with  His  precious  blood. 
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lam  thine.  Lord,  wholly  thine, Lord, May  Ibold-ly    en-ter  thro' the  rending  veil; 
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I  am  Thine, Lord, whollyThine, Lord, Mighty  Saviour  Thou  canst  never,never  fail. 


Copynght,  1891,  by  R.  KeUo  Carter. 
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C.  Wesley. 


B\[,  fer  a  Cleser  Walk. 


[CONSECRATION. 
C.  M. 

Tune,  Ortonville. 
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1.  Oh,  for      a  clos  -  er  walk  with  God,  A  calm  and  heavenly  frame ;  A  light  to 

2.  Where  is     the  bless-ed-ness  I  knew, When  first  I  saw  the  Lord?  Where  is  the 
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shine  up-on  the  road  That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb !  That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb ! 
soiil-re-fresh-ing  view  Of   Je  -  sus  and  His  word?  Of    Je-sus  and  His  word? 


3  What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed ! 
How  sweet  their  memory  still ! 

But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 
The  world  can  never  fill. 

4  Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 
Sweet  messenger  of  rest ! 

I  hate  the  sins  that  made  thee  mourn, 
And  drove  thee  from  my  breast. 

5  The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 
Whate'er  that  idol  be. 

Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne, 
And  worship  only  Thee. 

6  So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame ; 

So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 
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Lord,  I  Am  Thine. 

Tune,  /Sessions,  p.  15. 


2  Rest  for  my  soul  I  long  to  find : 
Saviour  of  all,  if  mine  Thou  art, 

Give  me  Thy  meek  and  lowly  mind, 
And  stamp  Thine  image  on  my  heart. 

3  Break  off"  the  yoke  of  inbred  sin, 
And  fully  set  my  spirit  f re» ; 

I  cannot  rest  till  pure  within. 
Till  I  am  wholly  lost  in  Thee. 

4  Eain  would  I  learn  of  Thee,  my  God, 
Thy  light  and  easy  burden  prove ; 

The  cross  all  stained  with  hallowed  blood. 
The  labor  of  Thy  dying  love. 

5  I  would,  but  Thou  must  give  the  power; 
My  heart  from  every  sin  release ; 

Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful  hour, 
And  fill  me  with  Thy  perfect  peace. 
Charles  Wesley. 


1  Lord,  I  am  Thine,  entirely  Thine, 
Purchased  and  saved  by  blood  divine ; 
With  full  consent  Thine  would  I  be, 
And  own  Thy  sov'reign  right  in  me. 

2  Thine  would  I  live.  Thine  would  I  die ; 
Be  Thine  through  all  eternity ; 

The  vow  is  past,  beyond  repeal. 
And  now  I  set  the  solemn  seal. 

3  Here,  at  that  cross  where  flows  the  blood 
That  bought  my  guilty  soul  for  God, 
Thee,  my  new  Master  now  I  call, 

And  consecrate  to  Thee  my  all. 

4  Do  Thou  assist  a  feeble  worm 
The  great  engagement  to  perform ; 
Thy  grace  can  full  assistance  lend, 
And  on  that  grace  I  dare  depend. 

DAVIEa 

Q  1 T7  0  That  My  Load  of  Sin  Were 
^  A  i  ♦  Gone. 

Tune,  Hamburg,  p.  101. 

1  0  that  my  load  of  sin  were  gone ! 

O  that  I  could  at  last  submit 
At  Jesus'  feet  to  lay  it  down  — 

To  lay  my  soul  at  Jesus'  feet ! 


21s. 


I  Worship  Thee. 

TunetOrtnnville. 
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1  I  worship  thee,  sweet  will  of  God  I 
And  all  thy  ways  adore ; 

And  every  day  I  live,  I  seem 
To  love  thee  more  and  more. 

2  And  He  ha'  h  breathed  into  my  soul 
A  special  love  of  thee ; 

A  love  to  lose  my  will  in  His, 
And  by  that  loss  bt  free. 

3  I  love  to  kiss  each  print  where  thou 
Hast  set  thine  unseen  feet ; 

I  cannot  fear  thee,  blessed  will ! 
Thine  empire  is  so  sweet. 

4  When  obstacles  and  trials  seem 
Like  prison-walls  to  be, 

I  do  the  little  I  can  do. 
And  leave  the  rest  to  thee. 

5  And  when  it  seems  no   chance,  no 
From  grief  can  set  me  free,   [change, 

Hope  finds  its  strength  in  helplessness, 
And  calmly  waits  on  thee. 

Frederick  Faber. 


CONSECBATION.] 

219. 


Nearer  tF|e  dross. 


"  The  cross  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ."    Galatians  vi:  14. 
F.  J.  Crosby.  Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapp,  by  per. 
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1.  "  Near- er  the  cross!"  my  heart  can  say,    I    am  com  -  ing  near  -  er ;  Near-er  the 

2.  Near  -  er  the  Christian's  mer  -  cy  seat,    I    am  com  -  ing  near  -  er ;  Feasting  my 

3.  Near-er    in  pray'r  my  hope    as-spires  I    am  com -ing  near- er;  Deep-er  the 
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cross  from  day  to  day,  I  am  com  -  ing  near  -  er ;  Near  -  er  the  cross  where 
soul  on  man -na  sweet  I  am  com -ing  near  -  er ;  Strong-er  in  faith, more 
love    my    soul    de-sires,   I      am  com  -  ing  near  -  er ;  Near  -  er  tlie  end        of 
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Je  -  sus    died,  Near-er  the  fount-ain's  crim-son  tide,  Near-er  my  Sav-iour's 
clear    I        see      Je  -  sus  who  gave  Him  -  self  for    me;  Near-er  to    Him     I 
toil    and    care,  Near-er  the    joy       I      long    to  share, Near  -  er  the  crown  I 
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wound-ed  side,     I      am   com  -  ing  near  -  er, 
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am  com  -  ing  near  -  er. 


still  would  be  :  Still  I'm   com  -  ing  near  -  er.     Still    I  'm  com  -  ing  near  -  er. 
soon  shall  wear :  I      am   com  -  ing  near  -  er,      I        am  com  -  ing  near  -  er. 
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220. 

R.  E.  Hudson. 


I'll  Live  fer  Hirn. 


[CONSECEAT.ION. 
C.  R.  Dunbar. 
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1.  My  life,  my  love      I    give    to  Thee, Thou  Lamb  of  God, who  died    for  me; 

2.  I     now   be -lieve  Thou  dost  re-ceive,  For  Thou  hast  died  that     I   might  live; 

3.  Oh,Thou  who  died    on    Cal-va-ry     To    save  my   soul  and  malce  me   free; 
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Cho. — I'll  live    for  Him  who  died  for 


me,  How  hap  -  py     then  my 
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Oh,     may        I      ev  -    er    faith 

And    now  hence-forth  I'll    trust 

I       con    -  se  -  crate  mv      life 
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ful  be,  My 
in  Thee,  My 
to  Thee,    My 


Sav-iour  and  my  God! 
Sav-iour  and  my  God ! 
Sav-iour  and      my    God! 
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ril     live      for  Him    who 

By  peTiaission. 

221     Everywhere  with  Jesus, 

Tune,  ( 120  Hymns  New  and  Old.) 

1  Everywhere  with  Jesus  — 
Thus  I  find  sweet  rest ; 

Just  the  way  He  goeth 

Is  for  me  the  best. 
Brightest  day  without  Him, 

Has  but  clouded  light ; 
Walking  in  His  presence, 
Even  night  is  bright. 
Chorus. 
Everywhere,  everywhere, 
Thus  I  find  sweet  rest; 
Just  the  way  He  goeth. 
Is  for  me  the  best. 

2  When  I  follow  Jesus, 
Pressing  to  His  side, 

Even  ills  seem  helpful 

As  a  gracious  tide ; 
If  His  goings  take  me 

Into  pathways  strait, 
Yet  His  blessed  sunshine 

Brightens  every  state. 

3  Everywhere  with  Jesus, 
Counting  all  but  dross  — 

To  behold  His  glory, 
To  exalt  His  cross ; 

Speaking  forth  His  praises, 
Telling  men  His  grace, 

Calling  to  His  service. 
All  who  long  for  peace. 


1^ 
died 


for    me,      My     Sav-iour  and      my     God! 

4  Then,  at  length  with  Jesus, 

In  His  home  so  bright, 
Where  no  shadows  coming 

Can  obscure  the  light : 
There  I  '11  dwell  with  Jesus, 

Clothed  with  Him  in  white. 
Ever  see  His  glory, 

Happy  in  His  sight. 

John  S.  Haugh. 

229    Brethren,  Let  Us  to  the  Lord. 

'^  Tune.  Take  My  Life,  p.  136. 

1  Brethren,  let  us  to  the  Lord, 

Give  ourselves  both  heart  and  sword; 
Under  His  commanding  eye 
We  shall  march  to  victory. 

2  Hark,  the  strains  of  music  roll. 
Like  a  tide  they  fill  the  soul ; 

As  they  to  their  highest  rise, 
We  will  launch  our  enterprise. 

3  Ye  who  'list  must  list  in  faith, 
Fearing  neither  toil  nor  scath ; 
Calm  'mid  the  bewildering  cry, 
Confident  of  victory. 

4  Hark  the  music  loud  and  sweet 
Thrills  our  heart  and  stirs  our  feet : 
Brethren,  hands  upon  your  swords. 
Let  us  shout,  "  We  are  the  Lord's !  " 

(148)  T.  T.  Lynch. 
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223.     Blessed  Saviearl  Thee  i  Love.  t.d. 


Geo.  Duffield,  D.D. 


(SPANISH   HYMN.) 


Fine. 


1.  Bless -ed   Sav- iour !  Thee    I    love,      All  my 

2.  Once      a -gain    be  -  side    the  cross      All  my 

3.  Bless  -  ed   Sav- iour !  Thine  am      I,     Thine  to 
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oth  -  er  joys  a  -  bove ; 
gain  I  count  but  loss, 
live,  and  Thine  to     die; 
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D.c.  Uv    -    er     let      mij  glo  -  ry  he,  Bless-  ed 

■D.G.  Hence,vainslia-dows,  let    me  see  Je  -  sus 

D.c.  Ev    -    er  shall   my  glo  -  ry  be,  Bless-  ed 


Sav-  iour,    on  -  ly 

cru  -  ci  -  Jied  for     me. 

Sav- iour,   on  -  ly     Thee. 
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All 
Earth  - 
Height, 
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my  hopes  in  Thee  a  -  bide;  Thou  my  hope  and  naught  be  -  side; 
ly  pleasures  fade  a  -  way,  Clouds  they  are  that  hide  my  day; 
or  depth,  or   earth  -ly   power,  Ne'er  shall  hide  my     Sav-  iour  more, 
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924  ^  Thirst,  Thou  Wounded  Lamb. 

*  Tune,  Rockingham,  p.  13. 

1  I  thirst.  Thou  wounded  Lamb  of  God, 
To  wash  me  in  Thy  cleansing  blood ; 
To  dwell  within  Thy  wounds ;  then  pain 
Is  sweet,  and  life  or  death  is  gain. 

2  Take  my  poor  heart,  and  let  it  be 
Forever  closed  to  all  but  Thee ; 
Seal  Thou  my  breast,  and  let  me  wear 
That  pledge  of  love  forever  there. 

3  How  blest  are  they  who  still  abide 
Close  sheltered  in  Thy  bleeding  side ! 
Who  thence  their  life  and  strength  derive. 
And  by  Thee  move,  and  in  Thee  live. 

4  How  can  it  be.  Thou  heavenly  King, 
That  Thou  shouldst  us  to  glory  bring? 
Make  slaves  the  partners  of  Thy  throne, 
Decked  with  a  never-fading  crown? 

5  Hence  our  hearts  melt,  our  eyes  o'erflow. 
Our  words  are  lost,  nor  will  we  know. 
Nor  will  we  think  of  aught  beside, 
"  My  Lord,  my  Love,  is  crucified." 

N.   L.  ZiNZENDOKF. 

995  All  for  Jesus! 

^^*  Key,E-flat. 

1  All  for  Jesus !  all  for  Jesus  ! 

All  my  being's  ransomed  powers ; 
All  my  thoughts  and  words  and  doings, 


All  my  days  and  all  my  hours. 

All  for  Jesus  !  all  for  Jesus ! 

All  my  days  and  all  my  hours. 

2  Let  my  hands  perform  His  bidding ; 
Let  my  feet  run  in  His  ways ; 

Let  my  eyes  see  Jesus  only ; 

Let  my  lips  speak  forth  His  praise. 

Air  for  Jesus !  all  for  Jesus  ! 
Let  my  lips  speak  forth  His  praise. 

3  Worldlings  prize  their  gems  of  beauty, 
Cling  to  gilded  toys  of  dust. 

Boast  of  wealth  and  fame  and  pleasure  : 
Only  Jesus  will  I  trust. 

Only  Jesus !  only  Jesus  ! 
Only  Jesus  will  I  trust. 

4  Since  my  eyes  were  fixed  on  Jesus, 
I've  lost  sight  of  all  beside. 

So  enchained  my  spirit's  vision, 
Looking  at  the  crucified. 

All  for  Jesus !  all  for  Jesus ! 
All  for  Jesus  crucified. 

5  Oh,  what  wonder !  how  amazing! 
Jesus  glorious  King  of  kings, 

Deigns  to  call  me  His  beloved, 
Lets  me  rest  beneath  His  wings. 

All  for  Jesus  !  all  for  Jesus ! 
Resting  now  beneath  His  wings. 

Maby  d.  James. 
:i49) 
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1  Have  Seugfjl. 


[CONSECRATION. 
Tune,  Happy  Land. 
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,    r  I  have  sought  round  the  verdant  earth  Eor  un  -  fad  -ing  joy ;  1     ^ 
'  \  I  have  tried    ev-  'ry  source  of  mirth,  But  all,     all    will  cloy ;  /    ^^™'  "^  " 
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stow  on  me  Grace  to  set  my  spirit  free  ;Thiue  the  praise  shall  bo, Mine, mine  the  joy. 


2  I  have  wandered  in  mazes  dark 

Of  doubt  and  distress ; 
I  have  had  not  a  kindling  spark. 

My  spirit  to  bless ; 
Cheerless  unbelief 
Filled  my  laboring  soul  with  grief ; 
What  shall  give  relief? 

What  shall  give  peace? 

3  Then  I  turned  to  Thy  gospel,  Lord 

From  folly  away ; 
Then  I  trusted  Tliy  holy  word 

That  taught  me  to  pray. 
Here  I  found  release  — 
In  Thy  word  my  soul  found  peace, 
Hope  of  endless  bliss. 

Eternal  day. 

4  I  will  praise  now  my  heavenly  King, 

I  '11  praise  and  adore ; 
All  my  heart's  richest  tribute  bring 

To  Thee,  God  of  power ; 
And  in  heaven  above, 
Saved  by  Thy  redeeming  love, 
Loud  the  strains  shall  move 

For  evermore. 


997    ^esus,  Saviour  of  the  Just. 

*        Tune,  Spanish  Hymn,  p.  149. 

1  Jesus,  Saviour  of  the  just 
With  Thy  followers  I  would  be ; 

In  Thy  precious  blood  I  trust. 
Let  Thy  Spirit  dwell  in  me. 

2  Sanctify  me  wholly  now, 
Thou  art  willing,  this  I  know ; 

At  Thy  cross  I  humbly  bow, 
I  am  empty,  I  am  low. 

3  Fill  me  with  Thy  heavenly  love. 
Thy  dear  image  I  would  wear ; 

Let  my  treasures  be  above, 
Keep  my  heart  forever  there. 

4  I  would  bear  Thy  marks  about. 
Humble,  loving,  free  from  sin, 


That  temptations  from  without 
Meet  with  no  response  within. 

5  Lord,  the  sacrifice  I  make, 

Contrite  heart  Thou  will  receive, 

Bruised  reed  Thou  wilt  not  break. 
In  Thine  hands  my  all  I  give. 

M.  H.  Ratcliff. 
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Loved  with  Everlasting  Lov  e. 

Tune,  BlumenihalfP.  80. 

1  Loved  with  everlasting  love. 

Led  by  grace  that  love  to  know ; 
Spirit,  breathing  from  above. 

Thou  hast  taught  me  it  i's  so ! 
Oh,  this  full  and  perfect  peace ! 

Oh,  this  transport  all  divine ! 
In  a  love,  which  cannot  cease, 

I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

^  Heaven  above  is  softer  blue, 

Earth  around  is  sweeter  green ! 
Something  lives  in  every  hue 

Christless  eyes  have  never  seen  -. 
Birds  with  gladder  songs  o'erflow. 

Flowers  with  deeper  beauties  shine, 
Since  I  know,  as  now  I  know, 

I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

3  Things  that  once  were  wild  alarms 
Cannot  now  disturb  my  rest ; 

Closed  in  everlasting  arms. 
Pillowed  on  the  loving  breast. 

Oh,  to  lie  forever  here. 
Doubt  and  care  and  self  resign, 

While  He  whispers  in  my  ear  — 
I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

4  His  forever,  only  His ; 

Who  the  Lord  and  me  shall  part? 
Ah,  with  what  a  rest  of  bliss, 

Christ  can  fill  the  loving  heart ! 
Heaven  and  earth  may  fade  and  flee, 

Firstborn  light  in  gloom  decline ; 
But  while  God  and  I  shall  be, 

I  am  His,  and  He  is  mine. 

Wade  Robinson. 


CONSEOEATION.] 


St-  Hilda, 


7,  6. 


Rev.  H.  Husband. 
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1  I  lay  my  sins  on  Jesus, 
The  spotless  Lamb  of  God ; 

He  bears  them  all,  and  frees  us, 
From  the  accursed  load ; 

1  bring  my  guilt  to  Jesus, 

To  wash  my  crimson  stains 
White  in  His  blood  most  precious, 
Till  not  a  stain  remains. 

2  I  lay  my  wants  on  Jesus ; 
All  fullness  dwells  in  Him ; 

He  healeth  my  diseases. 
He  doth  my  soul  redeem ; 

I  lay  my  griefs  on  Jesus, 
My  burdens  and  my  cares ; 

He  from  them  all  releases, 
He  all  my  sorrows  shares. 

3  I  rest  my  soul  on  Jesus, 
This  weary  soul  of  mine ; 

His  right  hand  me  embraces, 
I  on  His  breast  recline : 

I  love  the  name  of  Jesus, 
Immanuel,  Christ,  the  Lord ; 

Lilie  fragrance  on  the  breezes, 
His  name  abroad  is  poured. 

4  I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 
Meek,  loving,  lowly,  mild ; 

I  long  to  be  like  Jesus, 
The  Father's  holy  child ; 

I  long  to  be  with  Jesus 
Amid  the  heavenly  throng. 

To  sing  with  saints  His  praises. 
And  learn  the  angels'  song. 

HORATJTJS  BONAR. 


2 30, Live  Out  Thy  Life  Within  Me. 

1  Live  out  Thy  life  within  me, 
O  Jesus,  King  of  kings ! 

Be  Thou  Thyself  the  answer 

To  all  my  questionings, 
Live  out  Thy  life  within  me. 

In  all  things  have  Thy  way ! 
I,  the  transparent  medium 

Thy  glory  to  display. 

2  The  temple  has  been  yielded, 
And  purified  of  sin ; 

Let  Thy  Shekinah  glory 
Now  flash  forth  from  within. 

And  all  the  earth  keep  silence, 
The  body  henceforth  be 

Thy  silent,  docile  servant. 
Moved  only  as  by  Thee. 

3  Its  members  every  moment 
Held  subject  to  Thy  call; 

Ready  to  have  Thee  use  them, 

Or  not  be  used  at  all. 
Held  without  restless  longing. 

Or  strain  or  stress  or  fret. 
Or  chaffings  at  Thy  dealings. 

Or  thoughts  of  vain  regret. 

4  But  restful,  calm  and  pliant, 
From  bend  and  bias  free. 

Permitting  Thee  to  settle 
When  Thou  hast  need  of  me. 

Live  out  Thy  life  within  me, 
O  Jesus,  King  of  Kings ! 

Be  Thou  the  glorious  answer 
To  all  my  questionings. 

F.  Ji.  Havergaij. 
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231. 


[CONSECRATION. 
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ErnptY  Me  ef  Self. 

Words  aud  music  by  Rev.  J.  S.  Norms,  by  per. 


:tF=±: 


3^^ 


:i%g^-fe-jL_-^ 


i 


J* 


B=4: 


■Ji-^^^-i- 


^S"* 


-^ 


1.  Emp  -  ty   me      of  self,  dear 

2.  While    I    cry      to  Thee, dear 

3.  Give    me  Thy  own  mind, dear 

4.  Help    me, day     by  day,  dear 


Sav 
Sav 

Sav  -  iour, 
Sav  -  iour, 


iour.      My     poor  heart    re  -  new ; 
iour,  Cleanse  me    from   all       sin ; 
Teach  me     Thy  sweet    will ; 
Give  me  strength  di    -  vine ; 
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This  great  work   so  won-drous  ho    -  ly, 

Wash  me      in        the  crim-son  fount  -  ain. 

Fill  me     with    Thy  Ho  -  ly    Spir  -  it, 

Grant  me      wis  -  dom  for    Thy  ser    -  vice, 


I 

Thou  a  -  lone  canst  do. 
Make  me  pure  with  -  in. 
Thy  blest  word  f  ul  -  fll. 
All      Thou  hast    is        mine. 


Emp  -  ty    me      of    self,    dear    Sav        -     iour, 

Emp-ty   me      of  self,  dear,  lov-ing     Sav-iour,  Help  me  know  Thy  love ; 
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Bring  me,  when  this  life  is       end     '  -       ed,      ' 
Bring  me,  when      this        life      is      end  -  ed,    To     Thy  home  a 


bove; 
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Bring    me,  when   this  life   is       end       -       ed, 

Bring  me  when        this  life    is      end  -  ed,     To     Thy  home    a  -    bove. 
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252.      Is  Net  This  the  Land  of  Beulah. 


Anon. 


Arranged. 
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1.  I       am  clwell-iug     on    the  mountain,Where  the  gold  -en     sun-light  gleams, 

2.  I      can    see     far  down  the  mountain,  Where  I     wan-dered  wea  -  ry     years, 

3.  I      am  drink-ing    at    the   fount-ain, Where  I       ev  -     er  would  a  -  bide; 
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O'er  a  land  whose  wondrous  beau-ty  Far 
Oft  -  en  hin-dered  in  my  jour-ney  By 
For    I  've  tast  -    ed  life's  pure  riv  -  er,     And 


ex-ceeds     my  f ond-est  dreams ; 
the  ghosts    of  doubts  and  fears, 
my    soul      is    sat  -    is  -  fied ; 
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Where  the    air       is  pure,     e  -  the  -  real.    La  -  den  with    the  breath  of  flowers, 
Brok  -  en    vows  and    dis  -  ap -point-raents  Thickly  sprin -kled    all    the  way. 
There's  no  thirst -ing    for  life's  pleas-ures.  Nor    a  -  dorn  -  ing,  rich  and  gay, 


Cho. — Isnot      this    the     land    of    Beu  -  lah,  Bless -ed,  bless 


ed    land     of    light, 

D.S.  Chorus. 
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That  are  bloom-ing  by  the  fount-ain, 
But  the  Spir  -  it  led,  un  -  er  -  ring 
For  I've  found  a     rich  -  er    treas-ure, 


'Neath  the     am  -     a  -  ran-thine  bowers. 
,  To     the  land        I    hold    to  -  day. 
One  that   fad  -  eth    not      a  -   way. 
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Whej^e  the    flow  -  ers  bloom  for  -  ev 
4  Tell  me  not  of  heavy  crosses, 

Nor  of  burdens  hard  to  bear. 
For  I  've  found  this  great  salvation 

Makes  each  burden  light  appear ; 
And  I  love  to  follow  Jesus, 

Gladly  counting  all  but  dross, 
Worldly  honors  all  forsaking 

For  the  glory  of  the  Cross. 


And 


the     sun 
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al  -imys  bright? 
5  Oh,  the  Cross  has  wondrous  glory ! 

Oft  I  've  proved  this  to  be  true ; 
When  I  'm  in  the  way  so  narrow 

I  can  see  a  pathway  through ; 
And  how  sweetly  Jesus  whispers : 

"Take  the  Cross, thou  need'st  not  fear, 
For  I  've  tried  this  way  before  thee, 

And  the  glory  lingers  near." 


233. 


R.  K.  C. 


Perfect  Leve. 


[SANCTIFICATION. 


KJELSO  Carter. 


R.  Kelso  Ca: 


m^^^^^m^^ 


1.  Lord,    I    pray  Thee  for    a      bless  -  ing, Which  Thou  on-ly  canst  be  -    stow, 

2.  Though  I    have  all    oth-er     grac    -  es, Though  I  speak  with  tongues  a- flame, 

3.  Though  I  yield  my  earth-ly     treas  -  ure,Give  my  bod  -  y        to      the      fire, 
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Here,  my  deep-est  need  con  -  f ess  -  ing,    At  Thy  feet 
Though  I       sit    in  heavenly     plac  -    es, Though  I    mag  • 
Though  my  knowledge  has  no    measure, Though  all    mys  - 

_        _  1 


my  -  self  I  throw, 
ni  -  f  y  Thy  name ; 
fries  I       de  -    sire ; 
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Faith  and  hope  have  both  been  giv  -  en,But  there's  One,  all      else      a    -    bove; 

I      am    but    as  brass  re  -  sound-ing, Nothing    in      Thy  sight    I         prove. 

Though  I  grasp  the    sa  -  cred   sto  -   ry,  And    by  faith   the  mount  -  ains  move ; 
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Dove  !  Oh  ! 


Cho. — Perfect  love,  my  Lord  and.  Sav  -  iour  !  Fill  me    now,   0      Heav- 
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-feet  love! 
in  love, 
feet    love. 


Hast  -  en  from  the  high-est     heav 

Till, through  faith, by  grace  a      abound-in^ 

Yet      in      all     I    dare  not    glo    -     ry, 
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Fill    my  soul     with  per 
,  I       am  per  -  f  ect-ed 
Till    I  'm  filled  with  per 
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Come,  al-might  -  y     to    de  -  liv 
4  Give  me  love  that  never  faileth. 

Love  that  suffers  without  moan ; 
That  believeth  and  prevaileth, 

Love  that  seeketh  not  her  own ; 
Love  that  never  thinketh  evil. 

But  rejoiceth  truth  to  prove; 
Love  that  fears  not  man  nor  devil, - 

Give  me,  give  me  perfect  love ! 

Oopjri|ht,  1891,  bj  B.  Kelso  Carter. 
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Fill    me  now  with  per  -  feet      love. 
5  Love  that  every  evil  cureth. 

Doth  not  envy,  vaunteth  not ; 
Beareth,  hopeth,  and  endureth 

All  that  faileth  to  my  lot. 
Faith,  and  hope,  and  love  abideth, 

But  there  's  One,  all  else  above; 
Lord,  my  yearning  spirit  chideth 

For  Thy  great-es/:  j^ift  of  love- 
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234. 

R.  K.  C 


Tfie  SanctifYing  Pewer. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


1 .  Oh !  glo  -  ry  hal-  le  -  lu  - 

2.  Oh!  glo-ry  hal-le-lu  • 

3.  Oh!  glo-ry  hal-le-lu  ■ 

4.  Oh!  glo  -  ry  hal- le  -  lu  - 
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jah,sound  the  joyful  strain, Glo-ry  to  the  name  of 

jah,  let    the  anthem  swell,  Glo-ry  to  the  name  of 

jah,  let  His  praises  roll,      Glo-ry  to  the  name  of 

jah,  for  the  peace  within,    Glo-ry  to  the  name  of 
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Je  -  sus.  For    He   par-dons  ev  -  'ry    sin      and      cleanses  er  -  'ry  stain, 

Je  -  sus,     For       Christ  the  Son   of  God   hath  conquer'd  death  and  hell, 

Je  -  sus.  For    He  sends  the  Ho-  ly  Ghost  and     sane  -  ti-fles    the  soul, 

Je  -  sus,  For  His  strength  is  found  in  weakness,  keep- ing  us    from  sin, 
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Glo  -  ry  to  the  name  of   Je  -  sus 
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hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah ! 
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Glo   -    ry        to    His  name, There's  a  s 
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blood  of    Je  -  sus  Christ,  A    sane  -  ti 


■  fy  -  ing  power,     hal  -  le  -  lu  -    jah! 
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235. 

C.  Wesley. 


8  EleriQas  Hope. 


[SANCTIFICATION. 


Tane,  Willoughby.     C.  P.  M. 


1  0  glorious  hope  of  perfect  love ! 
It  lifts  me  up  to  things  above ; 

It  bears  on  eagles'  wings ; 
It  gives  my  ravished  soul  a  taste, 
And  makes  me  for  some  moments  feast 

With  Jesus'  priests  and  kings. 

2  Kejoicing  now  in  earnest  hope, 

I  stand,  and  from  the  mountain  top 

See  all  the  land  below ; 
Elvers  of  milk  and  honey  rise, 
And  all  the  fruits  of  paradise 

In  endless  plenty  grow. 

3  A  land  of  corn,  and  wine,  and  oil, 
Eavored  with  God's  peculiar  smile. 

With  every  blessing  blest ; 
There  dwells  the  Lord  our  Righteousness, 
And  keeps  His  own  in  perfect  peace. 

And  everlasting  rest. 

4  Oh,  that  I  might  at  once  go  up ; 
No  more  on  this  side  Jordan  stop. 

But  now  the  land  possess ; 
This  moment  end  my  legal  years. 
Sorrows  and  sins,  and  doubts  and  fears, 

A  howling  wilderness ! 

9^g        The  Blessed  Hope. 

^^\J*  ^^^^^  Willoughby. 

1  But  can  it  be  that  I  should  prove 
Forever  faithful  to  Thy  love. 
From  sin  forever  cease? 

1  thank  Thee  for  the  blessed  hope ; 
It  lifts  my  drooping  spirits  up ; 

It  gives  me  back  my  peace. 

2  In  Thee,  O  Lord,  I  put  my  trust. 
Mighty,  and  merciful,  and  just; 

Thy  sacred  word  is  passed ; 
And  I,  who  dare  Thy  word  believe. 
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Without  committing  sin  shall  live, 
Shall  live  to  God  at  last. 

3  I  rest  in  Thy  almighty  power ; 
The  name  of  Jesus  is  my  tower 

That  hides  my  life  above ; 
Thou  canst.  Thou  wilt,  my  helper  be; 
My  confidence  is  all  in  Thee, 

The  faithful  God  of  love. 

4  Wherefore,  in  never-ceasing  prayer, 
My  soul  to  Thy  continual  care 

I  faithfully  commend ; 
Assured  that  Thou  through  life  wilt  save. 
And  show  Thyself  beyond  the  grave 

My  everlasting  Friend. 

C.  Wesley. 


9  ^7       For  Purity  of  Heart. 

^  ^  ^  *  Tune,  Willoughby. 

1  Saviour,  on  me  the  grace  bestow, 
That,  with  Thy  children,  I  may  know 

My  sins  on  earth  forgiven ; 
Give  me  to  prove  the  kingdom  mine. 
And  taste,  in  holiness  divine. 

The  happiness  of  heaven. 

2  Me  with  that  restless  thirst  inspire, 
That  sacred,  infinite  desire. 

And  feast  my  hungry  heart ; 
Less  than  Thyself  cannot  suffice ; 
My  soul  for  all  Thy  fullness  cries, 

For  all  Thou  hast  and  art. 

3  Jesus,  the  crowning  grace  impart ; 
Bless  me  with  purity  of  heart. 

That,  now  beholding  Thee, 
I  soon  may  view  Thy  open  face. 
On  all  Thy  glorious  beauties  gaze. 

And  God  forever  see. 

C.  Wesley. 
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5S.      Have 

Harriet  Jones.     ^ 


23S.      Have'  Ysa  the  GarrnenJ  of  White? 

wmmmmmmmtmmmm00'''^  j).  B.  Towner,  by  per. 


1.  The    King      bids    you    come      and    par  -  take      of      the    feast;  For 

2.  Oh,     will       you      be    speech  -  less    when  questioned      by     One,      Who 

3.  Dear  friend,  are      you     read  -   y         to      meet      the    great  King,    And 
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all  there  is  room  ev  -  en  un  -to  the  least?  But  if  you  would  en-ter  the 
of-f ered  you  mer- cy  thro'  Je  -  sus,  His  Son?  Who  opened  a  fountain  that 
join    in  the   an-them  the    glo  -  ri  -  fled  sing?  Oh,  will  you  be    wel-come  with 


=t==t: 


:^=^3i:^c=te:ci^ 


n=^- 


m 


mm 


a 


:t 


r— t?-!?: 


jis 


:i>=qs=i 


^^^^^'^ii 


^^E^i 


pal  -  ace  so  fair;  The  pure  wed-ding  garment  you  sure  -  ly  must  wear, 
sin  -  ners  be-low  Might  wear  a  bright  gar-ment  as  spot  -  less  as  snow? 
that  pure  home,  Where  none  but  the  white-rob'd  are  suf  -  fered  to  come? 
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Oh !  have  you  the  gar-ment  of  white, brother.  If  call'd  to  the  ban-quet  to-night. 
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The  beau-ti  -  ful  garment  of  white,brother,They  wear  in  the  pal  -  ace  of  light 
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O^TTigbt,  1883,  by  D,  B.  Towner. 


(157) 


=^— I     I  — r 


1^  1^ 


=r^ 


239. 

A.  B.  S. 


The  Sarnnfier-kand  ef  Love. 


[SANCTIFICATION, 


A.  B.  Simpson. 


:S: 


o  ^.  -^.  ..^.  •    -^.    m     .^f.  .^.  .^  ^ -igr-    .^pK.  -^. 


1.  I've  reached  the  laud  of  Beu-lah,The  summer-land  of  love, 

2.  He  lets  me  call  Him  Husbaud,  I    have  Him  always  uear, 

3.  My  life  is     all  trausflgured  by  the  sweet  touch  of  love, 

4.  I've  found  the  fount  of  healing,  the  spring  of  life  di  -  vine. 


Land  of  the  heavenly 

He    carries  ev  -  'ry 

O'er    all  around  there 

It      is    the  love  of 
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Bride-groom,  Land  of  the   Ho  -  ly      Dove;  My  win-ter  has    de-part-ed.     My 

bur-  den,  He  com-forts  ev  -  ery    fear;  He  calls  me  His    be  -  lov  -  ed,     I 

shin  -  eth      a    glo  -  ry  from    a  -  bove ;  The  wa  -  ter   of  earth's  pleasures    is 

Je    -    sus,    it    is    the  marriage     wine;  I've  found  the  fount  of  pleasure,      a 
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summer-time  has  come.  The  air  is  full  of  sing-ing, The  earth  is  bright  with  bloom, 
lean  up-on  His  breast,  I've  reached  the  land  of  Beulah, the  promised  land  of  rest, 
changed  to  heavenly  wine,  And  life  like  Cana's  wedding  becomes  a  feast  di  -  vine, 
cup  without  al  -  loy.       It    is    the  love  of  Je -sus,     it    is  the  Bridegroom's  joy. 
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Oh,  bless-ed  land  of  Beu-lah !  Sweet  suramej-land  of  love,     Oh,  blessed  heavenly 
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Bridegroom  Oh !  Mess-ed  Heavenly  Dove ;     Oh,  Je  -  sus  keep  me     ev  -  er,     all 
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earth-born  things  a-bove,  In  the  blessed  Land  of  Benlah,The  summer  Land  of  love 
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5  I've  found  the  heavenly  secret,  the  Love  Life  of  the  Lord, 
The  Golden  Chain  that  bindeth  the  story  of  His  Word. 
Christ  is  the  Heavenly  Bridegroom,  to  seek  His  Bride  He  came, 
This  is  the  consummation,  the  Marriage  of  the  Lamb. 

6  Soon  will  He  come  in  glory  to  claim  His  waiting  Bride, 
But  I  will  know  the  Bridegroom,  He  walketh  by  my  side, 
He'll  know  me  when  He  cometh,  He'll   call  me  by  my  name, 
And  take  me  to  the  marriage,  the  marriage  of  the  Lamb. 


240. 

Mrs.  Phcebe  Palmer. 


Gleatising  wave. 


Mrs.  J.  F.  Knapp.  By  per. 
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Oh, now  I  see  the  cleansing  wave  !The  fountain  deep  and  wide ; 


Je-sus,my  Lord, mighty  to  save, 


13^ 


-f=2_ 


Points  to  His  wounded  side. 
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J  The  cleansing  stream  I  see,  I  see !  I  plunge, and  oh, it  cleanseth  me ! 
\  Oh,  praise  the  Lord !  it  cleanseth  me 
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It  cleanseth  me, yes, cleanseth  me. 


r  u^  ^  r  r 


:^i^ife=^ 


:^z^z 


2  In  the  grave  with  Christ  I'm  lying 
Dead  to  earth  and  dead  to  sin. 

Vanquished  every  foe,  when  dying 
Gates  of  Heaven,  He  entered  in. 

3  On  the  throne  with  Christ  I'm  reigning 
As  He  is,  so  now  am  I, 

Saved  and  sanctified,  obtaining 
Grace  and  glory  from  on  high. 

4  In  the  heavenly  places  seated 
With  the  Lord  upon  His  throne 

Death  and  hell  shall  be  defeated 
Since  He  claims  me  for  His  own. 
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2  I  rise  to  walk  in  Heaven's  own  lig 
Above  the  world  of  sin, 

With  heart  made  pure  and  garments  white, 
And  Christ  enthroned  within. 

3  Amazing  grace !  'tis  heaven  below 
To  feel  the  blood  applied ; 

And  Jesus,  only  Jesus,  know, 
My  Jesus  crucified. 

With  Christ.  8s  &  7s. 

Tune,  Rathburn.    Keij  C. 

1  On  the  cross  of  Christ  I've  suffered, 
God  imputes  His  death  to  me. 

For  redemption  full  He  offered, 
Which  receiving  I  am  free. 
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My  Beloved. 


A.  B.  S. 
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A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  I'll    sing    of    my     Be-  lov  -   eel, 

2.  The  name  of    my     Be-  lov  -"eel 

3.  The  voice  of    my     Be  -  lov  -   ed 


My  Hus-band  and  my  Friend ;  He 
Is  sweet  as  oint-ment  rare;  The 
Is      sweet-er    to      my    ear       Than 


^Si 
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loved  me  from  the    be  -  gin  -  ning, 
chief    a  -  mong  ten  -  thous  -  and, 

earth's  di  -  vin  -  est  mus  -    ic, 

I 


-c^- 


:t 


^=pt=jffi 


He  loves  me  to  the  end. 
The  al  -  to  -  geth-er  fair. 
Or      voice  of    friend  most  dear. 


■!^- 
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Chorus 


4  The  heart  of  my  Beloved 
Is  dearer  far  to  me 

Than  love's  most  fond  affection, 
Or  sweetest  ecstasy. 

5  The  hand  of  my  Beloved 
Is  ever  clasped  in  mine ; 

It  leads  me,  heals  me,  holds  me. 
With  love  and  strength  divine 

Ogcriicbt.  1891.  by  A.  B,  SiinD^og. 


\%^Q) 


6  The  home  of  my  Beloved 
Is  the  palace  of  the  King, 

His  chariot  soon  is  coming 
His  waiting  bride  to  bring.] 

7  But  He,  my  well  Beloved 
Is  more  than  all  to  me, 

Himself  my  joy,  my  portion, 
Himself  my  song  shall  1)^, 


BANCTIFICATION.] 

243.  The  Seven  SvercenfietFis. 

Manie  Payne  Ferguson.  R.  Kelso  Carter. 


1.  How  blest  are    they  who 

2.  How  blest  are    they  who 

3.  How  blest  are    they  who 


ver-come;  To  them  the 

ver-come,  Tho'  tried   by 

■  ver-come, Who  hid -den 


I 

Lord  will  give 

sufF'r-ing  here ; 

man  -  na  share, 
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To   eat     of     life's  a  -  bun-dant  tree, With  Him  in      Par-a-dise    to    be.  And 
Tho*trib  -  u  -  la-tions   be  their  lot.  The   sec-ond  death  shall  hurt  them  not,  Christ 
And  writ-ten      in      a    mys- tic  stone    A  name  re-vealed  to  them    a-lone.  Which 
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Cho. — Oh^Je  -  sus  pur-chased  this  for    me,  And    Je  -  sus 

A -J 


s  the    vie  -  to  -  ry  ;  Thro^ 


^^ 


:i^;4- 
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end  -  less  life  to  live,  And  end 
bids  them  naught  to  fear,  Christ  bids 
none      but    blood-washed  bear,    Which    none 
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-  less    life       to  live, 

them  nauffht  to  fear, 

but  Diood-washed  bear. 


^- 
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ver  -  come,   Through  Him 


Him        I         0     - 
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4  How  blest  are  they  who  overcome, 
And  to  the  end  obey ; 

He  gives  them  power  o'er  nations  far, 
And  for  their  own  the  morning  star, 
That  brings  eternal  day. 

5  How  blest  are  they  who  overcome ; 
In  Sardis,  shining  bright. 

Their  names  their  Saviour  shall  confess, 
And  never  from  His  book  erase. 
They  stand  in  raiment  white. 

6  How  blest  are  they  who  overcome ; 
He  makes  them,  pillars  fair. 

And  God  shall  write  on  them  His  name, 
And  also  "  New  Jerusalem ;" 
They  go  not  out  from  there. 

7  How  blest  are  they  who  overcome, 
And  sup  with  Christ  alone, 

To  whom  the  Lord  is  all  in  all ; 
For  he  that  overcometh  shall 
§it  with  Him  in  His  throne 


944     ^nd  Can  I  Yet  Delay? 

*  Tune,  Shirland,  p.  44. 

1  And  can  I  yet  delay 
My  little  all  to  give? — 

To  tear  my  soul  from  earth  away 
And  Jesus  to  receive? 
Chorus. 
Nay,  but  I  yield,  I  yield ; 

I  can  hold  out  no  more : 
I  sink,  by  dying  love  compelled. 
And  own  Thee  conqueror. 

2  Though  late,  I  all  forsake ; 
My  friends,  my  all,  resign; 

Gracious  Redeemer,  take,  oh,  take, 
And  seal  me  ever  Thine ! 

3  My  one  desire  be  this. 
Thy  love  alone  to  know ; 

To  seek  and  taste  no  other  bliss. 
No  other  good  below. 

(161)  C.  WISSLSY. 
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TIireugFi  Death  te  Life. 


[SANCTIFICATION. 


A.  B.  S. 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  I       am  cru  -    ci  -  fled    with  Je    - 

2.  Mys-tery  hid    from  an  -  cient  a 

3.  This  the   se  -  cret,  na  -   ture  hid    - 
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sus,  And  the    cross  hath  set    me 

ges !  But  at     length  to  faith  made 

eth,  Summer  dies    and  lives    a  - 
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free ;  I  have  ris'n  a-gain  with  Je-  sus,  And  He  lives  and  reigns  in  me. 
plain ;  Christ  in  me  the  Hope  of  Glo-ry,  Tell  it  o'er  and  o'er  a-gain. 
gain, Spring  from  winter's  grave  ariseth,  Harvest  grows  from  buried  grain. 
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Chorus. 
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Oh !  it    is 


so    sweet  to  die  with  Je  -  sus,  To    the  world, and  self,  and 
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so  sweet  to  live  with  Jesus,  As  he  lives  and  reigns  within. 
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4  This  the  secret  of  the  holy, 
Not  our  holiness,  but  Him ; 

Jesus !  empty  us  and  fill  us, 
With  Thy  fullness  to  the  brim. 

5  This  the  balm  for  pain  and  sickness, 
Just  to  all  our  strength  to  die, 

And  to  find  His  life  and  fullness, 
All  our  beings  need  supply. 


6  This  the  story  of  the  Master,    [Throne, 
Through   the    Cross,    He    reached    the 

And  like  Him  our  path  to  glory, 
Ever  leads  through  death  alone. 

7  It  may  be  our  dust  shall  moulder, 
In  the  tomb  where  Jesus  lay, 

Bnt  we  '11  rise  in  all  His  glory 
On  the  resurrection  day. 
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246. 

R.  K.  C. 


AfiGliored  Fast. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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pie  of  God  Sweet  peace  iti  be-liev-iiif^    I 


I've  en-tereclthe rest  of  the  peo  - 

My    la-bors,and  struggles, and  efforts  are  o'er,    My  bur-dens  have  all  roll'd  a- 
His  yoke  is    so  eas  -  y,  His  bur- den  so  light, His  love     is  the  theme  of  my 
4.  He    lead-eth  me  gen-  tly  be-side    waters  still.    In  pastures   so  green  I    lie 


I'm  saved     by   His  grace, 
Por      Je    -  sus   my    sins 
He  cleans  -  eth   me    dai 
The   clouds   of    my     tri  - 


I  am  washed  in  His  blood.  The 
and  in  -  firm    -  i  ■  ties    bore.  And 

ly  and  clothes  me  in  white.  And 
als  shine  bright  in  God's  will,       I 
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Chorus. 
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blood  that  makes  whiter  than 
He       is  my  strength  and  my 
keep  -  eth  me      all    the    day 
live  'twixt  the  cross  and  the 

snow, 
stay. 
long, 
crown. 

I've  anchored 

my    bark 
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the 
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har-bor  of  faith.  The      o  -  cean  of  fear    I    have  passed,  at     last;  Tho' 
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wild  -  ly  without,  sweeps  the  tempest  of  doubt,  I'm  safe,  for  I'm  anchored  fast. 
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247. 

A.  B.  S. 


Hirnself. 


[SANCTIPIOATIOK. 
A.  B.  Simpson. 


P 


1^  ^      I    ^--1 


iSi 


1.  Once  it  was   the  bless-ing,  Now  it    is      the     Lord;        Once  it  was  the 

2.  Once 'twas  painful  try  -  ing,Now 'tis  per -feet     trust;        Once    a  half    sal- 

3.  Once  't  was  bus-y  plan-ning,Now  't  is  trust-f  ul     prayer ;      Once 't  was  anxious 


fei^^^M; 


g^^#4=Mi 


^^t^pn 
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feel  -  ing,  Now  it  is  His  Word ; 
va  -  tion,  Now  the  ut  -  ter  -  most ; 
car  -  ing,    Now  He   has    the    care ; 


Once  His  gifts  I  want  -  ed, 
Once 't  was  cease-less  hold  -  ing, 
Once  *t  was  what    I    want  -  ed, 


Now,  theGiv-er  own; 
Now  He  holds  me  fast ; 
Now  what  Je-sus  says ; 


Once  I  sought  for  healing.Now  Himself  a  -  lone. 
Once 't  was  constant  drif ting,Now  my  anchor 's  cast. 
Once 't  was  constant  asking,Now  't  is  ceaseless  praise. 


0*rjright,  1181,  b;  A.  B.  Simpson. 

4  Once  it  was  my  working, 
His  it  hence  shall  be ; 

Once  I  tried  to  use  Him, 
Now  He  uses  me ; 

Once  the  power  I  wanted, 
/     Now  the  Mighty  One ; 

Once  for  self  I  labored, 
Now  for  Him  alone. 


6  Once  I  hoped  in  Jesus, 
Now  I  know  He 's  mine ; 

Once  my  lamps  were  dying, 
Now  they  brightly  shine ; 

Once  for  death  I  waited. 
Now  His  coming  hail ; 

And  my  hopes  are  anchored 
( ie4>         Safe  within  the  vail. 
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243. 


At  the  Gross  I'll  Abide. 


I.  B. 


I.  Baltzell. 
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1.  O      Je  -  sus,  Sav -iour,  I  long  to  rest,  Near  the  cross  where  Thon  hast  died; 

2.  My  dy  -  ing  Je  -  sus, my  Sav-iour,God,Who  hast  borne  my  guilt  and  sin, 
3.0  Je  -  sus.  Sav  -iour,now  make  me  thine,  Never  let  me  stray  from  Thee ; 
4.  The  cleans-ing  pow'r  of  Thy  blood  ap-ply ,  All  my  guilt  and  sin    re  -  move ; 
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For  there    is    hope  for  the  ach  -  ing  breast ;  At  the  cross   I     will 

Now  wash  me, cleanse  me  with  Thine  own  blood, Ever  keep   me  pure   and  clean. 

Oh,  wash  me, cleanse  me, for  Thou  art  mine.  And  Thy  love  is     full    and  free. 

Oh,  help   me,  while  at  Thy  cross  I       lie.  Fill  my  soul  with  per -feet    love. 
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Chorus. 
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At    the  cross  I  '11    a  -  bide.  At    the  cross 

At    the  cross  I'll      a  -  bide,  At    the  cross 
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At    the    cross    I'll      a  -  bide, There  His 


I'll      a    -  bide; 


I  '11      a  -  bide ; 
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blood 


ap  -plied,     At       the      cross      I       am    sat  -    is 
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from  "0»t«8  «f  Praise,"  bjr  peiroissioft, 
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249. 

A.  B.  S. 


Kadesti  Barnea. 


[S  A  N  C  T  I F  I  C  A  T  I  O  N. 


A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  They  came  to  the  gates  of     Ca  -  naan,  But  they  nev-er    en-tered    in;      They 

2.  On  tiie  morrow  they  would  have  en-tered,  But    God  had  shut  the    gate.    They 

3.  And    so      we  are   ev  -  er      com-ing      To    the  place  where  two  ways  part,  One 


i^fcfc 


;eee^£^e^ee^ 


■g±=S=q 


t" 


--^-f^ 


f— r 


-ip>— 1»>- 


L>     U 


0    H      1            N       h 

_i 

, 

! 

/> 

/ 1  ^  J        r  J    J        1 

1                              IS        IS  1      1               1             1        J 

1         1 

>.' 

^^    J      zi    ji    A      "! 

1       ^ 

^'      .J     1     1                   m,        1 

^         1 

7       9        m     9     m 

9 

5         ^--^         ssi«         m         J-' 

1 

came    to    the   ver  - 
wept,  theyrash-ly 
leads    to    the  Land 
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ven 
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thresh -old, 
-  tured, 
Prom  -ise, 

<v      v       ^         m       ^     ^        <ry 
But  they  perished       in    their     sin. 
But    a  -  las!       it      was  too      late. 
And  one    to        a     hardened     heart. 
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Chorus. 
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Oh,    heark-en    to    the      IIo  -  ly  Ghost, To-day    if    ye  will  hear  His  voice, To  - 
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day 
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while  it    is  call'd  to  -  day.       To  -  day  while  it 
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is  called  to  -  day ;     Oh, 
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hard  -  en      hot.      Oh,  hard-en  not  your  hearts, Oh,  hard-en   not    your  hearts 


:t 
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4  Oh,  brother,  give  heed  to  the  warning, 

And  obey  His  voice  today  ; 
The  Spirit  to  thee  is  calling, 

Oh,  do  not  grieve  Him  away. 


5  Oh,  come  in  complete  surrender, 
Oh,  turn  from  thy  doubt  and  sin ; 

Pass  on  from  Kadesh  to  Canaan, 
And  a  crown  and  kingdom  win. 


CoQjTight,  1801,  b;  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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250. 

A.  A.  F. 
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1.  Not     I,     but  Christ, be  honored, loved, ex-  alt  -  ed,  Not      I,     but  Christ, be 

2.  Not    I,     but  Christ, to  gen  -  tly  soothe  in  sor  -  row, Not      I,     but  Christ, to 

3.  Christ, on  -  ly  Christ  !no     i  -  dol  ev  -    er  fall  -ing, Christ, on  -  ly  Christ, no 
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I,     but  Christ,  in      ev  -  ery  look    and 
I,     but  Christ,  to     lift    the  v^ea  -  ry 


seen,     be  known, be  heard.      Not 
wipe    the  fall  -  ing  tear,       Not 


need  -  less  bust  -  ling  sound,  Christ,  on  -  ly  Christ,  no    self  -  im  -  port  -  ant 
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ac  -  tion,     Not       I,      but  Christ,     in      ev  -  ery  thought  and  word, 

bur  -  den,     Not      I,      but  Christ      to    hush  a  -  way      all  fear, 

bear-  ing,  Christ,  on  -    ly    Christ,    no    trace  of     "I"      be  found, 
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Chorus. 


^^^m^^. 


paEfefciE^asE: 


I 


^i 


0       to    be  saved  from  my-self,  dear  Lord,  O 


to     be    lost    in    Thee, 
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0      that  it  might   be     no  more    I,      but  Christ,  that  lives    in       me. 

0:^z 
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5  Not  I,  but  Christ,  my  every  need  supply^  ^ 

ing,  [health  to  be 

Not  I,   but   Christ,  my   strength  and 

Christ,  only  Christ,  for  body,  soul,  and 

spirit,  [in  me. 

Christ,  only  Christ,  live  then  Thy  life 
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supply-     5  Christ,  only  Christ,  ere  long  will  fill  my 
to  be ;  vision  ; 

Glory  excelling  soon,  full  soon  I'll  see 
Christ,  only  Christ,  my  every  wish  ful- 
filling— 
Christ,  only  Christ,  my  all  in  all  to  be. 
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C.  Wesley. 


Tune,  McKendree,  8s  &  7s,  D. 
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,     f  Love  di  -  vine,  all     love  ex-    cell  -  ing,     Joy  of  lieav'n, to  earth  come  down, ") 
'  \  Fix      in    us    Thy    hum-ble    dwell  -  ing ;  All  Thy  f  aith-f ul  mer-cies  crown.  / 
D.c.  Vis-  it     us    with    Thy    sal  -    va  -tion;  En-ter    ev  -  'ry  trem-bling  heart. 
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Je      sus,Thou  art      all    com- 
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-  sion,Pure,  unbound-ed     love  Thou    art. 
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2  Breathe,  O  breathe  Thy  loving  Spirit, 

Into  every  troubled  breast ; 
Let  us  all  in  Thee  inherit ; 

Let  us  find  that  second  rest. 
Take  away  our  bent  to  sinning ; 

Alpha  and  Omega  be ; 
End  of  faith,  as  its  beginning, 

Set  our  hearts  at  liberty, 

8  Come,  Almighty,  to  deliver, 

Let  us  all  Thy  life  receive ; 
Suddenly  return,  and  never, 

Never  more  Thy  temples  leave ; 
Thee  we  would  be  always  blessing, 

Serve  Thee  as  Thy  hosts  above. 
Pray,  and  praise  Thee  without  ceasing. 

Glory  in  Thy  perfect  love. 

4  Finish  then  Thy  new  creation ; 

Pure  and  spotless  let  us  be ; 
Let  us  see  Thy  great  salvation. 

Perfectly  restored  in  Thee  : 
Changed  from  glory  into  glory. 

Till  in  heaven  we  take  our  place, — 
Till  we  cast  our  crowns  before  Thee, 

Lost  in  wonder,  love,  and  praise. 

2  5  2  ♦     There '  s  a  Highway. 
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1  There 's  a  highway  for  the  ransomed 
"Where  the  children  of  the  King, 


Upon  their  pilgrim  journey 

Triumphantly  may  sing, — 
Of  a  Saviour  who  redeemed  them 

And  delivers  from  all  sin, — 
His  blood  now  makes  me  clean. 

Cho. — Glory,  glory,  hallelujah!  tj] 

His  blood  now  keeps  me  clean. 

2  On  the  mountain  tops  of  Beulah  land, 

Or  in  the  vale  below. 
Where  temptation's  wildest  hurricanes 

Their  fiercest  tempests  blow. 
In  sorrow  or  in  conflict  now 

His  grace  He  doth  bestow, — 
His  blood  now  makes  me  clean ! 

3  He  that  dwelleth  in  the  covert    ' 

Of  the  highest  of  the  high. 
Abides  in  perfect  safety 

And  the  devil's  hosts  defies, 
As  'neath  Jehovah's  mighty  wings 

No  evil  can  come  nigh, — 
His  blood  now  makes  me  clean. 

4  As  the  past  I  can't  live  over. 

Nor  insure  the  coming  years, 
I  claim  the  now  salvation, — 

Nor  live  in  future  fears ; 
Cross  no  bridges  till  I  reach  them, 

And  I  shfed  no  borrowed  tears, — 
His  blood  now  makes  me  clean. 
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SANCTIFlCAtlON.j 

253. 


SafiGtifled. 


"  Sanctified  in  Christ  Jesus.' 
Francis  R.  Havergal. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Church  of  God, beloved, chosen, Church  of  Christ,for  whom  He  died,  Claim  thy  gifts  and 

2.  By  His  will  He  sanc-ti  -  ft  -  eth,By  the  Spir-it's  power  within ;  By  the  lov-ing 

3.  Ho-li-nessby  faithin  Je-sus,Not  by     ef-fort  of  thine   o wn, Sin's  do-min-ion 

4.  He  will  sanctify  thee  whol-ly ;  Bo-dy,spir  -  it,soul  shall  be     Blame-less  till  thy 


praise  thy  Giver !  "  Ye  are  washed  and  sanctified !"  Sanc-ti-fied  by  God  the  Fa-ther, 
hand  that  chast'neth, Fruits  of  righteousness  to  win ;  By  His  truth, and  by  His  promise, 
crushed  and  broken, By  the  power  of  grace  alone ;  God's  own  ho  -  li-ne«s  within  thee, 
Saviour's  coming  In  His  glorious  majesty !  He  hath  per-f  ect-ed  f  or-ev  -  er 


And  by  Jesus  Christ  His  Son,  And  by  God  the  Holy  Spirit, Holy, holy  Three  in  One. 
By  His  Word, His  Gift  unpriced,  By  His  Wood, and  by  our  union  With  the  risen  life  of  Christ. 
His  own  beauty  on  thy  brow, This  shall  be  thy  pilgrim  brightness, This  thy  blessed  portion  now. 

Those  whom  He  hath  sanctified ;  Spotless,  glorious  and  holy  Is  theChurch,His  chosen  Bride. 
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Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !  what  a    Sav  -  iour !    He  who  for  our  sins  hath  died  ; 


T-^cr— i n-— — r»- — r^ 1 n- ar- 


^m 


3 


.|_ 1 1^ — ^ — 0. — ^ — I — 


4: 


]^d^ 


IPI 


^—^ 


3: 


:^=g=i^=j 


^  I 

Hal  -  le  -  lu  ^  jah !  what  a    Sav  -  lour !  Now    in    Him  we're  sane  -  ti  -  fied. 
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Present  TviWx. 


[SANCTIFICATION. 
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"Stand  ye  still,  and  see  the  salvation  of  the  Lord."    2  Chor.  xx :  17. 
R.  K.  C.  R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1 .  On  life's  rag  -  ing     o  -  cean  sail  -  ing,     Je  -  sus'  name    I  songlit  to  bear ; 

2.  Wea  -  ry    of      myself    cle  -ceiv-  ing,  Then  His  truth  broke  like    a  flood; 

3.  Ill    the  world  much  trib-n  -  la  -  tion  Must  ye    have, but     be       of  cheer; 

4.  Christ  a  -  lone  the    vic-t'ry    giv  -  eth,    Oh!  how  sweet, by  faith    to    cry, — 
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But  my  doubts  and  fears  prevail  -  ing, 

I      go    on-ward,just  be  -  liev  -  ing, 

I    have    o  -  ver-come  temp-ta  -  tion, 

'  Sure  -  ly    my    Re-deem-er      liv  -  eth, 


Filled  my  soul  with  anx-ious  care. 
Trust-ing      in    my    Saviour's  blood. 
I    have  conquered, do    not    fear. 
He  hath  conquered, and  not      I." 
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Fall  -  ing    al-ways,  al-ways   cry  -  ing,' 
Now  the    wa-ters  wild  are  sleep  -  ing. 
Long    a  -    go  the  bat  -  tie     end  -  ed, 
Strike  my  harp  with  loud  thanksgiv-ing, 

I 


•  Help  me !  save  me  !  grace  al  -  low ;" 

Je  -  sus  speaks, the  tem-pest  stills ; 

Now  the     flag     of  peace  un-furled; 

Bind  the    lau  -  rel  round  my  brow ; 
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Came  the    an-swer  sweet  re  -  ply  -  ing,  "  Je 
And      a     ho  -  ly  peace  comes  creeping  Like 
Wide  pro-claims  of  Christ  as-cend  -  ed ;       I 
I      was  dead, but  now  am    liv  -    ing,      Je 
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■  sus  saves  thee, saves  thee  now." 
th«     sun-light  down  the   hills. 

have      o  -  ver-come  the  world. 

■  sus  saves  me, saves  me    now. 
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D.s.   Glo  -  ry      in    the    high-est,    glo  -  nj ! 
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Refrain. 
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Shout  in  triumph,  shout  the    sto  -    ry;    Nev  -  er  more     a  doubt    al-low; 
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From  Meiiul  and  Haydn. 
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255. 


I'une,  Manoah. 

1  Oh,  how  the  thought  of  God  attracts 
And  draws  the  heart  from  earth ; 

And  sickens  it  of  passing  shows 
And  dissipating  mirth. 

2  'T  is  not  enough  to  save  our  souls, 
To  shun  eternal  fires ; 

The  thought  of  God  will  move  the  heart 
To  win  sublime  desires. 

3 .  The  freedom  from  all  wilful  sin 
The  Christians  daily  task, — 

Are  then  our  graces  far  below 
What  longing  love  would  ask? 

4  The  perfect  way  is  hard  to  flesh  •, 
It  is  not  hard  to  love ; 

If  thou  wert  sick  for  want  of  God 
How  swiftly  wouldst  thou  move ! 

5  A  trusting  faith,  a  glowing  eye, 
Can  win  their  way  above ; 

If  mountains  can  be  moved  by  faith, 
Is  there  less  power  in  love? 

Frederick  Fabbr. 
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1  Ob,  bliss  of  the  purified,    bliss  of  the 

free, 
I  plunge  in  the  crimson  tide   opened   for 

me; 
O'er  sin  and  uncleanness  exulting  I  stand. 
And  point  to  the  print  of  the  nails  in  his 

hand. 

Cho. — Oh,  sing  of  His  mighty  love, 
11:  Sing  of  His  mighty  love,  :|| 
Mighty  to  save. 

( 


2  Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified,  Jesus  is  mine, 
No  longer  in  dread  condemnation  I  pine ; 
In  conscious  salvation  I  sing  of  His  grace, 
Who  lifteth  upon  me  the  light  of  His  face. 

3  Oh,  bliss  of  the  purified,  bliss   of   the 

pure, 
No  wound  hath  the   soul  that  His   blood 

cannot  cure ; 
No  sorrow-bowed  head  but  may  sweetly 

find  rest, 
No  tears   but  may   dry  them   on  Jesus' 

breast. 

4  O  Jesus  the  crucified.  Thee  will  I  sing. 
My  blessed  Redeemer,  my   God   and  my 

King. 
My  soul  filled  with  rapture  shall  shout  o'er 

the  grave, 
And  triumph  in  death  in  the  "  Mighty  t» 
Save." 

Rev.   F.   BOTTOME 

1  Dear  Lord,  baptize  my  soul  with  fire, 
Burn  out  all  dross,  refine. 

And  sanctifiy,  and  then  inspire 
With  love,  this  heart  of  mine., 

2  Blest  Saviour,  at  Thy  feet  I  wait  — 
Wait  for  Thy  blessing  Lord ; 

Transform  my  soul,  the  work  complete, 
According  to  Thy  word. 

3  I  feel  Thy  sanctifying  grace, 
Which  Thou  dost  now  impart ; 

Gladly  that  love  I  now  embrace, 
E  'en  now  within  my  heart. 

4  'T  is  sweet,  dear  Saviour,  here  to  rest, 
To  trust  Thy  blessed  name ; 

To  lean  upon  Thy  sacred  breast 
And  Thy  sure  promise  claim. 
171)  Mrs.  S.  M.  Spebry. 
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R.  K.  C.  Scotch  air,  alt.  and  arr.  by  R.  Kelso.  Carter. 


1.  Je  -  sus,with  di-vine  com-pas-sion,  Hear  my  help-less  cry;      From  sin's  ru  -  in 

2.  Torn  with  strivings  and  conten  tion,Toss'd  by  fierce  a-larms ;  Stretch, with  mighty 

3.  Let    me  with  God's  sons  and  daughters, Bondage  leave  in  haste ;  Cut  my  pathway 
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Thou  canst  fashion  Work  meet  for  Thine  eye.     Ush  -  er    in    Thy  ne^  ere  -  a  -  tion, 

in  -  ter-ven-tion.  Thine  e  -  ter  -  nal  arms.    Look    up -on    my  deep  con-tri-tion, 

thro'  the  wa-ters, Guide  me  o'er  the  waste.  Quench  my  thirst  send  bread  from  heaven, 
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Cho. 
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Je  -  sus,  Sav-iour,  hear  me  plead-ing, 
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Call  it  ver  -  y  good ;  Light  of  life, send  now  sal-va  -tion, Thro  the  cleansing  blood. 
Give  me  per-f ect  rest ;  Raise  me  from  my  lost  con-di-tion,  Fold  me  to  Thy  breast. 
Hold  me  by  Thy  Law ;  Keep  me  from  the  doubting  leaven, Lead  to  Jordan's  shore. 
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4  On  the  verge,  in  faith  I'm  standing 
Cloud  and  tire  gone. 

Waiting  for  Thy  voice  commanding, 

Ark  of  God  lead  on. 
Speak  again  the  word  of  power, 

Hold  me  by  Thy  hand ; 
Lead  me,  Lord  this  very  hour 

To  the  promised  land. 

5  In  the  land,  beset  by  danger, 
Every  foe  cast  out ; 

Even  then  I'll  dwell  a  stranger. 
Though  with  victor's  shout. 

Looking  for  the  consummation 
O  'er  the  bursting  clod  ; 

For  the  city  with  foundation 
Made  and  built  by  God. 

QKQ  0  Love  Divine. 

AkU^  ^  Tune  Ariel,  p.  HI. 

1  O  love  divine,  how  sweet  thou  art 
When  shall  I  find  my  willing  heart 

All  taken  up  by  Thee? 
I  thirst,  I  faint,  I  die  to  prove 
The  greatness  of  redeeming  love, 

The  love  of  Christ  to  me. 


Spir-iVs    in  -  ter-ced^nn,g,  Save  me  from  all  sin. 

2  Stronger  His  love  than  death  or  hell ; 
Its  riches  are  unsearchable ; 

The  first-born  Sons  of  light 
Desire  in  vain  its  depths  to  see ; 
They  cannot  reach  the  mystery. 

The  length,  the  breadth,  the  height. 

3  God  only  knows  the  love  of  God ; 
O  that  it  now  were  shed  abroad 

In  this  poor  stony  heart ; 
For  love  I  sigh,  for  love  I  pine ; 
This  only  portion,  Lord,  be  mine 

Be  mine  this  better  part. 

4  O  that  I  could  forever  sit 
With  Mary  at  the  Master's  feet ! 

Be  this  my  happy  choice ; 
My  only  care,  delight,  and  bliss. 
My  joy,  my  heaven  on  earth,  be  this, 

To  hear  the  Bridegroom's  voice. 

5  O  that  I  could,  with  favored  John 
Recline  my  weary  head  upon 

The  dear  Redeemer's  breast ! 
From,  care  and  sin,  and  sorrow  free, 
Give  me,  0  Lord,  to  find  in  thee 
(172)  My  everlasting  rest.  C.Wesley. 
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1.  Lord  Je  -  sus,  I    long    to    be    per-fect-ly  whole ;  I  want  Thee  for-ev-er,  to 

2.  Lord  Jesus, look  down  from  Thy  throne  in  the  skies, And  help  me  to  make  a  com- 

3.  Lord  Je  -  sus, for  this    I  most  humbly  en  -  treat,  I  wait, blessed  Lord, at  Thy 

4.  Lord   Je  -  sus, Thou  seest      I     pa-tient-ly    wait,Comenow,and  withinme  a 
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live    in     my  soul ;  Break  down  ev  -'ry      i  -   dol,  cast  out    ev  -'ry    foe, 
plete  sac  -  ri  -  flee ;      I      give   up     my  -  self,and  what-ev  -  er      I    know, 
era -ci- fled   feet;    By   faith, for   my  cleansing,  I       see  Tliy  blood  flow, 
new  heart  cre-ate ;  To  those  who  have  sought  Thee, Thou  never  said'stNo, 
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Chorus. 
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wash  me     and    I      shall  be    whit  -  er  than  snow.     Whit-er    than  snow,  yes. 
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whit  -  er    than  snow ;  Now  wash  me  and      1      shall  be    whit 
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261. 


Tune,  Beulah  Land.    Key  G. 

1  My  soul  with  steadfast  hope  believes, 
From  Jesus  daily  strength  receives, 

So  in  the  strife  I  overcome, 
Gain  foretastes  of  the  heavenly  home. 

Chorus. 
From  Beulah  land,  sweet  Beulah  land, 

I  soon  shall  gain  the  heavenly  strand. 
.Across  the  waters,  comes  to  me, 

labile  visions  pure  and  bright  I  see, 


A  voice  that  speaks  of  rest  and  home. 
With  Him  by  whom  I  overcome. 

2  The  soul  that  thirsts  for  righteousness, 
In  spotless  garments  fain  would  dress. 

With  "  hidden  manna  "  may  be  fed. 
In  robes  of  righteousness  arrayed. 

3  My  dear  Redeemer  still  the  same, 
Will  gently  whisper  my  new  name, 

And  call  His  child  to  rest  and  home, 
If  to  the  end  I  overcome. 

Frances  Barrows. 
(173) 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


Abiding  and  Confiding- 


[SANCTIFICATION. 


i 


::f=45 


i^^ 


::^ 


-J»— R- 


J.  H.  Burke. 


-^. 


i=:&=^ 


■.M-^4-^=3etz 


ms^^=tr 


'^~-i- 


-^i^^=T- 


ri=i=4- 


1.  I    have  leara'd  the  wondrous  secret  Of    a  -  bid- ing   in    the  Lord;  I  have 

2.  I      am   cru  -  ci  -  fled  with  Je  -  sus,  And  He  lives  and  dwells  with  me  ;  I  have 

3.  All  my   sick-ness-es     I     bring  Him, And  He  bears  them  alia  -  way ;  All  my 

4.  For  my  words  I    take  His   wisdom, For  my  works  His  Spirit's  pow'r ;  For  my 
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found  the  strength  and  sweetness  Of  con  -  fid  -ing    in     His  word;     I  have 

ceased  from  all    my  struggling, 'T  is  no       long -er      I,     but     He.      All  my 

fears  and  griefs  I      tell    Him,  All     my     cares  from  day  to      day,     All  my 

ways  His  cease-less  Pres-ence, Guards  and  guides  me  ev  -'ry     hour.    Of  my 


Pg3 


-^ — V- 


=t:=t=t= 


-^ — ^ — , 


=t 


izi^^^?-qNz 


m 


-t-r 


^=:«{= 


^: 


=i=i 


]^ 


5=5 


tast  -  ed  life's  pure  fount-ain,    I  am  drink-lng  of     His  blood;    I     have 

will      is    yield -ed      to    Him,  And  His  Spir  -  it  reigns  with-in ;     And  His 

strength  I    draw  from  Je-  sus,  By  His  breath  I    live    and  move ;  E'en  His 

heart.  He     is      the     For -tion.  Of  my  joy    the  boundless  Spring ;  Sav-iour 


P^k— k^— ^=^=:g=t=^= 


=RE3 


=[:: 


=^=M^=:^=:N^=t= 


i 


^  i^ 


--V=-^- 


^:i=A- 


t^ 


P^^^l 


:^ 


^- 


lost  my  -  self  in  Je  -  sus,  I  am 
pre  -  cious  blood  each  mo  -  ment, Keeps  me 
ver  -  y  mind  He  gives  me,  And  His 
Sane  -  ti    -    ft    -    er,    Heal  -er,      Glo  -rious 


I 

sink  -  ing      in    -  to       God. 
cleansed  and  free    from    sin. 
faith,  and     life     and     love. 
Lord    and    com  -  ing    King. 
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Chorus. 
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I'm     a   -  bid  -  ing  in    the  Lord,  And  con  -  fid  -  ing  in    His  word  ;  And  I  'm 
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SANCTIFICATION.] 
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hid  -ing    in    the  bos-  oir    of    His  love. 


Yes,  a  -  bid  -  ing  in    the 
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Lord,  And  con  fld  -ing  in  His  word.  And  I  'm  hiding  in  tlie  bos-om   of  His  love. 
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263. 

R.  K.  C. 


Gracified  with  Christ. 
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S.  M.D. 

K.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  My   God    so  loved  the  vv^orld,He  gave  His  on  -  ly     Son ;  The  hosts  of  hell  were 

2.  As    Mos -es    lift  -  ed    up     The    ser -pent  on  the   pole,  So  Christ  on  Cal-v'ry 

3.  Be  -  set   andsore-ly  tried,  He  saves  from  sin  and  pain  ;  I     am   with  Je  -  sus 

4.  Oh,  fight  the  fight  of  faith!  Theprom-ise  is    for  you;  What-ev  -  er  Christ  our 
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backward  hurled, The  bat-tie  fought  and  won.  My    soul    in  faith  re  -ceives,   In 
drained  the  cup, To    save  my  sin  -  f  ul    soul.     As       I       be-hold  Him    die,      My 
cru  -  ci -fled.  And    yet      I    live    a  -  gain.    For    me    He  hath  suf  -  ficed,  From 
Sav-iour  saith,Be- lieve  it    to      be     true.  Now  reck -on    on    His   word.  That 
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spite  of  sin  and  strife, That  who-so-ev-er  Him  be-lieves  Hath  ev-er-last-ing  life, 
heart  from  e  -  vil  turns  ;The  Spir-  it  an-swers  to  my  cry, The  fire  with-in  me  burns, 
ev  -  'ry  care  set  free,  I    live  by  faith  in  Je-sus  Christ,  Who  gave  Himself  for  me. 
you   are  pure  within,    A -live,  in    Je- sus  Christ, to  God,  And  dead  indeed  to  sin. 
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264. 

A.  B.  S. 


WJiat  weald  Jesas  de? 


tSANCTIt'iCAlION. 


A.  B.  Simpson. 


1.  What  to   do    we  often  wonder,As  we  seek  some  watchword  true, Lo!  the  answer  God  hath 

2.  When  the  shafts  of  fierce  temptation,  With  their  fiery  darts  pursue, This  will  be  your  heavenly 

3.  When  He  comes  we  shall  be  like  Him,  We  may  now  be  like  Him  too,  All  our  life   to  others 
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giv  -  en.  What  would  Je-sus  do?  Ev -'ry  ques-tion  this  will  set-tie,  Ev-'ry 
arm- or.  What  would  Je-sus  do?  When  the  paths  of  sa-cred  du-ty,  Fie-ry 
show-ing,  What  would  Je-sus         do?  How  our  lives  wonld  speak  for  Je-sus,    If  we 
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d  ask  each  moment, What  would  Jesus 


:^= 


'-T-^' 


tangled  maze  un-do ;  Just  to  pause  and  ask  each  moment.  What  would  Jesus  do? 
tri-als  lead  you  thro', Shrink  not,f  aint  not,but  remember,  What  would  Jesus  do? 
ev  -  erkept  in  view,  Ev'ry  word  and  thought  and  action.  What  would  Jesus      do? 


m^^^^^^^ 


Refkain. 


m^^^^^^mm 


I^=& 


3E^EiiiE^JEr 


In  the  footsteps  of  theSaviour  I  would  walk  from  day  to  day,  I  would  follow  Je-sus 
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on  -  ly      all    I  think  or    do,  or  say ;  This  my  sa-cred  watchword  ever.   All    a- 
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long  the  ho-lyway,What  would  please  my  blessed  Mas- ter,  What  would  Je  -  sus       do? 
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R.  Kelso  Carter. 


The  Jordan  dressing. 
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Arr.  from  Schumann,  by  R.  K.  C. 
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1.  By  Jor  -  dan's  rushing  stream  I  stand ;  The  roll-ing  tide  is  deep  and  wide, I 

2.  The  pil    -     lar  sheds  its  glowing  light  On  corn  and  wine, on  fields  chat  shine  In 

3.  I  look         in  vain  for  Mos-es' rod,    Yet    on  the  brink  I  will  not  shrink,  Nor 
4.1  find        the  corn  and  wine  and  oil ;  No    Egypt's  taste, no  des-ert  waste, No 
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to    reach  the  promised  land;  The 

its   cloud  of    dark-  est  night,  To 

nal  word, the    ark    of    God,  Goes 

the   rich  -  est    of    the   spoil ;  My 
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inward  strife  T  leave  to  -  day ;      I    leave  to  -  day,      0 

wea-|ry  years  My  wil  -  der-ness ;     My  wil   -  der-ness.  With 

shore  to  shore, The  fioods  di-vide,  The  floods  di  -  vide.      I 

•  on  the  land.  No  foes  I    fear.     No  foes  I    fear.       I 
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de  -sert  life    of 
sighs  and  tears  of 

on     be-  fore  ;from 
feet  now  stand  up 
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Lord!  from  sin 
God       be  -  hind 
reck  -    on      I 
trust      in  what 
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grant  full 
and  God 
am  dead 
my  Josh 


Thy 


re  -lease.  Give  me      'Thy  per  -  feet  peace, 
be  -  fore,    I'll  reach    the    far  -  ther  shore, 
to     sin ;  God's  word  gives  peace  with  -  in. 
ua    saith.  And  fight    the  fight      of    faith. 
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266. 

A.  B 


He  Bere  0ar  Serrews. 


tii  Dialing. 
Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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Je  -  sus  came  from  heav'n  above,  Came  to    bear  our  sor  -  row, Lived 

Je  -  sus  walked  in  Gal  -  i  -  lee.        Just  to    bear  our  sor-  row,    Je - 

Je  -  sus  sanc-ti-fles  our  soul,      Heal-ing  all  our  sor-  row,    Je  - 
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life   of  suff'ring  love,  Lived  to  bear  our  sor - 

died  on  Cal-va  -  ry.     Died  to   bear  our  sor  - 

makes  our  sickness  whole,  Je-sus  bears  our  sor  - 

row. 
row. 
row. 

I  'm  so  glad  that  Je-sus 
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the  suff'rer  free,     I  'm   so  glad    His  glorious  name  Has 
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healed  and  ransomed  me;  I'm  so  glad  He'll  do  the  same,Poor  suff'ring  one, for  thee. 
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91,  \ij  A.  B.  Simpson. 


4  Jesus  weeps  with  all  our  woes, 

Jesus  feels  our  sorrow, 

Jesus  meets  for  us  our  foes, 

Jesus  bears  our  sorrow. 


5  Jesus  soon  will  come  again, 
Come  to  end  our  sorrow ; 
Then  we  '11  sing  in  louder  strain, 
Jesus  bore  our  sorrow 


(178) 


HEALING.] 

267. 

Tabor. 


Jesiis  Vky,  Healer. 
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James  v:  14, 15. 


G.  Tabor  Thompson,  by  per. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,my     Sav-iour !  has  died  on  the    tree,  Bear  -  iiig  thy    sickness  thus 

2.  In    His  a  -  tone-ment the  worli  is   com-plete.  Sick- ness  and  sor  -  row  are 

3.  Call  for  the     eld  -  ers, they '11  pray  for  thee  now,    A  -  noint  thee  with  oil, while 

4.  Praise  the  Re-deem  -  cr !  I     trust    in  His  pow'r.  His    heal  -  ing  hand  touched  me 
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-  ing  thee  free :    Oh!      it  is  won-der-ful;  How  could  it      be? 
der  His  feet;    Fly      to  this  ref  -  uge,  for    here   thou  wilt    see, 

-  ly    they  bow; Pray 'r  will  be  an-SAvered, 'twas  an-swered  for    me; 
from  this  hour      I         go  to  thank  Him  for     mak  -  ing   me  whole, 
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Chorus. 
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Je  -  sus  bro't  heal-ing  for    thee. 

Je  -  sus  has  heal-ing  for  thee. 
Sick-ness  and  sor-row  will  flee. 
Bod  -  y    as    well  as    my     soul. 


Heal-ing  for  thee, Heal-ing    for  thee ; 
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In      His      a    -  tone  -  ment    is      heal  -  ing      for  thee ; 


Oh!" 
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won-der-ful ;  How  could  it      be  ? 
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Je  -  sus  bro't  heal  -  ing  for  thee. 
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265. 


The  OnGtianged  Healer. 


[HEALING. 


"  Himself  took  our  infirmities  and  bare  our  sicknesses.^'    Matt,  viii :  17. 
R.  K.  C.  11.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,Tlion  ev  -  er    art  the  same, To-day  and  yes-ter-day  are  one ;  Theglo-ries 

2.  In  Thine  own  bo  -  dy   on    the  tree  My  guilt  and  inbred  sin  were  borne ;  My  siclcness- 

3.  Is  Thine  P,rm  shorten'd  by  the  years?  Thy  promises  outlaw'd  by  time?  Canst  Thou  not 
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Refrain. 
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of  Thy  mighty  name  For-ev-er  mark  God's  ris-en  Son.    For  me  the  Lord  was  crud- 
es were  laid  on  Thee, For  me  Thy  loving  heart  was  torn, 
see  the  sufF'rer's  tears  That  flow  in  ev'ry  land  and  clime? 
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fled,  For    me    He     suf-f'red,bled,anddied;  My    Je-susbore    it      all  for   me. 
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the    tree, 
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4  Is  anything  too  hard  for  Thee? 

O  God  of  all  the  earth,  canst  Thou 
Give  to  my  spirit  liberty, 
But  cannot  heal  my  body  now? 

5  Away,  my  fears,  I  come  to  Christ- 
Soul,  spirit,  body,  by  Thy  word, 

Thro'  Thee,  who  once  was  sacrificed, 
Be  wholly  sanctified  to  God, 


269. 


Christ  the  Healer. 

Tane  above. 


1  Tho'  eighteen  hundred  years  are  past, 
Since  Thou  didst  in  the  flesh  appear. 

Thy  tender  mercies  ever  last. 
And  still  Thy  healing  power  is  here. 

2  O  Christ,  Thou  art  the  Saviour  still, 
In  every  place  and  age  the  same. 

Thou  never  hast  forgot  Thy  skill. 
Or  lost  the  virtue  of  Thy  name. 

3  Faith  in  Thy  changeless  name  I  have. 
My  good  and  kind  Physician  Thou, 

From  "Songg  of  Perfect  I*ve."  by  per.  John  J.  Hood, 


From  all  disease  Thy  hand  can  save, 
To  perfect  health  restore  me  now^ 

4  All  my  disease,  my  every  sin, 
To  Thee,  O  Jesus,  I  confess ; 

Pardon  my  faults,  my  cure  begin, 
And  perfect  me  in  holiness. 

5  Be  it  according  to  Thy  Word, 
Accomplish  now  the  work  in  me, 

And  so  shall  I,  with  health  restored. 

Devote  my  every  power  to  Thee. 

( 180 )  Manie  Payne  Fbrguson. 


HEALING.] 

270.      Blessed  Be  the  Great  Atenernerit. 


A.  B.  S. 


A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Bless-ed    be    the  glo  -  rious    tid-ings    To      a      suff-'ring  world  re-vealed ; 

2.  Je  -  siis   ev -er  welcomed  the  sufferers,  To   His    mer-cywho   ap-pealed; 

3.  Bless-ed    be    the    sa  -  cred anoint-ing,    By    the    Ho-  ly   Spir  -  it  sealed; 
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sus has  atoned  for  our  sick-ness,And  by  His  stripes  we  are  healed. 
He  bids  us  bring  Him  our  sick-uess,ror  by  His  stripes  we  are  healed. 
sus  lay  Thine  own  hand  up  -  on      us,  For    by    Thy  stripes  we  are  healed. 
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Chorus. 
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Bless-ed      be    the  great   a  -  tone  -  ment,To     a      suff-'ring  world  re  -  vealed; 
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Bless-ed      be    the    great  Phy  -  si  -  cian,  For    by     His  stripes  we  are  liealed. 
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4  Saviour,  mid  the  arrows  of  Satan, 
Be  our  refuge  and  our  shield ; 

Safely  shall  we  walk  through  all  danger. 
For  by  'thy  stripes  we  are  healed. 


5  Jesus  to  Thy  glory  forever, 
All  our  members  we  would  yield ; 

Never  let  us  cease  to  remember, 
That  by  Thy  stripes  we  are  healed. 
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Frank  Gould. 


Healing  far  ^tiee. 


[HEALING. 
Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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Je  -  sus  the      Sav-ioiir     is 
Je  -  sus     is        pa  -  tient-ly 

Je  -  sus    is  pass  -  ing,  oh 
Je  -  sus  will     save  thee  if 
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pass-ing  this    way,  Come, 

call -ing  to  -    day,  Come, 

fall      at  His     feet,  Come, 

thou  wilt  be  -  lieve,  Come, 
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there  is 
there  is 
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Yes,  heal-ing  for 
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thee. 


Rise  at   His  bid-cling,  oh,w^hy  wilt  thou  stay? 
Now  He  is     wait-ing  no  long-er      de-lay, — 
Fly   to  thy    ref-uge,  thy  on  -  ly      re-treat. 
Haste, and  the   rap-ture  of    par  -don    re-ceive, 
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Chorus. 


Come, there  is  heal-ing    for    thee.     .     .     . 
Yes,  healing  for    thee. 


Healing  for    thee,     sin-ner,  for 
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thee,  Now  there  is  heal-ing  for    thee;  Je  -  sus  the  Saviour 

Yes,    heal-ing    for  thee; 
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pass-ing    this  way; 
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Come,  there  is     heal-ing 


for       thee. 

Yes,   heal  -  ing   for   thee. 
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272. 

A.  B.  S. 


B.  Simpson. 


1   r  -   rr 

1.  There  is  cleans-ing  in 

2.  There  is     heal  -ing  in 

3.  There  is    srlacl-ness  in 
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Je  sus,  for  guilt  and  for  sin, There's  a  fount-ain  that 
Je  -  sus,  the  same  as  of  old,  There  is  heal  -ing  for 
Je  -  sus  that  nev-er  grows  old,  There's  a  sunshine  that 
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wash  -  es  us  whit  -  er  than  snow,  There 's  a  Spir  -  it  that 's  will-ing  To 
all  who  be-lieve  and  o  -  bey.  For  the  love  and  com-pas-sion,  that 
nev  -    er  shall  van  -    ish      a  -  way ;      Oh,  the    rest     and  the  sweetness  can 
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All     us      with-in      Till  the  depths  of      our  be-ing    His  cleansing  shall  know, 
nev-er    grow  cold.  Are  as    a-  ble   and    will-ing    to    help    us    to-day. 
nev  -er      be    told,  Of  the  hearts  that  have  learned    to     be  -  lieve   and  obey. 
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Healing  in    Je  -  sus,heal-ing  for  tliee,    Healing  for  all 'vvlio  believe  and  o- bey; 
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Heal-ing  in  Je  -  sus, Healing  for  me,  Je  -    sus    I  take  Thee, for  healing  to-day. 
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273.  WUtJF|ea  be  Made  Wtiele? 

W.  J.  K.  ^0^^^^^^mmmmmmmmmm0^'         Wm.  J.  Kiricpatrick. 
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Hear  the  footsteps  of  Je  -  sus,  He  is  now  pass-ing  by,  Bearing  balm  for  the 
'T  is  the  voice  of  that  Sav-iour,  Whose  mer  -  ci  -  ful  call  Free-ly  of  -  fers  sal- 
Are  you  halting  and  struggling, O'erpower'd  by  your  sin,  While  the  wa-ters  are 
Blessed   Sav-iour,  as-  sist    us     To       rest    on  Thy  word ;  Let  the  soul-healing 
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wounded.  Healing  all  who  ap  -ply;  As  He  spake  to  the  suff-'rer  Who 
va-  tion  To  one  and  to  all ;  He  is  now  beck'ning  to  Him  Each 
troubled  Can  you  not  en  -  ter  in?  Lo, the  Sav-iour  stands  waiting  To 
pow-er    On   us  now    be    out-poured ; Wash  a-way   ev  - 'ry      sin-spot, Take 
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lay    at     the 

sin  -  taint-ed 

strengthen  your 

per- feet  con- 


pool, 
soul, 
soul, 
trol, 


He  is 

And 

He  is 

Say  to 


I  "I 

say  -  ing  this  moment, "Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 
lov  -  ing  -  ly  ask  -  ing, "Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 
ear-  nest-  ly  plead-ing,"Wilt  thou  be  made  whole?" 
each  trust  -ing  spir  -  it,  "Thy  faith  makes  thee  whole." 
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Wilt  thou    be  made  whole?    Wilt  thou    be  made  whole?  Oh,come,wea-ry 
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suff-'rer,   Oh,  come, sin -sick  soul;    See, the  life-stream  is    flow- ing,  See, the 
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cleansing  waves  roll,  Step    in  -  to     the    cur-rent  and  thou  shalt  be  whole. 
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"  ^/len  sTie  heard  of  Jesus,  came  in  the  press  behind,  and  touched  his  garment.^*    Mark  v:  2Y. 
Words  by  Mrs.  E.  C.  Ellsworth.  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick,  by  per. 
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1.  An  ea  -    ger,  rest  -  less  crowd  drew  near,  And  round  the  Sav-iour  press'd: 

2.  Themul  -  ti  -  tude,  with    cu  -  rious  eyes,    Justgaz'd  up -on     His   face; 

3.  Oh, near     to  Christ  the   man  -  y    came,    In    that  most  fa  -vor'dhour! 

4.  Of  all     who  throng  His  courts  to-  day,  Who  shall    re-ceiveHis  word? 
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But  one,  with  warm  and  lov  -  ing  faith.  His  heal-ingpow'r  confessed. 
But  she  glanced  up  with  hope,  and  love,  To  feel  His  sav  -  ing  grace. 
But  onestretch'dout  the  hand  of  faith,  And  touch'd  His  healing  power. 
Who  shall  reach  forth  with  faith    sin- cere.     To    touch  the  heal-ing  Lord? 
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She      had  touched  the  hem  of    His  gar -ment.  Trusting  with  all      her    soul; 
Zasiv. Come  and  touch  the  hem   of    His  gar-ment,  Trusting  with  all     your   soul; 


Eor  ev  - 'ry  touch  of    the   lov -ing  Je  -  sus, Can  make  the    wounded  whole. 
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Prof.  Thomas  C.  Upham. 


L.  M. 


[HEALING. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Oh, when  shall  sickness  and  disease, Their  per-&e  -  cu  -  ting  war-fare  cease ;  And 

2.  Doubt  not  that  bet-ter    day  is  near,The    suf-f'ring  sons  of  earth  to  cheer ;  Dis  - 

3.  Let  Christ, descending  from  a -bove,Be-come  in  -  car -nate  in  Thy  love;  The 

4.  Let  the  great  Heal-er  make  Thee  free, From  sins  cor-rod-ing  mal-a-dy ;    And 


weak-ness  die,  and  grief  and  pain,  And 

sease  and  pain   are  borne  of    sin.  Their 

in  -ward  ills     and  wrong  sub-due.  And 

then  the  life  that's  in    the  soul, Shall 
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death  it  -  self    at      last    be      slain? 
rem  -  e  -  dy     is     found  with  -  in. 
make  Thy  fal  -  len     na  -  ture      new. 
make  the  suf-f'ring  bod   -y      whole. 
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Copyright,  1891,  by  R.  K.  Carter. 


276, 

Rev. 
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Wm.  Hunter. 


The  Sreat  PhYsiciari. 
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Arr.  by  Rev.  J.  H.  Stockton,  by  per. 
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The  great  Phy  -  si  -  clan  now  is  near,The  sym -pa -thiz -ing  Je  - 
He  speaks  the  droop  -ing  heart  to  cheer,  Oh!  hear  the  voice  of  Je  - 
r  Your  man  -y  sins  are  all  for-given,  Oh!  hear  the  voice  of  Je  - 
Go     on      your  way     in   peace  to  heav'n,  And  wear  a  crown  with  Je- 


sus, I 
sus,  j 
sus,  i 
sus, 
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Sweet-est  name  on  mor-tal  tongue,  / 
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3  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb ! 
I  now  believe  in  Jesus ; 

I  love  the  blessed  Saviour's  name, 
I  love  the  name  of  Jesus. 

4  His  name  dispels  my  guilt  and  fear. 
No  other  name  but  Jesus : 

Oh !  how  my  soul  delights  to  hear 
The  charming  name  of  Jesus. 

L  M. 


1  At  evening  when  the  sun  was  set. 
The  sick,  O  Lord,  around  Thee  lay, 

Oh,  with  what  various  pains  they  meet ! 
Oh,  with  what  joy  they  went  away ! 

2  Once  more  't  is  evening,  Lord  and  we. 
Oppressed  with  various  ills,  draw  near, 

What  though  Thy  face  we  cannot  see? 
We  feel  and  know  that  Thou  art  near. 


9737      At  Evening. 

*  Tune,  Healing.  .  ^        ,  ^.        i  , 

'6  O  gracious  Lord,  our  woes  dispel! 

For  some  are  sick,  and  some  are  sad, 
And  some  have  never  loved  Thee  well, 

And  some  have  lost  the  love  they  had. 
4  Thy  touch  has  still  its  ancient  power, 

No  word  of  Thine  can  fruitless  fC-I. 
Hear,  in  this  solemn  evening  hour  , 

And,  in  Thy  mercy,  heal  us  {  " 
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HEALING.] 

275. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby 


Healifig  at  the  Feantain. 

Wm.  J.  KrnicPATRiCK,  by  per. 


1.  There   is  lieal-ing  at  tlie  fouii -tain, Come, be -hold  the  crim-som  tide, 

2.  There   is  heal-iug  at  the  foiin -tain, Come  and  find  it     wea -ry    soul, 

3.  There   is  heal-ing  at  the  foun -tain,  Look  to    Je  -  sns  now  and  live, 

4.  There   is  heal-ing  at  the  foun -tain.  Pre -cious  fountain  Med  with  blood; 


Flow-ing  down  from  Calvary's  mountain.  Where  the  Prince  of  Glo-ry  died. 
There  your  sins  may  all    be     cov  -  ered  ;  Je    -   sus  waits  to  make  you  whole. 

At      the  cross  lay  down  thy  bur  -  den ;  All      thy  wanderings  He  'II  forgive. 
Come,  O   come, the  Sav-iour  calls   you.  Come  and  plunge  beneath  its  flood. 
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O    the  foun-tain?  blessed  heal-ing  fountain  !  I     am  glad 't  is  flow-ing   fret 
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O  the  fount-ain  !  precious, cleansing  fountain !  Praise  the  Lord, it  cleanseth  me. 
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Cepyright,  1S83,  by  V 


279. 


He 


Healetli  me. 


1  He  healeth  me,  O  bless  His  name ! 
I  want  to  spread  abroad  his  fame; 
From  dread  disease  He  sets  me  free, 
The  Lord  my  healer,  strong  is  He. 

Chorus. 
He  healeth  me.  He  healeth  me, 
By  power  divine  He  healeth  me ; 
He  healed  the  sick  in  Galilee, 
And  now  by  faith  he  healeth  me. 

2  He  healeth  me,  my  simple  faith 
Believes  the  word  that  Jesus  saith. 
And  takes  the  place  of  ardent  hope. 
Believes  the  Lord  will  raise  me  up. 


Key  of  D. 

3  He  healeth  me,  I  touch  for  cure 
The  border  of  His  garment  pure. 
And  virtue  through  my  being  flows, 
A  healing  ])alm  for  natnre's  woes. 

4  He  healeth  me,  as  when  of  yore. 
Their  sins  and  sicknesses  Pie  bore. 
Nor  has  He  lost  His  power  and  skill, 
Our  l)lessed  Christ  is  living  still. 

5  He  healeth  me,  0  oft  I  sought 

This  healing  power  but  found  it  not, 
But  noAV  I  trust  with  all  my  soul. 
And  now  thro'  faith  He  makes  me  whole. 
( 187 )  Manie  Payne  Ferguson. 
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[HEALINa. 


A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  There    is      a  heal-ing  branch  that  grows  Where  ev-'ry  bit-ter    Ma-rah  flows  ;This 

2.  There    is      an  old    ap  -  pointed  way  Eor those who"hearken  and    o  -  bey;"  A- 

3.  There  is"  an  ordinance  "  that  has  stood  Since  Israel  crossed  the  parted    flood,  It 

4.  There    is      a  great  Phy  -  si  -  cian  still  Whose  hand  has    all    its    an-cient  skill ;  At 
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is    our  health  re   -  new-ing  tree,  "  I 

bove  the  gate  these  words  we   see,  "I 

stands  to-day  for      you  and  me,  "I 

His   command  our    pains  will  flee,"  I 


am  the  Lord  that  heal  -  eth  thee." 

am  the  Lord  that  heal  -  eth  thee." 

am  the  Lord  that  heal  -  eth  thee." 

am  the  Lord  that  heal  -  eth  thee.* 


Marah,That  sets  the  suff"rer  free.     Blessed  be  His  name  for-ev-er,The  Lord  that  healeth  me. 
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1  We  may  not  climb  the  heavenly  steeps 

To  bring  the  Lord  Christ  down ; 
In  vain  we  search  the  lowest  deeps 
For  Him  who  fills  Heaven's  throne. 

2  But  to  the  contrite  spirit  yet 

A  present  help  is  He ; 
And  faith  has  yet  its  Olivet, 

And  love  its  Galilee. 
S  The  healing  of  His  seamless  dress 

Is  by  our  beds  of  pain ; 
We  touch   Him  in    life's    throng    and 

And  we  are  wbole  again.  [press, 


4  Through  Him  the  first  fond  prayers  are 

Our  lips  of  childhood  frame ;      [  said, 
The  last  low  whispers  of  our  dead 
Are  burdened  with  His  name. 

5  O  Lord  and  Saviour  of  us  all, 

Whate'er  our  name  or  sign. 
We  own  Thy  sway,  we  hear  Thy  call, 
And  form  our  lives  by  Thine. 

6  We  faintly  hear,  we  dimly  see, 

In  different  phrase  we  pray ; 
But,  dim  or  clear,  we  own  in  Thee, 
The  Truth,  the  Life,  the  Way. 
i)  J.  G.  Whittikb. 
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252. 

Lizzie  Edwards. 


In  the  ffiernifig. 


Jno.  R.  Sweney,  by  per. 
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1.  We    are  pil-griins  looking  home, Sad  and  wea  -  ry  oft     we  roam, But    we 

2.  O  these  ten  -  der  brok-en  ties.  How  they  dim    our  ach  -  ing  eyes.  But  like 

3.  When  our  fettered  souls  are  free,  Far    be-yond  the  nar  -  row  sea,  And   we 

4.  Thro'  our  pil-grim  journey  here,  Tho'  the  night  is  sometimes  drear, Let    us 
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know  't  will  all  be  wellj  in  the  morning ;  When, our  anchor  flrm-ly  cast,  Ev-'ry 
jew-els  they  will  shine  in  the  morning ;  When  our  vic-tor  palms  we  bear,  And  our 
hear  the  Saviour's  voice  in  the  morning ;  When  our  golden  sheaves  we  bring  To  the 
watch  and  per-se-vere    till  the  morning ;  Then  our  highest  tribute  raise, For  the 
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storm  -  y  wave  is  past.  And  we  gath-er  safe    at  last      in  the  morn  -  ing. 

robes    im-raor-tal  wear,  We  shall  know  each  other  there  in  the  morn -ing. 

feet   of  Clirist, our  King,  What  a  cho-rus  we  shall  sing    in  the  morn -ing. 

love  that  crowns  our  days.  And  to  Je  -  sus  give  the  praise  in  the  morn  -  ing. 
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D.s.  sun  -  ny    re-gion  bright,  Whenvje  hail  the  bless-ed  light 
Chorus. 
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When  we    all      meet  a  -  gain      in    the  morn  -  ing,     On    the  sweet  blooming 
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hills       in    the  morn  -  ing 
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Nev  -  er-more    to     say  good  night    In    that 
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[TKIAL  AKD  COMFORT. 

253,  Art  Theu  Weary. 

J.  M.  Neale,  D.D.     Chorus  by  R.  K.  C.  Arranged  from  M.  Lindsey. 
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1.  Art  thou  wea  -  ry,  art  thou  Ian  -  guid,    Art  thou  sore  dis  -  tress'd?  "Come  to 

2.  Hath  He    di  -     a  -  dem  as    mon  -  arch,  that  His    brow    a    -    dorns?  Yes, a 

3.  If      I    ask     Him    to     re-ceive      me,     Will  He      say       me     nay?    Not  till 

4.  If      I    find    Him,  if      I      fol  -    low  What  His   guer  -  don  here?  Many  a 


i 


zSl 


:£ 


^^ 
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fcrto 


i=^:d: 


:*z=3i: 


^»T*- 
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me,"  saith  one,    And    com  -  ing.  Be  at  rest,         Be     at       rest. 

crown  in      very   sur  -    e     -      ty.  But  of  thorns,     But    of  thorns, 

earth,  and    not    till      heav  -  en.  Pass  a    -  way.          Pass  a  -      way. 

sor  -  row,  many  a        la    -    bor,  Many  a  tear,        Man  -  y  a  tear. 


m 


MM 


rpzi^- 


•^— P- 


=t:=t=t: 
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Chorus. 


•    ^ 
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iTtt*-*- 


Depths  of    love    and    mer  -  cy    show-ing,       From   all      sin      He  grants  re 


1/ — ^-^ — > — k — ^-T — r — V— tr— 1/—- 1/— i^-^^ 


i 


m^ 


h-^ 


?^ 


tgs^g^Et 
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=t=E 


;  Like  a     riv  -    er,      ev  -  er    flow  -  ing,     Je  -  sus    gives   me    per-f ect 


r     1/    '^   t* 


^^^M^^^^E^i^Jk^^^^ 


peace, Like  a      riv  -    er,    ev  -  er    flow-ing,     Je  -  sus  gives  me    per-f  ect  peace. 
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5  If  I  still  hold  closely  to  Him, 

What  hath  He  at  last? 
Sorrow  vanquished,  labors  ended, 
II : Jordan  past. :[{ 


6  Findiag,  following,  keeping,  fighting, 

Is  He  sure  to  bless? 
Saints,  apostles,  prophets,  martyrs, 
II  :Answer,  yes !  :  || 

(190) 
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2S4. 


Flee  as  a  Bird. 


Expression. 


Mary  S.  B.  Dana,  1840. 


is^S^i^^Ei^si^iiig 


Wr 


1^:* 


I  i 

1.  Flee  as     a  bird    to  your  moun  -  tain,  Thou  who  art  wea-ry    of      sin; 

2.  He    will  protect  thee  for  - ev      -      er,    Wipe  ev  - 'ry  fall  -  ing         tear 


s 


m 
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-0-^0^ 
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^-^ 


^^=^-=&--=r 
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_^_^_ 


i*- 


'i--5--:a-T:^-  ,^ 


Go    to    the  clear  flowing    foun    -  tain.  Where  you  may  wash  and  be  clean; 
He    will  for-sake  thee, oh,    nev    -      er,       Shel-tered  so  ten  -  der  -  ly  there ! 


^r^=f=l 


0—^- 


=?BIE3r 


5&= 


?^ 


:r-^: 


j-  agitato,  ^       ^     .      ^;i 


--^-^ 


:^ 


Fly      for  th'aveng  -  er 
Haste  then, the  hours    are 


near 
fly      - 


thee,       Call,    and    the  Sav  -  iour  will 
ing,      Spend  not    the  mo  -  ments  in 


^dfi- 


E^E 


a  tempo. 
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:a|zz^: 


:j=3.-it 


'^ 


Wi 


-•I— *- 


-*-% 


^iF=«. 


hear  thee;        He        on      His  bos  -  om    will     bear 

sigh      -       ing.       Cease     from  your  sor  -  row    and    cry 

A— 


thee. 


O 

The 
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-^-=3^t- 
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=t 


-.^= 
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1^=^ 


1^^ 


w, 


^^^^m 


thou,  who  art  wea  -  ry     of  sin,        O       thou,  who  art  wea  -  ry    of   sin. 
Sav  -  iour  will  wipe    ev  - 'ry  tear,     The      Sav  -  iour  will  wipe    ev  - 'ry  tear. 


^i 


-■P--^ 


^r- 


^^—r — I — 'h- 


^  i 


^    ^ 


2S5.      Trn  Seing  Horrie  te  Die  Nq  Mere. 

Wm.  Hunter,  D.D. 


[TEIAL   AND   COMFORT. 


Arranged. 


igi^^P^^S^ 


a 


,     r  My  heav'nly  home  is  bright  and  fair;  Nor  pain, nor  death  can    en  -  ter  there ;  \ 
■  \  Its  glitt'ring  tow'rs  the  sun  out-shine ;  That  heav'nly  man-sion  shall  be   mine,  j 


*=|k=|k: 


--£;-■*■- 


*=^=f: 


:^=^ 


-P-! 


S^ 


t=P=:t:: 


p        /  /'m  ^0  -  ing  home, I'm 
\  To  die    no  more; I'm  ; 


2  My  Father's  house  is  built  on  high, 
Far,  far  above  the  starry  sky ; 
When  from  this  earthly  prison  free, 
That  heavenly  mansion  mine  shall  be. 

3  While  here,  a  stranger  far  from  home. 
Affliction's  waves  may  round  me  foam ; 
Although  like  Lazarus,  sick  and  poor. 
My  heavenly  mansion  is  secure. 


)  -  ing    home,  I'm  go  -ing  home  to    die    no    more! 
)  -  ing    home,  I'm  go -ing  home  to    die    no    more! 


4  Let  others  seek  a  home  below. 
Which  flames  devour,  or  waves  o'erflow ; 
Be  mine  a  happier  lot  to  own 

A  heavenly  mansion  near  the  throne. 

5  Then  fail  this  earth,  let  stars  decline, 
And  sun  and  moon  refuse  to  shine, 

All  nature  sink  and  cease  to  be. 
That  heavenly  mansion  stands  for  me 


256. 


Pisgat}.  CM. 


Arranged. 


Chorus.  ,^,  "  i  i^  IS 


Then  you '11  sing  hal-le  -    lu    -    jah.    And  I '11  sing    hal-le  -  iu-jah,Andwe'lI 
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I 

lu     -     jah,     In 


-i-,*-tii-bS 


all    sing    hal    -  le 

n    r-i 


that  bright  world  a 


bove. 


"^^ 


rfz.- 


P=^ 
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^^ 


-I 


gg:7  When  I  Can  Read  My  Title  Clear. 


1  When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 
To  mansions  in  the  skies, 

1  bid  farewell  to  every  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage, 
And  fiery  darts  be  hurled. 

Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage, 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

(192) 


3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 
Let  storms  of  sorrow  fall, 

So  I  but  safely  reach  my  home, 
My  God,  my  heaven,  my  all. 

4  There  I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul 
In  seas  of  heavenly  rest. 

And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 
Across  my  peaceful  breast. 

I.  Watts. 
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25S. 

^.  M 
Duett. 


«i  j:  \j  ±\,  X.J 

WearY,  Heavx-liaden  Soul. 


W.  Macomber. 
Arr.  by  R.  K.  Carter. 
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m 
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1.  Wea- ry,heav  -  y  -  la- den  soul,       Je  -  sus  ■will    thy  bur-den  bear;     Glad-ly 

2.  Why   to-mor-row  cloud  with  fears,  Lift  your  heart  to  Him    in  prayer;  Joy  will 

3.  Storms  will  gath -er,  yet  they  flee,     Leav-ing  us        a  rain-bow  fair;      So  the 

4.  He's     a  Friend  that  ev  -  er    lives,  Thou  need'st  never  know  de-spair;  Take  the 


^i^S5 


=p: 


;^5^^- 


m^ 
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.^_^_^_ 


1^    L^ 


==^ 


r=^^^=^- 


m^^SEEE^i^i 


^=1^- 
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*^=*^^t=3.^ 


3F 


will  He  take      the  whole,  Cast      on    Him 

come         in-stead      of    tears,  If      you  '11  cast 

light  will  beam     on    thee.  If    thou  'It  cast 

strength  that    Je  -  sus    gives.  Cast      on    Him 


thy    ev    -  'ry  care, 

on    Him  your  care, 

on    Him     thy  care, 

thy      ev    -  'ry  care. 


^?fl^E!fe 


«3f 


'%^^^^^^ 


1^    ^  I  '^  ^   1^    ^ 

Cast  -  ing     all     ...     .      your  care     on      Him ;     .     .     ,  Oh,  the 

Cast-ing   all  your  care   on  Him; 


rest  that  Je-sus    gives,     .     .  Earth-ly    pleas    -       nres  soon  grow 

Oh,  the  rest  that  Je  •  sus  gives,  Earthly  joys 


SI 


*±f=t 


thly  joys 


^j$r-^^-^-t 
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:fcl^ 


S^ 


:»— -t 


W=3. 


^rf 


i^rrpc 
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rY¥^" 


I 


'^   ^ 


m 


b  --  -  I   r^r 

dim;     .     .  When  you     cast,     .     .     .       your  care     on      Him. 

soon  grow  dim;  When  you  cast,  when  you  cast,  your  care      on    Him,  cast  on  Him. 

^--^-^ *-^-^.^ - J_J^_^. ' 
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-\r.. 


*=^ 


Pzz^-irz^—^- 


Copjright,  1891,  by  R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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259. 

E.  G.  U. 


A  Grown  Be^erid. 


[TRIAL    AND   COMFORT. 


E.  Grace  Updegraff. 
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^^^ 
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■*^-*-*— ^--^y- J.-^— *--*— 1^— »— j^-"-^-!— ^- 

1.  Faint  not    a  -  mid  the    bat  -  tie  smoke, Nor  fal  -ter     in    tlie    fight;  Press 

2.  If  sometimes  wea-ry     is      the  way,  And  cour-age  seems  to     fade,     Go 

3.  Then  sound  tlie  bat- tie  -  cry     of  faith, Catch  and    re -peat    the  strain,  Till 


fet^i^^Pi^E^iiEilf 


:^^-: 


i 


^33 


:^ 


^- 


■^r- 


zH 


~t 


^ 


on       nn  -  til    the    foe    gives  way.  Walk   in       the    Saviour's  might.  Tliy 

trust  -  ing      in    His  word     of   cheer.  Be  strong  and  not     a  -  fraid.  Tlie 

ev   -  'ry    heart  shall  be        in- spired.  And  swell    the  glad  re-  frain.  En- 

^       I           K   ^.     ^     ^     ^     .^..  I 
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breast-plate, hel  -met,   and     thy  sword, Take  up,      and  ne'er  lay  down  ;  He 

Lord    our  lead -er,   goes      be -fore.    His    chil-dren  to      de-fend;  He 

dure      all  hard-ness  for      His  sake,  Like   sol  -  diers    o  -  ver  -  come.  E'en 
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that     en  -  dur  -  eth       to      the    end.     The  same    shall  wear     a     crown, 
holds   for  thee       a      crown  of      life,      If     faith  -  f ul    to      the      end. 
till    from  la  -    bor       to      re  -  ward,  The  hosts    are  marshall'd  home. 
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Chorus. 
March  on. 
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march  on 
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march  on,   Nor     lay  thine  arm  -  or   down ;      En  - 
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the   end,      Be-yond     there  is 
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290. 


Thomas  MacKellar. 
Slow^  with  expression. 


Afterwards. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


i=^ 


i^=*=*=*7  i=s=i=Lg 


'^==^=S=3lt 


1.  At  -  ter  the  darkness  of    the  night, Light  com  -  eth    in      the  morn-ing; 

2.  Af  -  ter  tlie  tempest's  course  is  run,      A    calm     pervades  the    wa-ters; 


:^— p: 


-t-^r 


r — r 


i 


::fc 


zft3l!5=:lt;q%=i?=3s 


t-j- 


Af  -    ter  the  win  -  ter  and  its  blight, Spring  wakes  in  new    a    -    dorn-ing. 
Af  -    ter  the  work  of  life     is   done,    God    calls    His  sons    and     daughters. 
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^  ^  ^    >         l^ 

Af  -  ter  the  sowing  of  the  seeds, The  har-vest  greets  the  reap-  er ;      Af  -  ter  the 
Af  -  ter  the  closing  of  the  eye, They  wake  with  Christ  in  heav-en ;      Af  -  ter  the 


^^^^- 


1 — I n 


t=C2=t=t 


-£=g^ 


^^^^J 


lii=ST»tbj:giil:gr:g±g: 


day  of  loving  deeds, Soft  rest  enfolds  the  sleeper, 
fin-al  victo  -  ry, The  crown  of  life  is     giv-en.     Af  -  ter,  Af-ter,  Af 
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[TKIAL  AND  COMFORT. 


Herne  ef  the  Seal. 


Mrs.  Ellen  H.  Gates. 


Phillip  Phillips. 


^m^^m^mm^^m 


1.  I    will  sing  you  a 

2.  Oh,  that  home  of  the 

3.  Thatunchange-a-ble 

4.  Oh,  how  sweet  it  will 


song  of  that  beau -ti-  ful  land,  The  far  -  a -way 

soul  in    my  vi -sions  and  dreams, Its  bright,  jas-per 

home  is    for  you   and  for    me,  Where  Je  -  sus    of 

be  in  that  beau -ti  -  ful  land,  So    free  from  all 
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home   of  the  soul,  Where  no  storms  ev-er    beat  on  the  glit-ter-ing  strand.  While  the 
walls     I     can  see ;  Till   I      fan  -  cy  but  thin  -  ly  the  vail    in-ter-venes     Be  - 
Naz  -  ar-eth  stands; The      King    of  all  kingdoms  for-ev  -  er    is     He,  And  He 
sor  -  row  and  pain ;  With     songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our  hands  To 
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years  of   e  -  ter-  ni  -  ty    roll,      While  the  years  of  e  -  ter  -  ni- ty  roll;  Where  no 
tween  the  fair  cit  -  y   and  me.         Be  -    tween  the  fair    ci  -  ty  and  me;  Till  I 
hold-eth  our  crowns  in  His  hands.  And  He  hold-eth  our  crowns  in  His  hands ;  The 
meet  one  an  -  oth-er    a  -  gain.      To       meet  one  an  -  oth  -  er    a  -  gain  :  With 
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storms   ev-er    beat  on  the  glit-ter-ing  strand,While  the  years  of  e  -  ter-  ni- ty  roll, 
fan  -  cy  but  thin-ly  the  vail    in  -  ter-venes  Be-  tween  the  fair  ci  -  ty  and  me. 
King   of  all  kingdoms  for-ev  -  er    is     He,  And  He  holdeth  our  crtwns  in  His  hands, 
songs  on  our  lips  and  with  harps  in  our  hands   To   meet  one  an  -  oth-er    a  -  gain. 
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From  ''HaUowed  Songa,"  by  per. 
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292. 

R.  K.  C. 


There'll  Be  drowns. 


K.  Kelso  Carter, 


^SMi 


1.  When  weary  and  worn  with  the  sor-row  and  sigh-ing,Of  hearts  that  are  broken  with 

2.  Tlie    bat  -  tie  is   won, and  the  con  -flictis    o  -  ver,To  him  who  has  faith  in  the 

3.  Then  stand  in  the  dark:-ness,fear  not  in  the  dan-ger,No  foe  can  withstand  thee, e'en 


-fi-r*^ 
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an-guisli  and  woe ;  'Mid  the  cries  of  the  wonnded  and  groans  of  the    dy  -ing,  O 

sin-cleans-ing  blood ;  His  crown  is  in  view, and  an  -gel  -  ic    wings  hov-er,         To 

death  and  the  grave,  Were  con-qner-ed  by  Him  who  was  born    in  the  man-ger,And 
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D.s.  crowns  for  the  vie  -  tor,  and  palms  for  the    pil-grim,And 
Fixe.  Chorus. 
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look  for  the  com-f ort  that  God  can  be  -stow.   The  sow-ing  will  cease  and  the 
car  -  ry  him  home  to  the     ci  -  ty      of  God. 
died    on    the  cross  as  the  Might-y 
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rohes  for  the  right-eous, made  whiter   than  snow. 
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reap  -ing  be    end  -  ed,  Be-side  the  bright  riv-er  which  ev-er  shall  flow ;  There  '11  be 
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,  by  R.  Kelao  Carter. 

293. 


What  a  Friend. 


r 


1  What  a  friend  we  have  in  Jesns, 
All  our  sins  and  griefs  to  bear ; 

What  a  privilege  to  carry 

Everything  to  God  in  prayer? 

Oh,  what  peace  we  often  forfeit, 
Oh,  what  needless  pain  we  bear — 

All  because  we  do  not  carry 
Everything  to  God  in  prayer. 

2  Have  we  trials  and  temptations? 
Is  there  trouble  anywhere? 

We  should  never  be  discouraged, 
Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 


Key  of  F. 

Can  we  find  a  friend  so  faithful. 

Who  will  all  our  sorrows  share? 
Jesus  knows  our  every  weakness, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
3  Are  we  weak  and  heavy  laden, 

Cumbered  with  a  load  of  care? 
Precious  Saviour,  still  our  refuge, 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer. 
Do  thy  friends  despise,  forsake  thee? 

Take  it  to  the  Lord  in  prayer ; 
In  His  arms  He  '11  take  and  shield  thee, 

Thou  wilt  find  a  solace  there. 

(197)  H.  BONAB. 


294. 


The  Evergreen  SflQre. 


[TRIAL  Ai^D  COMFORT. 


G.  O. 


Rev.  Geo.  Orbin,  by  per. 
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1.  All  ye  who  sigh  for  rest, Op-pressed  with  anxious  care, Who  fain  would  lean  on 

2.  This  world  no    aid  can  lend  To    fos  -ter  growth  in  grace. In  Christ  a-lone  we 

3.  Af  -  flic-tions  sore  and  long  May  bear  up  -  on  the  heart ;  And    in     the  hours  of 

4.  The  voy  -age  rough  may  be.  And  heav-ing  bil-lows  foam,  While  o'er  the  dark  and 
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Je-sus'  breast, And  find  sweet  com-fort there. Soon, soon  will  end  this  strife, Your 
must   de  -pend.  All  thro'  the  Christian  race.  The  foe   will    e'er    as  -sail  With 
mirth  and  song, Our  joys   may  quick  de-part.  Our  dear  -est  friends  may  die  And 
track-less  sea,  Our  wand'ring  bark  shall  roam. We'll  trust  the  Mighty  One,  And 
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toils  and  cares  be  o'er ;  Then  crownd  with  everlasting  life, You  shall  weep  and  sigh  no  more. 

might  on  ev-'ry  hand ;  But  Jesus'  strength  will  never  fail  Till  we  reach  the  heav'nly  land. 

we   be  left  a-lone ;  We'll  hope  to  meet  them  in  the  sky,  Around  our  Father's  throne. 

on-ward  plod  our  way ;  Still  watching  for  the  breaking  dawn  Of  the  great  Eternal  day. 
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Chorus. 
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Soon  the  storms  will   all     be    past.    And  we'll    gath  -er    home   at  last,  We'll 
^       ^       ^       ^      -^      *  !N 
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ast,  And  we'll  gather  home  at  last ;  We'll  gather  on  the   ev  -er  -  green  shore. 
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A.  Francis. 


A  kittle  While  Longer. 


F.  A.  Blackmer,  by  per. 
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1.  On  -  ly 

2.  On  -  ly 

3.  On  -  ly 

4.  On  -  ly 


lit  -tie  while  lon-ger 
lit  -tie  while  long-er 
lit  -tie  while  lon-ger 
lit  -tie  while  long-er 


To    toil  in    the  field  of  the 
To     f ol-low  the  cross  bearing 
To    toil  on    by  sor-rows  op- 
Up  -  hold  ns  and  guide  ns,0 


Lord ; 
?  way; 
prest ; 
Lord ; 
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On  -  ly    a     lit  -  tie  while  long-er,  And    He  shall  be-stow  the  re  -  ward. 

Just  a    few  days  and  this  darkness,  Shall  merge  in-to  glo  -ri  -  ous  day. 

Soon  shall  we  cease  from  our  la-bors.  And    en-ter  the  heav-en -ly     rest. 

Grace  to  the  end  of  the  jour  -nev,  In    plen  -ti  -ful  meas-ure  af  -  ford. 
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Chorus. 
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On  -ly     a     lit  -tie  while  long-er, 
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Prove  faith-f ul  what-ev-er  thy  lot; 
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On  -  ly    a     lit  -tie  while  lon-ger, 


And  "we  shall  reap  if  we  faint  not.' 
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296.  It  is  Better  Farther  Bf\. 

E,.  K.  C.  R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  When  the  wea  -  ry    clay        is       drag-ging 

2.  When  our  cares, like  mount-ains  press -ing 

3.  When  without      a    pang     or       quiv  -  er, 

4.  "Let  light  be  !  "  our  God    hath    spok  -  en, 


To      a    close     of    deep  -  est 

On    the  heart,  a  weight    of 

When  from  ev  -  'ry    care     set 

Day    or  move-ment  must  pre 
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gloom, 
woe, 
free : 
vail; 
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And    the  heart 
Blind  the  soul 
When    our  peace 
Night    of     death. 


throbs  faint  - 
to        ev    - 

flows  like 
the      hor  - 


ly      lag  -    ging,         Whisp-er 
'ry    bless  -    ing,  And     our 

a  riv    -    er,  On  -  ward 
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Light  shall 
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of      the     si  -  lent  tomb  : 
eyes  with  grief  o'er-flow ; 
to        e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty ; 
van-quish  with-out    fail ; 
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M-- 


When  the  hand  of  death  draws  nearer,  Life  and 
When  the  ear  is  deaf  with  sor  -  row,  And  the 
List-en  to  hope's  wondrous  sto  -  ry,  Sing-ing 
Oh!  'tis   not      a      si  -  ren     sing-ing,      But    be - 
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ev  -  'ry  pros-pect  gone ; 
cheek  with  watching  wan ; 

of  a  bet  -  ter  dawn 
lie  ve,  and  night  is      gone; 


sings  sweet  hope,  with  accents  clear-er, 

Lis-ten  !  hope  sings  of    the     mor  -  row, 

;    Onward  press  from  faith  to     glo  -  ry ; 

Lis-ten  !  hear  hope's  mus-ic      ring-ing, 
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Chorus. 
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bet  -  ter      far   -  ther    on, 


bet  -  ter     f  ar-ther     on,      brother ! 
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is     het-ter     far-tlier     on,        Far-ther   on,      far-ther  on,     far-ther 
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297. 


Contrast. 


Lewis  Edson. 
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1.  How    te-dious  and  tasteless  the  hours  When    Je -sus     no   long-er     I     see! 

Fine. 


'^^^^^^m^^^=^^mM 


Sweet  prospects, sweet  birds, and  sweet  flowers, Have  all  lost  their  sweetness  for  me ; 
T>.8.  But  when    I     am  hap-py      in  Him,     De  -    cem-her's  as  pleas-ant    as    Matj. 

D.S, 


i 


The    mid-sum-mer  sun  shines  but  dim.  The    fields  strive  in  vain  to    look  gay; 


1  How  tedious  and  tastless  the  hours 
When  Jesus  no  longer  I  see ! 

Sweet    prospects,    sweet     birds,     sweet 
flowers. 

Have  all  lost  their  sweetness  to  me ; 
The  midsummer  sun  shines  but  dim, 

The  fields  strive  in  vain  to  look  gay : 
BuL  when  I  am  happy  in  Him, 

December's  as  pleasant  as  May. 

2  His  name  yields  the  richest  perfume. 
And  sweeter  than  music  His  voice ; 

His  presence  disperses  my  gloom, 
And  makes  all  within  me  rejoice; 

I  should,  were  He  always  thus  nigh, 
Have  nothing  to  wish  or  to  fear ; 

No  mortal  so  happy  as  I, 
My  summer  would  last  all  the  year. 


3  Content  with  beholding  His  face, 
My  all  to  His  pleasure  resigned, 

No  changes  of  season  or  place 

Would  make  any  change  in  my  mind : 

While  blest  with  a  sense  of  His  love, 
A  palace  a  toy  would  appear ; 

And  prisons  would  palaces  prove. 
If  Jesus  would  dwell  with  me  there. 

4  My  Lord,  if  indeed  I  am  Thine, 
If  Thou  art  my  sun  and  my  song, 

Say,  why  do  I  languish  and  pine? 

And  why  are  my  winters  so  long? 
O  drive  these  dark  clouds  from  my  sky, 

Thy  soul-cheering  presence  restore; 
Or  take  me  to  Thee  up  on  high. 

Where  winter  and  clouds  are  no  more. 
John  Newton. 
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Trust. 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  There 

2.  There 

3.  There 

4.  There 


1^ 
a  word  that  saves  the  soul,"  I 
a  word  that  sane  -  ti-fies,  "  I 
a  word  that  keeps  the  heart" 'I 
a  word  that  an-swers  prayer, ' 


will  trust." 
will  trust." 
will  trust." 
I  will  trust.' 


'I  will  trust,"  It 
'  I  will  trust,"And 
'  I  will  trust, "And 
'  1  will  trust,  "That 
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makes  the    sick    and    suff'ring  whole,  I  will  trust, 

Je  -  sus' cleans-ing  blood  ap  -  plies,"I  will  trust, 

shields  from  ev  -    ery    fie  -    ry  dart,      I  will  trust, 

stills  each  fear    and  calms  each  care,     I  will  trust. 
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I  will  trust. 

I  will  trust. 

I  will  trust. 

I  will  trust. 
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I  will     trust,  sweet-ly  trust, 

I    will  trust,  sweetly  trust, 


I    will  trust, tho'  I 


3^i3i 


_^_^_ 


^f 


can  -  not 
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see,     I  will  trust,  ful-ly  trust,  I    will  trust, O  Lord, in  Thee 

I  will  trust,  ful-ly  trust, 
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5  There  is  a  word  of  power  divine, 

"  I  will  trust." 
For  God  hath  said  "  All  things  are  mine,' 
"While  I  trust." 

6  There  is  a  word  that  death  defies, 

"  I  will  trust." 
It  mounts  above  the  grave  and  cries, 
"I  will  trust." 

(202) 
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299. 


Jesus  Is  YiGter. 


R.  K.  C. 


"  For  He  hathput  all  things  under  His  feet."    1  Cor.  xv:  27. 

K.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Je 

2.  Je 

3.  Je 


•  sus     is  vie  -  tor!  His  work  is  complete, Crush  -ing     all     en,-  e  -  mies 
■  sus     is  vie -tor!  the  bat-  tie     is  won,     We     can     do  noth-ing   for 

•  sus     is  vie  -  tor!  without    and  with-in,      Sav  -  ing    and  cleans-ing  and 
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der      His  feet;      Je  -    sus 

has    been  done ;     Je  -    sus 

■  ing    from  sin ;       Je  -    sus 
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is  vie  -  tor !  He  died  not  in  vain, 
is  vie  -  tor !  the  foe  from  the  dust, 
is      vie -tor!     Oh,  Heav  -     en  -  Iv  Dove, 
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a  -  bide  and  make 
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■  sus  doth  reign, 
we    but    trust, 
feet    in      love. 
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tor!      vie  -    tor! 
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er  -     more    His     flag  's      un  -  furled  ; 
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Je  -  sus  hath  conquered !  conquered !  conquered !  The  dev-il,the  flesh,  and  the    world. 
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5  Jesus  is  victor !  the  heavens  shall  ring. 
Dread  King  of  terrors,  oh,  where  is  thy 

sting? 
Jesus  is  victor !  we  '11  shout  o'er  the  grave, 
Glory  to  God !  He  is  mighty  to  save. 
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4  Jesus  is  victor !  eff"ects  of  the  fall. 
Trials  and  weakness,  Himself  bare  them 

all; 
Jesus  is  victor!  though  sickness  assail. 
He's  the  physician  tljat;  never  pan  fail. 
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1.  Thoii  knowest  Lord,  I 

2.  Thou    se-est   Lord,  I 

3.  Thouhear-est  Lord,  I 

4.  Thou  Lord, Thyself, art 
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can  not  know  The  dangers  that  a-round  me  lie ;  Thou 
can  not  see,  To-mor-row  I  may  not  descry ;  With 
can  not  hear,  As  round  me  swells  the  bat-tie  cry;  Thy 
my    reward, With-outTliee, nothing  now  am     I;     In 
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bringest  good  from  weal  or  woe, 
Thy  right  hand  Thou  lead-est    me, 
word  brings  peace, and  calms  all  fear, 
Je  -  f>as,more  than  conquer'r,Lord, 
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I  trust  Thee  w^hile  my 

I  trust  Thee  while  my 

I  trust  Thee  while  my 

I  trust  Thee  while  my 
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days  go 

days  go 

days  go 
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Cho. — rest  on  Thine  e  -    ter  -  nal  word    I     trust  Thee  ivhile    my     days     go 


Chorus. 
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I    trust 
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Thee,dear-est      Lord,     My    treas 
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I  trust  Thee, dear-est      Lord, 
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My  treasure      is     on 


301. 


Restirig  In  Christ. 
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"  There  remaineth  therefore  a  rest  to  the  people  of  God^    Heb.  iv :  9. 
Frances  R.  Havergal.  R.  Kelso  Cartel 
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1.  Rest-ing    on    the   f aith-f ul  -  ness    of  Christ  our  Lord,    Kest-lng      on    the 

2.  Rest  -  ing  'neath  His  guid-ing  hand  for    un-traclsed  days,  Rest  -  ing  'neath  His 

3.  Rest-ing    in    tlie    fort-ress while tlie    foe       is    nigh,    Rest-ing      in    the 
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,  by  E,  Kelso  Carter. 
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fill  -  ness  of  His 
shad  -  ow  from  the 
life-boat  while  the 


own  sure 
noontide 
waves  roll 


word,         Rest-ing     on  His  wis-dom,  on  His 
rays,  Rest-ing     at    the     e-  ven-tide  be - 

high,  Rest  -  ing     in  His  char  -iot   for  the 
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love  and  power, Rest- ing 
neath  His  wing,  In  the 
swift  glad  race,    Rest-ing, 


1^ 


on  His  cov  -  e  -  nant  f rmh  hour  to  hour, 
fair  pa-  vil  -  ion  of  our  Sav-iour  King, 
al  -  ways  rest  -  ing,     in    His  boundless  grace. 
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4  Resting  in  the  pastures  and  beneath  the  5  Resting  and  believing,  let  us  onward 
rock,  [flock;  press,  [eousness ; 
Resting  by  the  waters  where  He  leads  His  Resting  on  Himself,  the  Lord  our  right- 
Resting,  while  we  listen,  at  His  glorious  Resting  and  rejoicing,  let  His  saved  ones 
feet,  [plete !  sing, —  [King." 
Resting  in  His  very  arms!  Oh,  rest  com-  "Glory,   glory,   glory  be  to   Christ    our 
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Ray  Palmer. 


L.  Mason. 
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1.  My  faith  looks  np    to  Thee, Thou  Lamb  of  Cal-va-ry,    Sav-iour   di-vine- 

2.  May  Thy   rich  grace  impart  Strength  to  my  fainting  heart, My  zeal    in-spire ! 
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Now  hear  me  while  I  pray:)  ^m     i  4.  ^        ^.t,-    ^      -o       i    i    i     mx..      # 

Take  all    my  sins    a-way ',  |^^^'  ^^^    me  from  this  day  Be  whol -ly  Thine! 

f  As  Thou  hast  died  for  me,   )-„  ,,  it_at-         ^. 

I  Oh,  may   my  love  to  Thee  F^^^^'™"^"'^^^^  ^^^"^^^^^^  ^^-^^'^^^^    ^^^  ^ 
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While  life's  dark  maze  I  tread, 
And  griefs  around  me  spread, 

Be  Thou  my  guide ; 
Bid  darkness  turn  to  day. 
Wipe  sorrow's  tears  away, 
Nor  let  me  ever  stray 

From  Thee  aside. 
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4  When  ends  life's  transient  dream, 
When  death's  cold  sullen  stream 

Shall  o'er  me  roll, 
Blest  Saviour!  then,  in  love, 
Fear  and  distrust  remove ; 
Oh,  bear  me  safe  above  — 
A  ransomed  soul  1 
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It  is  Derie. 


A.  B.  S. 
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done."  Faith  re-peats  the 

done."  Claim  His  finished 

done."  Take  the  Lord  for 

done."  Trust  without    a 


I 

1.  Hark !  a  voice  from  heav'n  proclaiming,  "It  is 
•  2.  Hear  the  bleeding  Sav-iour  cry-ing,  '-It     is 

3.  Yield  thy- self    in    con  -  se- cra-tion,"It      is 

4.  Claim  the  promise   of     Hisheal-ing,"It      is 
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Chorus. 
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ech  -  o  claim-ing,  "It 
work,  re  -  ply-iug,  "It 
full  sal  -va-tion,"It 
sign  or    feel-ing,  "It 


done.' 
done." 
done." 
done." 
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Hear  the  mes-sage  from  the  throne, 
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Claim  the   promise,  doubtiiigone;Gocl  hathspolien,"It  is  done. "Faith  has  answer'd, 
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'It  is  done .  "Pray'r  is    o  -  ver,Praise  be 
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5  Say  of  every  promised  blessing, 

"It  is  done." 
Rest  upon  His  word  confessing, 
'  It  is  done." 


6  This  the  secret  of  receiving, 

"It  is  done." 
Take  Him  at  His  word  believing, 

<'It  is  done." 
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304 

R.  K.  C. 


Have  Faith  in  Sod. 

R.  Kelso  Carter  ,  by  per. 


Ef 


1 .  In  hap-py    hours, 'Neath  sun-ny  skies  ;  When, from  sweet  flowersGlad  perfumes  rise ; 

2.  When  fears  bid  hearken,  When  doubts  as-sail,  When  tempests  darken,  And  clouds  prevail ; 

3.  'Mid  pow'rs  in-fernal— Sin's  flag  unfurled — Death  that's  e  -  ter-nal, Flesh  and  the  world, 
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No  foes  af -frighting.  When  Thou  hast  trod  Paths  of  de-light-ing,Have  faith  in  God! 
When  o'er  some  treasure  Cold  lies  the  sod.  Earth  has  no  pleasure, Have  faith  in  God ! 
'Mid  threats  tremendous  From  Satan's  rod,     Howe'er  stu-pendous,Have  faith  in  God ! 
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5  O'er  death  victorious, 

Conq'ring  the  grave ; 
With  Christ  —  the  glorious, 

Mighty  to  save  — 
Ended  life's  story. 

Through  bursting  clod, 
Sweeping  to  glory  — 

Have  faith  in  God ! 


4  Foes  all  reproving, — 

By  grace  set  free, 
Mountains  removing 

Cast  in  the  sea  : 
God's  sons  and  daughters. 

Walking  dry-shod, — 
Pass  through  the  waters, 

Have  faith  in  God ! 


305.     TFie  Bleed  of  Jesus  Gleanselh  Me. 
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The  blood  of  Je-sus  cleansetli  me,Cleanseth  me,cleanseth  me, The  blood  of  Jesus 
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cleansethme,Just  now  whilel      be  -  lieve ;  Just  now  while  I    be-lieve, 


Just 
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now  while  I  be-lieve, The  blood  of  Jesus  cleanseth  me,  Just  now  while  I  be  -  liere. 
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306.  Belie Yifig  arid  ReceiYirig 

H.  H.  B. 

Allegretto 


[FAIT  H. 


Commandant  Herbert  Booth. 
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7nj     1.  Sins  of  years  are  wasli'cl  a-way,  Blackest  stains  become  as  snow ; 

2.  Doubts  and  fears  are  borne  along,     On  the  cur-rent's  ceaseless  flow;     Sor -row 

3.  Ease  and  wealth  be-come  as  dross,  Worthless, earth's  de-light  and  show ;  All  your 
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night      is      chang'd    to     day,     When  you     to         the       ri  -  ver 
Chan  -  ges        in     -     to     song,  When  you     to  the       ri  -  ver 

boast      is  in        the  Cross,   When  you     to  the       ri  -  ver 
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I  'm  be-liev  -  ing  and  re-ceiv  -  ing, While  I 
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the    ri  -  ver  go ; 
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Selfishness  is  lost  in  love, 
Love  for  Him  whose  love  you  know ; 
All  your  treasure  is  above. 
When  you  to  the  river  go. 

5  Fighting  is  a  great  delight, 
Never  will  you  fear  the  foe, 

Armed  by  King  Jehovah's  might, 
When  you  to  the  river  go. 


"  God  hath  sent  forth  strength  for  thee."- 
R.  Kelso  Carter. 
Chorus  by  E.  G.  U. 


Strength  fer  the  Da^. 


;  20,  Cranmer's  translation.  Deut.  33:  25. 
E.  Grace  Updegraff. 
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1 .  When  the  storm  of  tri-al  sweeps  Fiercely  tossing  o'er  life's  sea,  Trust  in  Him  who  vig-il 

2.  Burdens  come  and  trou-ble  clings, Dark  the  way, thou  canst  not  see  ;Courage !  for  the  promise 

3.  When  the  bit-ter,bit-ter  cup,  Sorrow's  hand  re-lentless-ly  Presseth  to  thy  lips, look 

4.  Be  thou  faithful  unto  death,  "Crown  of  life"thy  guerdon  be,  Sure-ly  to  thy  la- test 
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FAITH.] 


keeps;  "God  hath  sent  forth  strength  for  thee.  "Trust   in  Him,  and  Him   a  -  lone,Tho'the 
rings  ;"As   ttiy  days  tliy  strength  shall  be." 
np  !"God  hath  sent  forth  strength  for  thee." 
breatli,"As   thy  days  thy  strength  shall  he."  i         |^ 
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way  thoucanst  not  see, Knowing  this  whate'er  may  come, God  hath  s^nt  forth  strength  ior  thee. 
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Never  Strike  Sail 


E.  K.  C. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  When  tossed  up- on  the  foam-ing  wave,  Be-neath     a    low'-ring     sky;     When 

2.  In  faith  your  course  liold  steadfastly, When  storms  would  over  -  whelm  ;  The 

3.  A  -  mid  the  tem-pest  soft  -  ly  sleep,  As  though  on  heav-en's   strand  ;Rocked 

4.  Thro' night, and  gloom, and  storm  endure, Sail  on,     be    not      a  -  larmed;  The 
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/aiY^    thro'  night    and  dan  -  ger  steer,     For  God      is      on      the      sea. 
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O    nev-er  strike  sail  for   a  doubt  or  fear,Tho' rocks  are  un-der    the  lee  ; 
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309. 


R.  K.  C. 


Standing  en  tfie  Prernises. 
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R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  stand  = 

2.  Stand - 

3.  Stand- 
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ing  on 
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fail, 

see 


Thro'   e  -  ter  -nal 

When  the  feowling 

Per  -  feet, present 
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let  His  prais  -  es    ring :    Glo  -ry  in  the  highest,  I  will  shout  and  sing, 
doubt  and  fear  as  -  sail,     By    the  liv-ing  word  of  God  I  shall  pre-vail, 
in   the  blood  for  me ;  Standing  in  the  lib-er-ty  where  Christ  makes  free. 
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stand         -        ing,  stand       -  ing, 

Standing  on  the  promises  of  God, Standing  on  the  promise, Standing  on  the  promise, 
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Standing  on  the  prom-is  -  es     of  God      my 
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iour ;  Standing  on  the  promise, 
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Standing  on    the  promise,     I'm    standing  on    the  prom-is  -  es      of    God. 
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From  "Tbe  Silver  Trumpet  "  by  per.   John  J.  Hood. 

4  Standing  on  the  promises  of  Christ  the 

Lord, 
Bound  to  Him  eternally  by  love's   strong 

cord, 
Overcoming  daily  with  the  Spirit's  sword. 
Standing  on  the  promises  of  God.  (21 


5  Standing  on- the  promises  I  cannot  fall, 
Listening  every  moment  to  the  Spirit's 

call ; 
Resting  in  my  Saviour  as  my  all  in  all, 
Standing  on  the  promises  of  God. 
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310.      W\[e  Lerd  My  Pasture  Shall  Prepare. 


J.  Addison. 


The  Lord  is  my  Shepherd.— V&.  23: 1 
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1 .  The  Lord    my  pas  -  tiire  shall    pre 

2.  When  in      the  sul  -  try  glebe   I 

3.  Tho'   in        a  bare    and  rug  -   ged 

4.  Tho'  in       the  paths   of  death  I 
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pare, 

faint, 

way, 

tread, 
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And     feed     me 
Or        on        the 
Thro'  de    -    vious, 
With   gloom-y 
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lone  -  ly  wilds  I       stray, 

hor  -  rors  o    -  ver  -  spread. 


His  pres-ence  shall      my  wants  sup  -ply, 

To     fer  -  tile    vales  and  dew  -  y    meads. 

Thy  boun  -  ty    shall    my  pains  be  -  guile ; 

My  stead  -  fast  heart  shall  fear  no      ill, 
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walks  He     shall       at  -  tend.    And   all        my     mid  -night  hours  de-fend. 
Riv  -    ers,  soft      and    slow,    A  -    mid      the     ver  -  dant  land-scape  flow, 
greens  and  herb  -  age  crown'd,  And  streams  shall  mur  -  mur  all      a  -  round, 
crook  shall  give      me    aid.      And  guide    me  through  the  dreadful  shade. 
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Jesas  GrilY- 


[FAITH. 


Simpson. 


J.  H.  Burke. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  on  -  ly  is     ourMes-sage,  Je  -  sns  all     onr    theme  shall  be; 

2.  Je  -  sus  on  -  ly  is    our  Sav -iour,  All  our  guilt  He    bore  a  -  way, 

3.  Je  -  sus    is     our  Sanc-ti  -  fl  -    er,     Cleansing  us  from  self  and   sin, 

4.  Je  -  sus  on  -  ly  is     our  Heal  -  er.     All  our  sick-ness  ••  es     He   bare, 
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We  will  lift    up      Je  -  sus    ev  - 

All  our  right-eous  -ness  He  gives 

And  with  all     His     Spir-it's  full- 

And  His  ris  -  en      life  and  full  - 


er,      Je  -  sus  on  -  ly     will  we     see. 
us.      All    our  streDgth  f rom  day  to  day. 
ness,  Fill-ing  all     our     hearts  within, 
ness.  All    His  mem-bers  still  may  share. 
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Je  -sus  on  -  ly,      Je  -sus  ev  -  er,    Je  -  sus    all  in     all    we 
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5  Jesus  only  is  our  Power, 
His  the  gift  of  Pentecost ; 
Jesus,  breathe  Thy  power  upon  us. 
Fill  us  with  the  Holy  Ghost. 


6  A7id  for  Jesus  we  are  waiting. 
Listening  for  the  Advent  Call ; 
But 't  will  still  be  Jesus  only, 
Jesus  ever,  all  in  all. 
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312. 


Rev.  J.  B.  Atchinson 


In  the  shadow  of  His  Wings. 

E.  O.  ExcELL,  by  per. 
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1.  In    the     shad-ow      of     His  wings  There  is      rest,  sweet  rest;  There 

2.  In     the     shacl-ow      of     His  wings  There  is     peace, sweet  peace, Peace  that 

3.  In     the     shad-ow      of     His  wings  There  is      joy,     glad    joy,    There  is 
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rest  from  care  and  la  -  bor.  There  is  rest  for  friend  and  neigh-  bor, 
pass-eth  un- der-stand-ing,  Peace, sweet  peace  that  knows  no  end-  ing, 
joy    to      tell   the     sto  -  ry,      Joy      ex  -  ceed  -  ing,     full       of      glo   -    ry; 
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Chorus. 
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shadow   of    His  wings, There  Ls  rest,  (sweet  rest, )There  is    rest,  There  is 

shadow   of    His  wings,There  is  peace,  (sweet  peace,) 

shadow   of    His  wings, There  is     joy,  (glad  joy,)  sweet  rest 
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peace.        There  is    joy  In  the  shadow  of  His  wings, shadow  of  His  wings, 

sweet  peace;  glad  joy; 
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313.         1  Stand  upen  the  Prernises 


Etta 


K.  Pope, 


[FAITH. 

R.  Kelso  Carter. 


*«= 


m 


ta— ifc^z 
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1.  I  Stand  up  -  on  the  prom-is  -  es,    His  word   of  truth  to    me,  All 

2.  I  stand  up  -  on  the  prom-is  -  es,     To  make  and  keep  me    pure:  His 

3.  I  stand  up  -  on  the  prom-is  -  es, When  heart  and  flesh  are  weak;  I 

4.  I  stand  up  -  on  the  prom-is  -  es,     So    cer  -  tain  and   com-plete ;  I 
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name,Shall  saved  and  pardoned  be. 
need,  Will  help  me    to       en  -  dure; 

words, I     know  that  He    will   speak; 

cross, And  wor-ship   at      His    feet. 
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soul,    I      feel      its  sur  -  ges    swell, 
beat, Their  strength  will  notpre-vail; 
health.  Are  in      the  Sav  -  iour's  blood ; 
prayer,!    bring  the  loved  and    lost ; 
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And 
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cleans  -  es      all      my    sin  a  - 

heaven  and  earth  should  pass  a  - 

for      the  weak-ness     of  my 

feel        I    know,that    He  will 


^ 


way,  Praise  God      I     know    it  well, 

way,     His  word    can  nev  -  er  fail, 

flesh,      I    have    the  strength  of  God. 

hear.    And  save  them  at        the  cross. 
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I    stand  on  the  word, 

on  the  word,  on  the 
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The  word  of    the 

word,  of    the  Lord, 


1^ 
Lord, 

of  the  Lord, 
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stand    up  -  on 
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the  prom-is  -  es      that  nev  -  er,     nev-er     can    fail. 
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314.     'Tis  S0  Sweet  to  Trust  in  Jesus. 


Mrs.  Louisa  M.  R.  Stead. 


W.  J.  KiRKPATRiCK,  by  per. 
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1.  'T  is      so  sweet  to  trust    in    Je  -  sus,  Just    to  take     him 

2.  O,  how  sweet  to  trust    in     Je  -  sus,  Just    to  trust  His 

3.  Yes,    'tis  sweet  to  trust    in    Je  -  sus.  Just  from  sin      and 

4.  I'm    so    glad    I  learned  to  trust  tliee,Pre-cious  Je  -    sus, 
I         I 
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at  His 
cleansing 
self  to 
,Sav-iour, 


word; 
I  blood ; 
cease ; 
Friend 
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Just      to    rest    up  -  on    His  prom-ise;  Just  to  know,' 
Just      in     sim  -  pie  faith  to  plunge  me, 'Neath  the  heal 

Just  from  Je  -  sus  sim-ply    tak  -  ing  Life,  and  rest, 
And      I    know  that  Thou  art  with  me, Wilt    be  with 

J     -I     A- 


Thus  saith  the 
■  ing  cleansing 
and  joy  and 
me      to    the 


Lord." 
flood, 
peace, 
end. 
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Refrain. 


Je  -  sus,  Je  -  sus,  how     I   trust  Him, TIow I've  proved  Him  o'er  and  o'er. 
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Je  -  sus,    Je  -  sus, Pre  -  cious  Je  -  sus !    O     for  grace   to  trust  Him  more. 
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f  ron>  "Sonps  of  Triumph." 
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315. 


Hqw  Firrn  a  Feandatien. 


[FAITH. 


George  Keith. 


Tune,  Portuguese  Hymn. 
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How  firm     a    foun  -  da  -  tion,  ye 
"Fear    not,    I      am    with  thee,  0 
"When  thro'  the   deep  wa  -  ters   I 
"When  thro'  fie  -  ry     tri  -  als  thy 
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saints  of  the  Lord,  Is  laid  for  your 
be  not  dis  -  mayed,ror  I  .  am  thy 
call  thee  to  g^o,  The  riv  -  ers  of 
path- way  shall  lie,       My  grace     all    suf  - 
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faith  in      His     ex  -    eel  -  lent  word ;  What  moue    can   He     say  than    to 

God,    I      will    still    give    thee  aid;        I'll    strengthen  thee, help  thee, and 

sor  -  row  shall  not        o  -  ver  -  flow ;     For     I  will    be     with  thee  thy 

fl  -    cient, shall  be        thy    sup-ply.         The  flame  shall  not    hurt  thee ;  I 
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you      He  hath 
cause  thee  to 
tri    -  als    to 
on    -  ly      de  - 
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said.  To      you,    who  for    ref  -  uge     to      Je  -    sus 

stand,  Up  -  held     by    my    gra  -  clous  om  -  ni    -    po  • 

bless.  And   sane  -  ti  -   fy      to         thee  thy    deep  -  est 

sign  Thy    dross  to    con  -  sume,  and  thy    gold      to 


have 
-tent 
dis  - 


T-r 


itri:: 


,4-,- 


i 


i 


3EIE 


11^1 


3=i: 


who  for 


you,     who  for      ref    -  uge      to        Je    -  sus      have  fled? 

held      by     my      gra  -    cious,  om  -    ni    -  po  -  tent  hand, 

sane  -  ti  -  fy        to        thee    thy      deep  -  est      dis  -  tress, 

dross    to     eon  -  sume,   and    thy      gold  to        re  -  fine. 


fied?  To 

hand.  Up   - 

tress,  And 

fine.  Thy 
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5  "E'en  down  to  old  age  all  my  people 

shall  prove 
Mysovereign,  eternal,  unchangeable  love ; 
And  when  hoary  hairs  shall  their  temples 

adorn,  [borne. 

Like  lambs  they  shall  still  in  my  bosom  be 


G  "  The  soul  that  on   Jesus  hath  leaned 

for  repose, 
I  will  not,  1  will  not  desert  to  His  foes ; 
That  soul,  though  all  hell  should  endeavor 

shake, 
I'll  never,  no  never,  no  never  forsake  I " 
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316. 

A.  B.  S. 


The  Eiverlastifig  Arrns. 
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A.  B.  Sbipson. 
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1.  Art  thou  sunk  in  depths^of  sor-row  Where  no  arm  can  reach  so  low?  There  is 

2.  Otlier  arras  grow  faint  and  weary,  These  can  never  faint,  nor  fail.  Others 

3.  Un-der-neath  us,     O  how  eas  -  y    We  have  not  to  mount  on  high,  Bnt  to 

4.  Arms  of    Je  -  sus  !  fold  me  clos  -er.     To  Thy  strong  and  loving  breast.  Till  mj 
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One  whose  arms  almighty, Reach  be-yond  thy  deepest  woe.  God  th'Eternal  is  thy 
reach  our  mounts  of  blessing  These  our  lowest  loneliest  vale.  O  that  all  might  know  His 
sink     in-  to  His  fullness, And  in  trustful-weakness  lie. And  we  find  our  humbling 
spir  -it     on  Thy  bo-som  Finds  its  ev-er-last-ing  rest ;  And  when  time's  last  sands  are 
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ref-uge.  Let  it  still  thy  wild   a-larms  ;Underneatli  thy  deepest  sor-row%  Are  the 

friendship  !  O  that  all  might  see  His  charms  !  O  that  all  might  have  beneath  them  Jesus' 

fail-ures  save  us  from  the  strength  that  harms, We  may  fail  but  underneath  us, Are  the 

sink-ing, Shield  my  heart  from  all  alarms,  Softly  whispering, "Underneath  Thee,  Are  the 
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Chorus. 


ev-er-last-ing  arms.  Underneath  thee, underneath  thee, Are  the  ev-er-last-ing 
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arms,    Ev-er-last  -  ing,  Ev  -er  -  last  -  ing.   Are  the    ev  -  er-last  -  ing  arms. 
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317. 


Trast  and  Qbe^. 


[FAITH. 


"  The  secret  of  the  Lord  is  with  them  that  fear  liim.^'    Ps.  25:  14. 
Rev.  J.  H.  Sammis.  D.  B.  Towner,  by  per. 
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1.  When  we  walk  witli  the  Lord  In  the  light  of    His  word.  What  a     glo  -  ry    He 

2.  Not      a  shad-ow  can  rise,  Not    a  cloud  in     the  skies, But  His  smile  quickly 

3.  Not      a    bur-den  we    bear,Not    a    sor-row  we  share, But  our  toil    He  doth 
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sheds  on      our    way !  While  we     do      His  good    will,    He      a  -  bides  with   us 

drives  it        a  -   way ;  Not      a    doubt  nor      a      fear,   Not     a    sigh   nor      a 

rich  -  ly       re  -  pay ;  Not      a     grief  nor      a      loss.    Not     a  frown  nor      a 
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Chorus. 
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still,  And  with    all  who  will  trust  and      o  -  bey.  Trust  and 
tear.  Can     a  -  bide  while  we  trust  and      o  -  bey. 
cross, But    is    blest     if     we   trust  and      o  -  bey. 


o  -bey,  for  there  's 
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no  oth  -  er    way  To   be  hap  -  py    in 


1^       U* 
Je  -  sus,  but    to  trust  and 


=(*=t— t: 


^=^^z:^^^-^=^^=^z 


^Mi 


^=^= 


■Ne=^=Ne= 


=[=— p: 
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Trust  Him  Today. 

Tune,  T7^ust  and  Obey. 
Malaclii  3 :  10. 

1  In  the  strength  of  my  King, 
To  the  storehouse  I  bring 
Every  tithe  that  would  keep  me  away 
From  my  Saviour  and  Friend, 
And  the  joy  He  doth  send 
Unto  all  who  will  trust  Him  today. 
Chorus. 
Trust  Him  today, 
His  command  now  obey ; 
In  His  love  be  made  perfect, 
Fully  trust  Him  today. 


Copyright,  1887,    by  D.  B.  Towner. 

4  But  we  never  can  prove 
The  delights  of  His  love. 

Until  all  on  the  altar  we  lay ; 
For  the  favor  He  shows. 
And  the  joy  He  bestows, 

Are  for  them  who  will  trust  and  obey. 


5  Then  in  fellowship  sweet 
We  will  sit  at  His  feet, 

Or  we  '11  walk  by  His  side  in  the  way ; 
What  He  says  we  will  do. 
Where  He  sends  we  will  go. 

Never  fear,  only  trust  and  obey.  (218) 
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319. 


Ged  Shall  Supply  %  Need. 


"yVfy  (lad  shall  supply  all  your  need, according  to  the 
Rev.  FuKDEKiciv  W.  Faur. 


•iches  of  JIis  (/lori/  in  Christ  Jesus.*'  Phil,  iv:  l9, 
E.    (iKACE    UpDEGRAFF. 


1.  Lift     up     thy  head  thou  toil -ing  saint, Thy   Father's    prom-ise     heed;    He 

2.  Shall  He      ob-serve   the  spar-row's  fall,  The     ra-ven's   nest-ling    feed,  Shall 

3.  Ac -cord -ing    to      His  boundless  wealth  In  Christ  the  Lord,  in  -deed.    For 
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giv  -  eth  might  un  -  to  the  faint,  God  shall  sup  -  ply  thy 
He  not  list  -  en  to  thy  call?  God  shall  sup  -  ply  thy 
sick-ness    He       will    give  thee  health, God  shall     sup  -  ply      thy 


need 
need 
need 
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Chorus 


Copyright,  1891,  by  R.  Kelso  Carter. 

4  If  from  His  altar  and  His  cross 
Thou  wilt  not  e'er  recede, 

No  grace  or  glory  shall  be  loss, 
God  shall  supply  thy  need. 


5  His  love  inspires  thy  fleeting  breath, 
His  wounds.  His  sorrows  plead  ; 

Oh,  cling  to  Him  in  life  and  death. 
He  will  supply  thy  need. 


2  As  before  Him  I  kneel, 

In  my  heart  I  can  feel 
Every  doubt  has  been  driven  away ; 

By  His  power  divine. 

In  this  poor  heart  of  mine 
He  has  perfected  my  love  today. 


Concluded  from  opposite  page. 


3  Oh,  the  wondrous  love  ! 

From  the  windows  above 
He  is  pouring  like  showers  of  rain ; 

While  we  do  all  His  will, 

How  our  hearts  He  does  fill ! 
With  love  we  can  hardly  contain. 
(219)  A.  L.  Skilton. 
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Trn  rnere  than  Geriquerer. 


[FA  IT  a 


Parker. 


._|V_^S_ 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  I  'm  more  than  con-q'rorthro'  His  blood, 

2.  Be  -fore    the   bat  -tie  lines  are  spread, 

3.  I'll   ask      no  more  that  I     may     see, 


Je  -  sus  saves  me    now;      I 
Je  -  sus  saves  me    now ;     Be  - 
Je  -  sus  saves  me    now;    His 
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rest  be-neaththe  shield  of  God,Je-sus  saves  me  now. I  go  a  kingdom  to  ob  - 
fore  the  boast-ing  foe  is  dead,  Je  -sus  saves  me  now. I  win  the  fight  tho'  not  be- 
prom-ise  is    e-nough  f  or  me,   Je -sus  saves  me  now. Tho' foes  be  strong  and  walls  be 


tain,   I  shall  thro'  Him  the  vict'ry  gain,  Je  -  sus  saves  me,  Je-sus  saves  me 

gun, I  '11  trust  and  shout, still  marching  on,Je  -  sus  saves  me,  Je-sus  saves  me 

high, I  '11  shout, He  gives  the  vic-to-ry,     Je  -  sus  saves  me,  Je-sus  saves  me 


now. 
now. 
now. 
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Copyright,  1886,  by  John  J.  Hood.    From  "  Songa  of  Perfect  Love ' 

4  Why  should  I  ask  a  sign  from  God? 
Jesus  saves  me  now ; 

Can  I  not  trust  the  precious  blood? 

Jesus  saves  me  now. 
Strong  in  His  word  I  meet  the  foe, 
And,  shouting,  win  without  a  blow, 

Jesus  saves  me  now. 

5  Should   Satan    come    like  'whelming 
Jesus  saves  me  now  ;  [waves. 

Ere  trials  crush,  my  Father  saves, 

Jesus  saves  me  now. 
He  hides  me  till  the  storm  is  past. 
For  me  He  tempers  every  blast, — 

Jesus  saves  me  now. 

RO  1  The  Solid  Rock. 

vJ  ^  1  ♦ «'  T'/ie  Lord  is  my  defence,  and  rock  of  my  ref' 
uge."  Ps.  94:  22.    Key  of  G. 

1  My  hope  is  built  on  nothing  less 
Than  Jesus'  blood  and  righteousness ; 


1  dare  not  trust  the  sweetest  frame, 
But  wholly  lean  on  Jesus'  name. 

Chorus. 
On  Christ,  the  solid  rock,  I  stand ; 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand, 
All  other  ground  is  sinking  sand. 

2  When  darkness  veils  His  lovely  face, 
I  rest  on  His  unchanging  grace; 

In  every  high  and  stormy  gale, 
My  anchor  holds  within  the  vail. 

3  His  oath,  His  covenant,  His  blood, 
Support  me  in  the  whelming  flood ; 
When  all  around  my  soul  gives  way. 
He  then  is  all  my  hope  and  stay. 

4  When  He  shall  come  with  trumpet  sound, 
O,  may  I  then  in  Him,  be  found ; 

Drest  in  His  righteousness  alone. 
Faultless  to  stand  before  the  throne ! 
20  )  Kev.  Edward  Mote,  1825. 
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From  Carl  Maria  Von  Weber. 
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2  Unworthy  even  to  approach  so  near, 
My  soul  lies  trembling  like  a  summer 
leaf; 
Yet,  O  forgive !  I  doubt  not,  tho'  I  fear, 
"Lord,  I  believe,  help  Thou  mine  un- 
belief ! " 


322. 


The  Lord's  time. 

/s.  lx:22. 


1  In  His  time !  O  precious  word 
Spoken  by  the  glorious  Lord, 
Little  one !  leave  all  to  me, 
I  will  hasten  it  for  thee. 


2  In  His  time !  the  aching  heart 
E'en  will  lose  its  pain  and  smart ; 
And  the  thorn  thet  wounds  the  feet 
Shall  give  place  to  roses  sweet. 

3  In  His  time !  the  harvest  hour 
When  the  pruning  days  are  o'er, 
When  the  worthless  twigs  are  gone, 
Golden  fruitage  shall  be  borne. 

4  In  His  time  !  the  answered  prayer. 
Vanished  all  the  load  of  care ; 

In  His  time !  the  crowning  hour 
When  my  Lord  will  come  in  power. 

5  In  His  time !  yes,  precious  word. 
Spoken  by  my  glorious  Lord, 
All  I  leave —  aye,  all  to  Thee, 
Thou  wilt  hasten  it  for  me. 

C.  L.  Hamlen, 


325  Lord,  I  Relieve. 

Tane  Eventide,  -p.  25. 

1  Yes,  I  do  feel,  my  God,  that  I  am  Thine ! 
Thou  art  my  joy  —  myself  mine   only 
grief, —  [shrine. 

Hear  my  complaint,  low  bending  at  Thy 
"Lord,  I  believe,  help  Thou  mine  un- 
belief ! " 


3  Oh  draw  me  nearer !  for  too  far  away. 
The  beamings  of  Thy  brightness  are 
too  brief. 
While    faith    tho'   fainting,   still    hath 
strength  to  say, 
"Lord,  I  believe,  help  Thou  mine  un- 
belief ! " 

J.  S.  B.  MONSELL.  L.L.D. 


324. 


Say  not.    S.  M. 

Tane,  Boylston,p.  7. 


1  Say  not,  my  soul,  from  whence 

Can  God  relieve  thy  care? 

Remember  that  Omnipotence 

Has  servants  everywhere. 

2  God's  help  is  always  sure, 

His  methods  seldom  guessed, 
Delay  will  make  our  pleasure  pure, 
Surprise  will  give  it  zest. 

3  His  wisdom  is  sublime, 

His  heart  profoundly  kind ; 
God  never  is  before  His  time. 
And  never  is  behind. 

Thomas  A.  Lynch. 
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325. 

E.  D.  MuND. 


TFieu  ttjifikest,  Lord,  ef  Me. 


i^ 


q"^ 


[FAITH. 
F.  S.  LORENZ. 


'^rn^mM 


s 


1.  A  -  mid  the    tri  -  als    which  I    meet,    A  -  mid  the  thorns  tliat  pierce  my  feet, 

2.  The  cares  of  life  come  thronging  fast.  Up  -  on  my   soul    their  shadows  cast; 

3.  Let  shadows  come, let      shadows  go,    Let    life  be  bright  or    dark  with  woe, 

^     N     !       !        -     -     --  -     -  rJ^^J-- 
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te=i^=l=:-=t:: 


PU=t^E 
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z^z±-:i=t- 


One  thought  remains 

Their  gloom  reminds 

I      am    con-  tent, 


su  -  preme-ly  sweet, Thou  think-est.  Lord, 
my  heart  at  last,  Thou  think-est,  Lord, 
for     this     I     know, Thou  think-est,  Lord, 


^^ 


me! 
me! 
me! 


^-=iti=^z 


=I==F 


Chorus. 
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:i=::i: 
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Thou  thinkest.  Lord,    of     me,    of    me,Thouthinkest,  Lord,  of 
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of    me, 


^ 


-^- 


^ 


--^=^- 


i 


:W=S=S: 


rttSEtjEE^=^EEE5Ei^=|?EE^EE^E 


What  need  I      fear      since  Thou  art   near.  And  think-est.  Lord,    of      me. 
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the  Spring.    C.  M. 

Mear,  p.  45. 

If  Jesus  shows  His  mercy  mine, 
And  whispers  I  am  His. 

4  My  soul  would  leave  this  heavy  clay 
At  that  transporting  word. 

Run  up  with  joy  the  shining  way, 
To  see  and  praise  my  Lord. 

5  Fearless  of  hell  and  ghastly  death, 
I  'd  break  through  every  foe ; 

The  wings  of  love  and  arms  of  faith 
Would  bear  me  conqueror  through. 
Isaac  Watts. 

22) 


Prom  "  Songs  of  Refreshing,"  by  per. 

52§.  My  God, 

1  My  God,  the  spring  of  all  my  joys. 
The  life  of  my  delights. 

The  glory  of  my  brightest  days, 
And  comfort  of  my  nights ! 

2  In  darkest  shades,  if  Thou  appear. 
My  dawning  is  begun ; 

Thou  art  my  soul's  bright  morning  star. 
And  Thou  my  rising  sun. 

3  The  opening  heavens  around  me  shine 
With  beams  of  sacred  bliss, 
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327. 

A.  B.  Simpson. 


Risen  witJi  Gfirist. 


Miss  F.  L.  SlIEPARD. 
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1.  Rise  Avitli  Tliy  ris  -en  Lord,  As  -ceiicl  with  Christ  a-bove,  And  in  the  heav'nlies 

2.  Walk  as    a  heav'n-ly  race,  Prin-ces    of    roy  -  al  blood ;  Walk  as  the  chil-dren 

3.  Yonr  full  re-demp-tion  rights  With  ho-ly  bold-ness  claim, And  to  its    ut  -most 


m^wt:^E^^. 
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walk  with  HimWhom  seeing  not,  you  love, 
of  the  light.The  sons  and  heirs  of  God. 
full  -ness  prove  The  pow'rof  Je  -  sus'narae. 


Look  on  your  tri  -als  here.  As 
Fear  not  to  take  your  place.  With 
Your  life  is   hid-  den  now, Your 


m,% 
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He  be-holds  them  now, Look  on  this  world  as  it  will  seem  When  glory  crowns  your  brow. 

Je-sus  on  the  throne, And  bid  the  pow'rs  of  hell  and  earth, His  sovereign  scepter  own. 

glo-ry  none  can  see, But  when  He  comes  His  bride  will  shine,  All  glorious  as  He. 

I 
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Refrain. 
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I  am  ris-en  with  Christ,!  am  dwelling  above,  I  am  walk-ing  with  Je-sus  be  -  low,        I  am 
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shed-ding  the  light  of  His  glo -ry  ahdloye,A-round  me  where-ev-er  I     go. 

Copyright,  1891,  by  A.  B.  Simpson.  j^  j  ^       t 
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325. 


¥0  the  ResGiie. 


[SERVICE. 


F.  A.  B. 


Suggested  by  the  work  of  ^ 


Moody  and  Wooley  in  Boston,  li'dX. 

F.  A.  Blackmer,  by  per 
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1.  See !  a  sail  a-  mid  the  fearful  breakers  Yon-der,wav-ing  sig-nals  of  dis  -tress ; 
2.High -er,  fierc-er  yet  the  tem-pest  ra-ges,Can  the  life-boat  live  in  such  a  sea; 
3.  See  the  forms  un-to  the  old  wreck  clinging,Now  they  beckon  to  the  shore  for  aid ; 
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Haste !  make  read-y  at  the  sav-ing  sta-tion,Man  the  life-boat, praying  God  to  bless ! 
Yes,  for  God  who  rules  the  storm, shall  guide  itTill  im-per-illed  souls  in  safe-ty  be. 
Now  their  cry  for  help  your  ears  is  greeting !  Sure  -ly  you  would  not  the  call  e-vade. 


t^^-t^ 


m^E^ 
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Chorus. 
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^a 


To  the  res-ciie,  to    the  res-ciie!  Brother, sieze  the  oar!    Launch  the  life-boat, 
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launch  the  life-boat !  Pull  a-way  from  shore !   Speed  the  life-boat, speed  the  life-boat ! 
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-^-^- 
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^=> 


Brave  the  wind  and  wave  !  To  the  rescue, to  the  res-cue !  Pre-cious  souls  to  save. 


Copyright,  1891,  bj  P.  A.  Blackmer. 

4  Sin  is  rampart  and  its  billows  raging. 
And  these  human  wrecks  are  every- 
where ; 
Brother,  do  not  lose  a  single  moment! 
Heaven's    message    to    them  quickly 
bear. 


5  Go  and  tell  them  Christ  has  died   to 

win  them,  [care; 

Bid  them  cast  on  Him  their  load  of 

Bid  them  hope,  tho'  neaththe  wave  now 

sinking,  [there. 

Tell  them  Christ  can  save  them  even 
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iSEilVlCE.] 

329. 

Anon. 


A  Little  Talk  With  Jesus 

Arr.  for  this  Work. 


/ 


^miM^t^m^^^m 


1.  While  figlit-ing  for  my  Sav-iour  here,  The  devil  tries  me  hard;  He     uses      all  his 

2.  Tho'  dark  the  night  and  clouds  look  black  And  stormy  overhead,  And  trials  of  afl  -  most 

3.  When  those  who  once  M^ere  dearest  friends  Begin  to  persecute,  And  more  who  once  pro  - 

4.  And  thus, by  f  re-quent  lit-tle  talks, I    gain  the  vic-tory ;    And  march  along  with 
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migh-ty  pow'r,  My    pro-gress  to      re-tard ;     He's  up     to     ev  -  'ry  move,  And 

ev      'ry     kind  A  -  cross  my  path  are  spread  ;How  soon  I     con-queorall,     As 

f essed  to     love, Have  si  -  lent  grown  and  mute ;  I      tell  Him  all   my  grief,    He 

cheer-f  ul    song,  En  -joy  -  ing    lib  -  er  -  ty ;     With  Je  -  sus   as    my  Friend,  I'll 
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trials  of     ev  -  'ry  kind, Praise 
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yet  thro'  all    I    prove  A  lit  - 

to    the  Lord  I    call,     A  lit- 

quick-ly  sends  re  -  lief,    A  lit  - 

prove un-til    the    end,    A  lit- 


tle talk  with  Je  • 

tie  talk  with  Je 

tie  talk  with  Je  ■ 

tie  talk  with  Je  ■ 


sus  makes  it  right,  all 
sus  makes  it  right,  all 
sus  makes  it  right,  all 
sus  makes  it  right,  all 
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right, 
right, 
right, 
right. 
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God  I      al 
Chorus. 
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■  sus  makes    it      right,      all        right ; 
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lit    -    tie 


talk    with    Je  - 


5 us    makes  it       right,     all        right. 
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350. 

R.  K.  Carter. 


Tfie  Beaatifal  LigJit. 


[S  E  R  V  I  C  Ev 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney,  by  per. 
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^P=*: 


B=^z 
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1.  Je  -  sus   is        the  light, the  way,     We   are  walk-ing  in 

2.  We  who  know  our  sins  for  -  given,  We   are  walk-ing  in 

3.  As    we  jour  -  ney  here  be  -  low,     We   are  walk-ing  in 

4.  We  will  sing  His  power  to     save.     We  are  walk-ing  in 


the  light, We  are 
the  light, We  are 
the  light, We  are 
the  light, We  are 


walk-ing  in  the  light 
walk-ing  in  the  light 
walk-ing  in  the  light 
walk-ing  in  the  light 


Shining  brighter  day  by  clay,  We 
rind  on  earth  the  joy  of  heav'n,  We 
O  what  joy  and  peace  we  know,  We 
We  will  tri-umph  o'er  the  grave,  We 
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are  walking  in  the 
are  walking  in  the 
are  walking  in  the 
are  walking  in  the 
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Refrain. 
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beautiful  light  of  God.      We  are  walk    -    -  ing  in  the  light,  We  are 

walking  in  the  light  beautiful  light  of  God, 


light, We    are  walk-ing  in      the  beau-ti  -   f  ul  light,  of  God. 

Walking   in    the  light. 
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faijht,  1887,  by  John  R.  Sweney. 
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331. 

R.  Kelso  Carter, 


^\[e  Bl00d-¥ashed  Pilgrirri. 


Rev.  J.  Matthias. 
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(     I         saw      a  blood-wash'd  pil  -  grim,      A        sin  -  ner  saved    by      grace, 
■  \     Temp-ta  -  tions  sore     be  -    set       him,     But    noth  -  ing  could    af  -  fright. 
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Up    -      on     the  king's  great  high-way,     With  peace-ful,  shin  -ing     face. 
He         said, "The  yoke     is      ea  -    sy,        Tlie    bur  -  den,  it        is    light." 
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Chorus. 
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Oh!  palms  of  vic-to-ry.  crowns  of    glo-ry, Palms  of  vie  -  to-ry    I      shall  wear, 
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Copyright,  1886,  by  R.  K.  Carter. 


2  His  helmet  was  Salvation, 

A  simple  Faith  His  shield. 
And  Righteousness  His  breast-plate; 

The  Spirit's  sword  he'd  wield. 
All  fiery  darts  arrested, 

And  quenched  their  blazing  flight; 
He  cried  "  The  yoke  is  easy. 

The  burden,  it  is  light." — Cho. 


4  Mid  storms,  and  clouds,  and  trials, 

In  prison,  at  the  stake. 
He  leaped  for  joy,  rejoicing, 

'Twas  all  for  Jesus'  sake. 
That  God  should  count  him  worthy, 

Was  such  supreme  delight. 
He  cried,  "  The  yoke  is  easy. 

The  burden,  is  so  light." — Cho. 


3  I  saw  Him  in  the  furnace. 

He  doubted  not,  nor  feared, 
And  in  the  flames  beside  him 

The  Son  of  God  appeared, 
Though  seven  times  'twas  heated 

With  all  the  tempter's  might. 
He  said,  "  The  yoke  is  easy. 

The  burden,  it  is  light."— Cho. 


5  I  saw  him  overcoming, 

Through  all  the  swelling  strife. 
Until  he  crossed  the  threshold 

Of  God's  Eternal  Life. 
The  Crown,  the  Throne,  the  Sceptre, 

Th^  Name,  the  Stone  so  White, 
Were  his,  who  found,  in  Jesus, 

The  yoke  and  burden  light. — Cho. 
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1  want  te  be  a  aSsrker. 


tsBRVtCE. 


I.  B. 


$^m$^. 


The  laborers  (ire  few.'"— Matt.  ix.  27. 


I.  Baltzell. 
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1.  I  want  to  be   a  worker   for  the  Lord,   I  want  to  love  and  trust  His  ho-ly 

2.  I  want  to  be   a  worlver    ev -'ry  day,     I  want  to  lead  the  err-ing  in  the 

3.  I  want  to  be  a  worker  strong  and  brave, I  want  to  trust  in  Je-sns'pow'r  to 

4.  I  want  to  be  a  worker, help  me, Lord, To  lead  the  lost  and  err-ing  to  Thy 
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I      want  to    singandpray,  and  be    bus  -  y     ev - 

That  leads  to  heav'n  a  -  bove,where     all    is  peace 

All    who  will  tru  -  ly  come,   shall    find    a    hap 

That  points  to    joy    on  high,  where  pleasures  nev 
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1.  vineyard    of    the  Lord.        I    will  work,  I      will  pray,  In 

2,3,4.  king-dom    of    tlie  Lord.       j     will  work  and  pray,  I     will  work  and  pi-ay, 
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vine-yard,  in    the  vine-yard    of    the  Lord,ot    tlie  Lord,  I    'will  work,  I 
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pray,    I     will    la  -  bor  ev  -  'ry    day      In    the  vine-yard   of    the  Lord. 
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333. 

R.  K.  C. 


TFie  King  0f  Slery. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Onward  marching, Who, who  is  He?  Jesus, Saviour, Bringing  victory. 

2.  Christian  soldier, Follow  the  Lord ;  He  will  conquer.  With  His  mighty  sword. 

3.  Hills  and  mountains  All  pass  away ;  But  His  promise  Standeth  day  by  day. 

4.  Blood- washed  victors  In  ev'ry  strife.  We  shall  praise  Him  Round  the  tree  of  life. 
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Lift  your  heads, ye  heav'nly  por  -  tals  !     Lift  your  heads, ye  gates  of  pearl ! 

Lift  your    heads,        ye         heav'nly  portals!  Lift  your    heads,       ye        gates  of  pearl;  For 
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Love  and  peace  to  err-ing  mor  -  tals.  On  His  banner  now  He  doth  unfurl, 
love  and     peace        to  err-ing  men,  On  His  ban-nernow  He  doth  un -furl. 
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King    of  glo-ry  fail-eth  nev  -   er,     Praise  Him  while  the  heavens  ring ; 

King  of        glo     -      ry  fail-eth  nev-er,Praise  Him    while  the  heavens    ring; 
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He  hath conquer'd and  f or     ev     -    er  We'll  shout ho-sau-nah    to     our  King. 
He  hath       con    -    quered        and  we '11  shout  ho  -   san     -      nali  to     our   King. 


1^^^-- 
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334.       Ye  Servants  ef  Jesus,  Awake. 


[SERVICE. 


Mrs.  Harriet  E.  Jones. 


Frank  M.  Davis. 


1.  Ye   servants  of    Je-sus,     a- wake  from  your  sleep, The  fields  are  all  golden, go 

2.  Ye   servants  of    Je-sus,  go  work  with  a    will.  Go    reap-ers  and  gleaners  His 

3.  le   servants  of    Je-sus,  go  work  in    His  might, The  sands  are  fast  falling, soon 


forth  then  and  reap ;  The  Mas  -  ter 
gar  -  ner  to  fill ;  How  dare  you 
com-eth    the  night ;  Be    read  -  y. 


is  call  -  ing  for  reap  -  ers  to  -  day,  A  - 
be  i  -  die  so  near  to  the  field.  That 
be    read  -  y  when    Je  -  siis  says  "come  !  "  Go 
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rouse  ye,  a-rouse  ye  His  words  to 
quickly  would  give  you  a  glo  -  ri  - 
take  your  sheaves  with  you  to  dwell  in 
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o  -bey.     Go  search 'mid  the   bri  -  ars  and 
ous  yield. 
His  home. 
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-  der    the  leaves, There  's  room  in  His  gar  -  ner    for    all     of    the  sheaves ;  Go 
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search  'mid  the  briars  and  under  the  leaves.  There 's  room  in  His  garner  for  all  of  the  sheaves. 
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Arlington. 


CM. 


Thomas  Augustine  Arnk. 


335  ♦  ^^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  ^^^^^  Triumph. 

1  Am  I  a  soldier  of  the  cross, 
A  follower  of  the  Lamb, 

And  shall  I  fear  to  own  His  cause, 
Or  blush  to  speak  His  name? 

2  Must  I  be  carried  to  the  skies 
On  flowery  beds  of  ease, 

While  others  fought  to  win  the  prize, 
And  sailed  through  bloody  seas? 

3  Are  there  no  foes  for  me  to  face? 
Must  I  not  stem  the  flood? 

Is  this  vile  world  a  friend  to  grace. 
To  help  me  on  to  God? 

4  Sure  I  must  fight  if  I  would  reign ; 
Increase  my  courage.  Lord; 

I  '11  bear  the  toil,  endure  the  pain, 
Supported  by  Thy  word. 

Tt  Thy  saints  in  all  this  glorious  war 
Shall  conquer,  though  they  die  : 

They  see  the  triumph  from  afar. 
By  faith  they  bring  it  nigh. 

6  When  that  illustrious  day  shall  rise. 

And  all  Thy  armies  shine 
In  robes  of  victory  through  the  skies. 

The  glory  shall  be  Thine. 

Isaac  Watts. 


336.     The  Race  for  Glory. 

1  Awake,  my  soul,  stretch  every  nerve, 
And  press  with  vigor  on  ; 

A.  heavenly  race  demands  thy  zeal. 
And  an  immortal  crown. 

2  A  cloud  of  witnesses  around 
Hold  thee  in  full  survey ; 

I'orget  the  steps  already  trod, 
And  onward  urge  thy  way. 


3  '  T  is  God's  all-animating  voice 
That  calls  thee  from  on  high ; 

'T  is  His  own  hand  presents  the  prize 
To  thine  aspiring  eye  : — 

4r  That  prize,  with  peerless  glories  bright, 
Which  shall  new  lustre  boast,       [  gems 

When  victors'  wreaths  and  monarchs' 
Shall  blend  in  common  dust. 

5  Blest  Saviour,  introduced  by  Thee, 

Have  I  my  race  begun ; 
And,  crowed  with  victory,  at  Thy  feet 

I'll  lay  my  honors  down. 

Philip  Doddridge. 


337. 


Missionary  Hymn. 

Tune,  Contrast,  p.  201. 


1  Let  us  go  to  the  dusky  Hindoo, 

Who  is  bowing  to  wood  and  to  stone ; 
Let  us  tell  him  the  news  'twas  for  you. 

That  Jesus  abandoned  His  throne. 
Let  us  go  to  the  isles  of  the  sea. 

Where  the  Cannibal  tliirsteth  for  blood, 
And  the  Savage  shall  hear  such  as  he 

May  plunge  in  the  soul-cleansing  flood. 

2  Let  us  go  to  the  regions  of  ice. 
Where  the  Esquimaux  dwells  in  the  cold, 

Tell  him  Jesus  has  bought  with  a  price. 
The  souls  that  for  naught  have  been  sold. 

Let  us  go  unto  Africa's  race, 
Ethiopia  shall  stretch  out  her  hands. 

And  Egypt  shall  hear  of  His  grace. 
Be  loosed  from  her  sin  and  her  bands. 

3  Let  us  go  to  the  busy  Chinese, 
To  the  Empire  of  lovely  Japan ; 

Let  us  go  everywhere  —  o'er  all  seas. 
Wherever  there  dwelleth  a  man. 

Let  us  go  through  our  own  christian  lands., 
Where  churches  and  bibles  abound ; 

Let  us  stretch  to  the  lost  helping  hands. 
And  tell  what  a  Saviour  we  've  found. 
Majstie  Payke  Ferguson. 
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33S,       Sarida^  Scheol  lelunteer  Song 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.         (  WE  ARE  MARCHING  ON.)      Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 
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1.  We  are  marchius: 

2.  We  are  marching 

3.  We  are  marching 

4.  We  are  marching 
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on  with  shield  and  banner  bright, We  will  work  for  God  and 
on,  our  Cap-tain, ev  -  er  near, Will  pro-tect  us  still,  His 
on  the  straight  and  narrow  way.  That  willlead  to  life  and 
on    and  pressing  t'ward  the  prize.  To    a    glo-rious  crown  be 
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D.c. —  We  are  marching 


To  the  prom-ised  land  where 
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bat  -  tie  for  the  right, We  will  praise  His  name, re  -  joic-  ing  in  His  might,  And  we  11 

gen-  tie  voice  we  hear :  Let  the  foe    ad-vance,we  '11  nev-er,  nev  -  er  fear.  For  we  '11 

ev  -  er-last-ing  day,    To    the  smil  -  ing  fields  that  nev  -  er  will    de-cay,  But  we  '11 

yond  the  glowing  skies, To  the  ra  -  diant  fields  where  pleasure  never  dies.  And  we  '11 
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liv  -  ing  wa-tersflow  ;  Come  and  join  our  ranks  as     pilgrims  here  he-lovj, 
Fine.  ^  i^  ^  , 


C'oi 
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work  till  Je-sus     calls.  Then  awake,      then  a- wake,         happy  song,  happy 
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work  till  Je-sus      calls. 


then  awake, 


happy  song, 
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song,      Shout  for  joy,        shout  for  joy,  As  we  gladly  march  a  -  long. 
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339. 


He  Leadeth  Me. 

Key  D. 


1  He  leadeth  me !  O  blessed  thought ! 
0  words  with  heavenly  comfort  fraught ! 
Whate'er  I  do,  where'er  I  be. 
Still 't  is  God's  hand  that  leadeth  me. 

Cho. — He  leadeth  me.  He  leadeth  me  : 

By  His  own  hand  He  leadeth  me : 
His  faithful  follower  I  would  be, 
For  by  His  hand  He  leadeth  me. 

(J 


2  Sometimes  'mid  scenes  of  deepest  gloom, 
Sometimes  where  Eden's  bowers  bloom, 
By  waters  still,  o'er  troubled  sea, — 
Still 't  is  His  hand  that  leadeth  me ! 

3  Lord,  I  would  clasp  Thy  hand  in  mine, 
Nor  ever  murmur  nor  repine, 
Content,  whatever  lot  I  see, 

Since  'tis  my  God  that  leadeth  me! 
2 )  J.  H.  Gtlmoke. 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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J.  H.  BURKB. 


^«- 


3t3jc»iH~ 


F/^ 


EiE^^Efi; 


-i-^-^r 


1.  A    hundred  thou-saad  souls  a  day, Are  pass-ing  one  by      one    a-wayju 

2.  0    Ho  -  ly  Ghost, Thy  people  move, Baptize  their  hearts  with  faith  and  love,  And 

3.  Ar-mies   of  pray'r  your  promise  claim, Prove  the  full  pow'r  of    Je-sus'  name.  And 

4.  The  Master's  cora-iug  draweth  near,The  Son  of  Man  will  soon  ap-pear,Hi8 
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Christless  guilt  and  gloom.  Without  one  ray   of    hope  or  light.  With  future  dark  as 
con  -secrate  their  gold. At    Je-sus  feet  their  millions  pour,  And  all  their  ranks  u- 
take  the  vie  -  to  -  ry.Your  conqu'ring  Captain  leads  you  on, The  glorious  fight  may 
Kingdom  is    at    ha^nd. But  ere  that  glorious   day  can  be,This  Gos-pel    of    the 
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end-less  night,They're  passing  to    their  doom, They're  passing  to    their  doom, 
nite  once  more,  As    in      the  days  of       old,     As      in      the  days  of      old. 
still    be  won,     This  ver  -    y  cen  -  tu     -  ry.     This    ver  -    y  cen  -  tu  -    ry. 
King-dom,we  Must  preach  in    ev  -  'ry      land, Must  preach  in    ev  -  'ry    land. 
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They're  pass  -  ing,     pass  -    ing      fast 
.     pass-lng,passing,passing,passing, 


a-way.    In  thousands  day  by  day, They're 
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5  O  let  ns  then  His  coming  haste, 
0  let  us  end  this  awful  waste 
Of  souls  that  never  die. 
A  thousand  millions  still  are  lost, 
A  Saviour's  blood  has  paid  the  cost, 
O,  hear  their  dying  cry. 

6  They're  passing,  passing  fast  away, 
A  hundred  thousand  souls  a  day, 
In  Christless  guilt  and  gloom, 
O  Church  of  Christ,  what  wilt  thou  say 
When  in  the  awful  judgment  day, 
They  charge  thee  with  their  doom? 


341. 


TFje  Yelaqteer's  Seng. 


[SERVICE. 


E.  K.   C. 


R.  Kelso  CARrER. 
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1.  A  cry  comes  up  from  the  dark- ness,     A  wail    of       ag  -  o  -  ny    rolls 

2.  Oh,  who  can  tell  this  sal -va    -  tiou?  The  judgment  thun     -  der    rolls; 

3.  Oh,  who  will  go    to    the  res  -  cue?  The  world  mere  pit-tan-ces  doles; 

4.  From  east  to  west  we  will  tell       it,      To   all   men     between  the  poles; 
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Thro'  the  night  of  sin,  in  this  world  of  ours,'Tis  the  cry  of  per-ish-ing  souls. 
Who  will  bear  the  news  of  redemp-tion  down  To  the  helpless  per-ish-ing  souls. 
'Tis  the  Christian  sav'd  by  redeem-ing  love  Who  must  help  the  perishing  souls. 
We    can  tell     it  iDestjWe  who  feel  it  most,For  we  were    per    -    ish-ing  souls. 
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Are  you  saved  ?  f  ul-  ly  saved 

are  you  saved?  ful 


Has  Je  -sus  wash'd  your  sins  away,a-way  ? 
ly  saved? 
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Then  work,brother,work  ;the  niarht  is  comiDgon ;  Oh,work,work  for  souls  to-day. 
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542      Be  Watchful.    S.  M. 

*  Tune,  Laban,  p.  244. 

1  My  soul,  be  on  thy  guard  Renew  it  boldly  every  day, 
Ten  thousand  foes  arise ;  And  help  divine  implore. 

The  hosts  of  sin  are  pressing  hard  3  ^^,^^  ^^^^^^  ^^^^  victory  won, 

To  draw  thee  from  the  skies.  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^^^  armor  down ; 

The  work  of  faith  will  not  be  done, 

2  Oh,  watch,  and  fight,  and  pray;  Till  thou  obtain  the  crown. 
The  battle  ne'er  give  o'er ;  Gkorge  Heath,   1781. 

(234) 
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Frenfi  Greenland's  Ic^  Meantains. 
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From  Greenland's  Icy  Mountains.  Drop  it  where  thorns  and  thistles  grow, 

'  oC8<ttiGr  It)  on  tiiG  rocK ! 


1  From  Greenland's  icy  mountains, 
From  India's  coral  strand ; 

Where  Afric's  sunny  fountains 
Roll  down  their  golden  sand ; 

From  many  an  ancient  river, 
From  many  a  balmy  plain, 

They  call  us  to  deliver 

Their  land  from  error's  chain. 

2  Shall  we  whose  souls  are  lighted 
With  wisdom  from  on  high, 

Shall  we,  to  men  benighted. 

The  lamb  of  life  deny? 
Salvation  !  oh,  salvation ! 

The  joyful  sound  proclaim, 
Till  earth's  remotest  nation 

Has  learned  Messiah's  name. 

3  Waft,  waft,  ye  winds.  His  story, 
And  you,  ye  waters  roll, 

Till,  like  a  sea  of  glory, 
It  spreads  from  pole  to  pole, 

Till  o'er  our  ransomed  nature, 
The  Lamb  for  sinners's  slain, 

Redeemer,  King,  Creator, 
In  bliss  returns  to  reign. 

Hebeb 

:7  z  z  The  Sower. 

vJT?T»  Tune.Laban,p.2U 

I  Sow  in  the  morn  thy  seed, 

At  eve  hold  not  thy  hand ; 
To  doubt  and  fear  give  thou  no  heed. 

Broadcast  it  o'er  the  land ! 
3'  Beside  all  waters  sow, 

The  highway  fn Trows  stock, 


345. 


3  The  good,  the  fruitful  ground 
Expect  not  here  nor  there ; 

O'er  hill  and  dale  and  plain  'tis  found, 
Go  forth,  then,  everywhere ! 

4  And  duly  shall  appear. 

In  verdure,  beauty,  strength, 
The  tender  blade,  the  stalk,  the  ear, 
And  the  full  corn  at  length. 

5  Thou  canst  not  toil  in  vain  : 
Cold,  heat,  and  moist  and  dry. 

Shall  foster  and  mature  the  grain 
For  garners  in  the  sky. 

James  Montgomery,  1825. 

Prayer  for  Light.. 

Tune,  McKendree,  p.   168 

1  Light  of  those  whose  dreary  dwelling 

Borders  on  the  shades  of  death, 
Rise  on  us.  Thyself  revealing ; 

Rise,  and  chase  the  clouds  beneath. 
Thou,  of  life  and  light  creator, 

In  our  deepest  darkness  rise ; 
Scatter  all  the  night  of  nature, 

Pour  the  day  upon  our  eyes. 

,    2  Still  we  wait  for  Thine  appearing  : 

Life  and  joy  Thy  beams  impart; 

Chasing  all  our  fears,  and  cheering 

Every  meek  and  contrite  heart. 

Save  us,  in  Thy  great  compassion, 

O  thou  God  of  peace  and  love ! 
Give  the  knowledge  of  salvation, 
Fix  our  hearts  on  things  above. 

Chas.  Wesley,  1745. 

(235) 


346.     T^Fie  Ghrislian  Missien  War  Seng. 


Welch  Ai^. 
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Chris-tian, rouse  thee !  War  is  rag-ing,  God  and  fiends  are  bat  -  tie  wag  -ing, 
Dare  ye  still  lie  f ond-ly  dreaming,Wraptin  ease  and  world-ly  scheming, 
Lord,  we  come, and  from  Thee  never,  Self  nor  earth  our  hearts  shall  sev-er, 
To  a  world  of  reb  -  els  dy  -  ing,Heav-en,  and  hell,  and  God  defying. 
Hark!  I  hear  the  warriors  shouting,  Now  the  hosts  of  hell  we 'rerouting; 
See      the  foe      be-fore  us    fall-ing,  Sin-ner's  on    the    Sav  -  iour  call  -  ing. 
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Ev  -  'ry  ransom'd  pow'r  en-gag-ing, Break  the  tempter's  spell,  {  Thro'  the  world  re- 
While  the  mul  -ti-tudes  are  streaming  Downwards  in-to  hell? 
Thine  en-tire  -  ly, Thine  for  ev  -  er,     We  will  fight  and  die. 
Ev  -  'ry-where  we'll  still  be  cry-ing,"Will  ye  per  -  ish — why? ' 
Cour-age !  onward  !  nev-er  doubt-ing,We  shall  win  the  day.  \ 
Throwing  off  the^bond-age  gall-iug — Join  our  glad  ar  -  ray.  / 


^ 


¥^s 


=t=f 


pgm 


f^^3^^^E^±^^Em^^ 


-p: 


Let    the  gos  -pel  sounding,         Summon  all    at      je  -  sus'  call, His 
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glorious  cross  sur-rounding.    Sons  of  God, earth's  trifles  leaving, Be  not  faithless, 
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but    be  -  licv-ing,To  your  conqu'ring  Captain  cleaving, For-ward  to    the  fight. 
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Onward  C^bristian  Soiaim. 


Sabine  Baring-Gould. 
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1.  OnwardjChristian  soldiers  IMarching  as  to  war,With  the  cross  of  Je    -    sus 

2.  At   the  sign  of    tri  -  iimph, Satan's  host  doth  flee  ;On,tlien, Christian  soldiers, 

3.  Like  a  mighty     arm  -  y  Moves  the  Church  of  God  ;Brothers,we  are  tread-ing 
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Go-ing    on    be- fore. Christ, the roy- al      Mas  -  ter,  Leads  a-gainst the    foe; 
On    to     vie  -  to  -  ry !  Hell's  foundation's   quiv  -  er      At    the  shout  of  praise ; 
Where  the  saints  have  trod;  We  are  not  di  -  vid  -    ed,     All  one  bod-y      we, 
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Forward  in -to    bat  ~  tie,     See, His  banners  go  J    Onward,  Christian  sol  • 
Brothers, lift  your  voic-  es,Loud  your  anthemy  raise. 
One  in  hope  and  doc  -  trine, One  in  char-  i  -  ty. 
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Marching  as    to        war^ With  the  cross  of  Je  -  sus     Go  -  ing  on  be-  fore. 
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4  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish. 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
But  the  Church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain ; 
S^ates  of  hell  can  never 

^Gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise, 

And  that  cannot  fail. 


r  Onward,  then,  ye  people ! 

Join  our  happy  throng. 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

In  the  triumph-song; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor 

Unto  Christ  tne  King, 
This  through  countless  ages 

Men  and  angels  sing. 
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1.  A  voice,  from  above   is   fall-ing,fall-ing, Solemn  and  sad  and  low  ;     'T  is  the 

2.  A  voice  from  the  cross  is  falling, fall-ing,Sad-ly  the  ac-cents  flow;    'T  is  the 

3.  A  voice  from  a-f ar     is   f all-ing,fall-ing,Fall-ing  in  tones  of  woe ;    'T  is  the 
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voice  of  the  Mas  -  ter  call-ing,  call-ing, 

dy   -   ing  Sav  -  iour  call-ing,  call-ing, 

wail  of  the  heath-en  call-ing,  call-ing, 


Whom  shall  we  send  and  who  will  go  ? 

Ten-der  -  ly    call  -  ing, '  'who  will  go  ?" 
Mournful  -  ly    call  -  ing,  "who  will  go  ?" 
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Who, who  will  go  ?  the  Master  is  crying 
Lord,  I    will  go,  my  heart  is  re-ply-ing, 


;  Je-sus  is  call-ing,  call-ing  for  thee. 
Lord, I    am  read-y. 


read-y, send  me  IBeady,  ready.     Ready,  ready, .  Lord, I    am  ready,     send  me! 
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Copyright,  1891,  by  A.  B.  Simpson. 

4  A  voice  from  our  midst  is  falling,  falling 

How  can  we  answer  no ! 
'T  is  the  voice  of  a  mighty  army  calling, 

Ob,  who  will  send  us,  we  will  go ! 


5  A  voice  from  the  heavens  will  soon  be 
Shaking  the  earth  below,  [falling, 

'T  is  the  voice  of  the  Bridegroom  calling, 
calling. 
Oh,  who  will  haste  it,  who  will  go? 
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Soldiers  ef  the  dress. 


J.  B.  Waterbury. 
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1.  Sol-diers  of  the  cross  a-rise  !Lo  !your  Leaderf rom  the  skies  Waves  before  you 

2.  Now  the  light  of  faith  be-gin,  Be  no  more  the  slaves  of  sin, Strive  the  victor's 

3.  Je-sus  conquered  when  He  fell, Met  and  vanquished  earth  and  hell  ;Now  He  leads  you 

4.  On  ward,  then,  ye  hosts  of  God !  Jesus  points  the  victor's  rod  ;rollow  where  your 
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glo-ry's  prize, The  prize  of   vie  -  to  -  ry.  Seize  your  ar  -mor,gird  it    on  ; 

palm  to  win,  Trust-ing  in    the    Lord.        Gird  ye    on  the  armor  bright, 

on     to  swell  The  triumphs  of  His    cross.  Though  all  earth  and  hell  ap-pear, 

Lead-er  trod  ;You  soon  shall  see  His   face.       Soon, your  en  -  e  -  mies  all  slain, 
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Now  the  battle  will  be  won  ;See,  the  strife  will  soon  be  done ;  Then  struggle  man-ful-ly. 
Warriors  of  the  King  of  Light, Never  yield  nor  lose  by  flight  Your  divine  re-ward. 

Who  will  doubt, or  who  can  fear?  God, our  strength  and  shield  is  near ;  We  cannot  lose  our  cause. 
Crowns  of  glo  -  ry  you  shall  gain, Soon  you'll  join  that  glorious  train  Who  shout  their  Saviour's  praise. 
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35 0*^°^^'  ^°^  ^^®  Night  is  Coming. 

Kei/  F. 

:  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming ; 

Work,  through  the  morning  liours ; 
Work,  while  the  clew  is  sparkling; 

Work  'mid  springing  flowers ; 
Work,  when  the  day  grows  brighter. 

Work,  in  the  glowing  sun. 
Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 

When  man's  work  is  done. 


I       I  ^ 


Give  every  flying  minute 
Something  to  keep  in  store. 

Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 
When  man  works  no  more. 


2  Work,  for  the  night  is  coming. 
Work  through  the  sunny  noon ; 
Fill  brightest  hours  with  labor. 
Rest  comes  sure  and  soon. 
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Work,  for  the  night  is  coming, 

Under  the  sunset  skies ; 
While  their  bright  tints  are  glowing, 

Work,  for  daylight  flies. 
Work,  till  the  last  beam  f  adetli, 

Fadeth  to  shine  no  more ; 
Work,  while  the  night  is  darkening, 

When  man's  work  is  o'er. 

Sidney  Dyer. 
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Lerd,  1  Believe. 


[SERVICE 


M.  H.  B 

Allegro, 


Commandant  Herbert  Booth. 


}Mi 


^^^3=5^ 


i 


^u=j^ 


^ 


1 .  When  sorrows  and  storms  are  be-set-ting  my  track,  And  Sa  -  tan  is  whisp'ring  '  'You  'd 

2.  How  eas  -  y  when  sailing  the  sea  at      a  calm  To  trnst  in  the  strength  of  Je- 


better  go  back, "Oh, then  I  have  prov'd  it,tho'  dark  be  the  way,  A      lit-tle  believing  drives 
hovah's  great  arm, But  somehow  I  find  when  the  waves  swamp  the  boat,It  takes  some  be-liev-ing    to 
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clouds  right  a  -  way.        Lord,   I      believe?  Lord,  I    bMieve !  Savionr,raise  my 
keep  things  a-  float.       Lord,   I      believe !  Lor(?,  I    be-lieve  I  All  my  doubts  I 'il 


zi£±qSi 


g^EFf-&^$^ 


:S^^ 


s 


SE^ 


?P3 


d^fer 


:^=C: 


:r:i£: 


faith    in  Thee  till    it    can  move  a  moun-tain.      bn  -  ry    in     the  Fonn-tain. 
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352.     By  the  Grace  ef  Ged,  I'll  Meet  Yea. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  We    are  march-ing  on   to    glo    -    ry,  We   are  march-ing  on    to      glo  -    ry, 

2.  We  must  pass  thro'trib-u  -  la      -    tion, We  must  pass  thro' trib-u  -  la    -    tion, 

3.  In    the  world  we 're  o-ver-com    -  ers,    In  the  world  we're  o -ver  -  com  -  ers, 
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Cno— By    the  grace  of    God  I'll  meet       you,  By  the  grace  of  God  III    meet     you 
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By    the    grace   of     God  III    meet         you,    On       Canaan's    hap  -  py    shore. 


4  We  will  follow  where  He  leadeth, 
We  will  fuUow  where  He  leadeth, 
We  will  follow  where  He  leadeth. 
Redeemed  by  Jesus'  blood. 


5  In  His  name  we  '11  surely  conquer, 
In  His  name  we'  11  surely  conquer, 
In  His  name  we  '11  surely  conquer, 
Redeemed  by  Jesus'  blood. 


Concluded  from  opposite  page. 

3  "I'll   stand  to  the  end,"  I  have  heard     But   right   in  the  heat  of  the  conflict  with 
people  say,  [away;"  sin,  [in. 

"I'll  fight  till  Idle,  and  I'll  ne'er  run     Instead  of  believing,  they  faint  and  give 

But  when   the  temptations  so  fiercely  as-     5  oh,  let  us    remember,    in  running   our 
sailed,  [failed.  race, 

They    left    off  believing,     and     terribly     That  faith  is  not  feeling,  and  trust  is  not 

trace ; 
And  when   all   Is  seeming  as  black  as  the 

i  And  others  there  are  full  of  courage  and  [night, 

zeal,  [steel ;     We  '11  keep  on  believing,  and   go  on  with 

Who  go  to  the  battle  like  warriors   of  the  fight. 
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G.  J.  Webb,  1830. 
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353. 


Webb.    7s  &  6s. 


1  Stand  up !  stand  up  for  Jesus  I 

Ye  soldiers  of  the  cross ; 
Lift  high  His  royal  banner, 

It  must  not  suffer  loss ; 
From  victory  unto  victory 

His  army  He  shall  lead, 
Till  every  foe  is  vanquished, 

And  Christ  is  Lord  indeed. 


2  Stand  up  !  stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

Stand  in  His  strength  alone ; 
The  arm  of  flesh  will  fail  you  — 

Ye  dare  not  trust  your  own; 
Put  on  the  Gospel  armor. 

And  watching  unto  prayer, 
Where  duty  calls,  or  danger, 

Be  never  wanting  there. 


3  Stand  up  !  stand  up  for  Jesus ! 

The  strife  will  not  be  long ; 
This  day  the  noise  of  battle, 

The  next  the  victor's  song ; 
To  Him  that  overcometh, 

A  crown  of  life  shall  be ; 


He  with  the  King  of  Glory 
Shall  reign  eternally. 

Eev.  Geo.  Duffield,  Jr.,  1858. 


354. 


The  City  of  God. 

Tune,  McKendree,  p  168 


1  Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  city  of  our  God : 
He,  whose  word  cannot  be  broken. 

Formed  thee  for  His  own  abode. 
On  the  rock  of  ages  founded, 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose? 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded, 

Thou  mayst  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 


2  See !  the  streams  of  living  waters, 

Springing  from  eternal  love, 
Well  supply  Thy  sons  and  daughters. 

And  all  fear  of  want  remove. 
Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 

Ever  flows  their  thirst  to  assuage?— 
Grace,  which  like  the  Lord  the  Giver, 

Never  fails  from  age  to  age. 

John  Newton,  1779. 
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Cakl  Maria  von  Weber,  1786-1826 
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5^5  Cast  Thy  Bread  Upon  the  Waters. 

'^^^*  ECCL.   XI.    1. 

.1  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters, 
Thinking  not 't  is  thrown  away ; 

God  Himself  saith,  thou  shalt  gather 
It  again  some  future  day. 

2  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters, 
Wildly  though  the  billows  roll ; 

They  but  aid  thee  as  thou  toilest, 
Truth  to  spread  from  pole  to  pole. 

3  As  the  seed,  by  billows  floated 
To  some  distant  island  lone, 

So  to  human  souls  benighted. 
That  thou  flingest  may  be  borne. 

4  Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  waters ; 
Why  wilt  thou  still  doubting  stand? 

Bounteous  shall  God  send  the  harvest. 
If  thou  sow'st  with  liberal  hand. 

Mrs.  J.  H.  Hanaford,  ab.  1852. 

35g         For  Watchfulness. 

1  A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 
A  God  to  glorify ; 

A  never-dying  soul  to  save. 
And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 

2  To  serve  the  present  age, 
My  calling  to  fulfil,— 

Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage. 
To  do  my  Master's  will. 

5  Arm  me  with  jealous  care. 
As  in  Thy  sight  to  live ; 


And,  oh.  Thy  servant.  Lord,  prepare, 
A  strict  account  to  give, 

4  Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 

I  shall  forever  die. 

Charles  Wesley. 

3^7     What  Poor  D  sspised  Company. 

^^  ^  *  KeyF. 

1  What  poor  despised  company 

Of  travelers  are  these, 
Who  walk  in  yonder  narrow  way. 
Along  that  rugged  maze. 

Chorus. 
I  'd  rather  be  the  least  of  them, 
Who  are  the  Lord's  alone, 
II  :Than  wear  a  royal  diadem. 
And  sit  upon  a  throne.  :|| 

2  Ah !  these  are  of  a  royal  line, 

All  children  of  a  King; 
Heirs  of  immortal  crowns  divine, 
And  lo  !  for  joy  they  sing. 

3  But  why  keep  they  the  narrow  road. 

That  rugged,  thorny  maze? 
Why,  that 's  the  way  their  Leader  trod  ; 
They  love  and  keep  His  ways. 

4  What,  is  there  then  no  other  road 

To  Salem's  happy  ground? 

Christ  is  the  only  way  to  God ; 

None  other  can  be  found. 
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All  the  waY  leng  it  Is  Jesus. 
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I    f  O  good  old  way,  How  sweet  thou  art !   All    the  way  long  it    is  Je  -  sus ; 
*  \  May  none  of  us  from  Thee  de-part;         All    the  way  long  it    is  Je  -  sus. 


M 


Jl. 


-P—i^ 


mim^^m 


;s^^ 


^^^ 


Chorus. 


-^—^—^- 


m 


H^z^ziv: 


I        I 


all      the  wav  long  it 


Je  -  sus,        Je  -    sus,  Why 


Je 


W. 


Jt=r 


:r=£|:t±=t 


_e — ^ — 1^_ 


2  But  may  our  actions  always  say 
We  're  marching  in  the  good  old  way. 


Laban. 


3  This  note  above  the  rest  shall  swell, 
That  Jesus  doeth  all  things  well. 


S.  M. 


Lowell  Mason,  1830. 


J— 4 


d= 


^^= 


^t 


i^i= 


-^-^ 


m. 


is: 


?%^ 


£fz 


4=P- 


T — r 


t-lr- 


i 


p^g^* 


>El^: 


E^: 


i=F> 


:3tp: 


^E 


?2= 


-■g---^- 


^ 


a 


IS 


=F- 


:^= 


=t: 


-r— ^— r 

359^    Brightly  Gleams 

Tune,  Onward  Christian 

1  Brightly  gleams  our  banner, 

Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  wand'rers  onward. 

To  their  home  on  high ; 
Journeying  o'er  the  desert, 

Gladly  thus  we  pray. 
And  with  hearts  united, 

Take  our  heavenward  way. 
Chorus. 
Brightly  gleams  our  banner. 

Pointing  to  the  sky, 
Waving  wand'rers  onward, 

To  their  home  on  high. 

2  Jesus,  Lord,  and  Master, 

At  Thy  sacred  feet. 
Here  with  hearts  rejoicing, 

See  Thy  children  meet ; 
Often  have  we  left  Thee, 

Often  gone  astray,  (244) 


Our  Banner. 

Soldiers,  p.  237. 

Keep  us  mighty  Saviour, 

In  the  narrow  way, 
All  our  days  direct  us. 

In  the  way  we  go, 
Lead  us  on  victorious 

Over  ev'ry  foe ; 
Bid  Thine  angels  shield  us 

When  the  storm-clouds  lower. 
Pardon  Thou  and  save  us 

In  the  last  dread  hour. 
Then  with  saints  and  angels. 

May  we  join  above, 
Offring  endless  praises, 

At  Thy  throne  of  love ; 
When  the  toil  is  over, 

Then  comes  rest  and  peace, 
Jesus  in  His  beauty ; 

Songs  that  never  cease. 

Rev.  Thomas  J.  Potter. 


THE  LOttb'S  COMING.] 

360.  ,       Christ  Retarneth. 


^^  I  will  come  again,  and  receive  you  unto  Myself. ^^ — John  xv:  3. 
H.  L.  TuftNER.  James  McGranahan,  by  per. 


a:4z 


--%-^- 


=t: 


'f  r 


::|: 


4:4 


^ir-*- 


--^--iL- 


-*r^-".«--*- 


*-*- 


r    '    r  r    "     ' "  '    '    i  i 

1.  It    may     be      at     morn,  when  the  day     is       a -wak-ing,  When  sunlight  thro' 

2.  It   may    be      at     mid  -  day,  it    may  be    at    twi-light,     It  may   be,  per- 

3.  While  its  hosts  cry  "ho-san  -  na",fromheav-en     de-scend-ing.  With  go  -  ri  -  fled 

4.  Oh,  joy!   oh,    de  -  light !  should  we  go  with-out    dy-ing,     No  sick-ness,  no 


A=^- 


i 


ppi^3^^ 


::]= 


w 


:«t 


rjfctjz 


dark- ness  and    shad-ow  is     breaking,  Tliat  Je  -  sus   will  come      in    the 

chance, that  the  blackness  of    midnight  Will  burst  in  -  to    light      in    the 

saints  and  the     an  -  gels  at  -  tend-ing,  With  grace  on    His  brow,    like    a 

sad  -  ness,  no  dread  and  no      cry-ing.  Caught  up    thro' the  clouds  with  our 


W: 


-0=fc: 


=t= 


i 


J^-X 


* 


[I 


=^=^1= 


i£ 


S=3- 


:^z=it 


m 


full  -  ness   of  glo  -  ry,  To   re  ■ 

blaze  of    His  glo  -  ry,  When 

ha    -  lo      of  glo  -  ry,  Will 

Lord      in  -  to  glo  -  ry,  When 


ceive 
Je  - 
Je  - 
Je  - 


from  the      world  "  His  own.' 

sus  re    -  ceives  "  His  own.' 

sus  re    -  ceive  "  His  own.' 

sus  re    -  ceives  "  His  own.' 


^  ^    Jr 


I 


::?23 


l^g 


^=^- 


:^:3 


i 


Chorus. 


.^- 


.->-J^4 


=^ 


:^= 


=^at=# 


Leg: 


O    Lord  Je  -sus,  how  long,  how  long      Ere  we  shout  the  glad  song,Christre- 


5= 


Sr^^ 


tnrn-eth,  hal  -le-lu  -jah!  Hal-le  -In- jah!  A  -men,  Hal-le  -In  -jah!  A^  men. 


f^- 


Effi 


::1=t1e 


P^^ 
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361. 

E.  K.  C. 


W\[e  Night  is  Alrnest  Gver. 


[THE   LOKD'S   COMING. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


i^f^=jFi^#ii«^^ 


./= 


Carter. 


\=^=t-:il=:iz 


The  night  is   al-most   o-ver,andtheday  is  drawing  near,  Clirist  is  coming, Halle- 

2.  The  ver-yman   of  Nazareth, He,who  came  the  lost  to  save,  Christ  is  coming, Halle- 

3.  The  Bride  is  cloth'd  and  ready  in  her  garments  pure  and  white,  Christ  is  coming, Halle- 


tep 


3^3= 


^-^- 


M 


:t^=t2=t^=i^= 


Zt£=ti£ltg=t^ZZ^Z 


i 


fcfc 


i^^ 


#=^ 


--m=ip. 


w^^ 


^^s=^- 


ESE 


^-*- 


i— -*-^- 


g£ 


hi  -  jah!  The  stars  of  promise  van  -  ish  as  the  sky  is  growing  clear; 
lu  -  jah!  Who  heal'd  the  sick  is  com-ing  with  vie  -  fry  o'er  the  grave ; 
lu    -    jah !    The  lamps  are  trim'd  and  burn-ing,  andjbhe  flame  of  love   is  bright ; 

K       K       N       K       ^ 


3^=^=1^= 


=^f=tq 


:N:=^=^=t= 


::^=^ 


=1==1=t^t^=te=t^=t^= 


=t= 


i 


.^_^.^^^ 


^=^ 


Chorus. 


.-fe-J^-K->-^ 


1^3=4= 


=t=:^ 


_I_H— -j d -\- 


5EE^ 


SE 


:i=St 


q-LdipSez:* 


Christ  is    coming,  Hal -le  -  lu    -    jah!     In    the  breaking  of   the  morning  to  His 


f=.=t=tr-^ 


=P=-'^"=^ 


u=^-^- 


-«— ^ — -« — -« — J — 


-^-=H 


~^? 


iEMEiE«EiE£tJ 


promise  -  es  we  cling ;  With  the  wedding  march  of  Jesns  heaven's  vaulted  arches  ring ;  We  are 


^ 


t=tJk^zdkz 


-^^ 


:fe:jgz|,i£:tg-t«'-k~l;<'~k-;g- 


:=t=t=t:^: 


?= 


:U=U-^]^-\- 


'-li^-t«'-t»'-t»'- 


m^^^i^mmm 


m 


watching  ev'ry  moment  for  the  coming  of  the  King,  Christ  is  coming,  Hal-  le  -  In  -  jah ! 


E^^mM^. 


:tatz| 


-^-P-0- 


a:j^ 


;tez}Ei:^_z^: 


"^ 


~t'- 


5  We  '11  rise  from  earth  to  meet  Him  for 
we  know  it  by  His  word ; 

Christ  is  coming.  Hallelujah !  [the  Lord ; 
And  then  we  '11  be  f  orever.yes  forever  with 

Christ  is  coming,  Hallelujah! 


,  bj  R.  K.  Carter. 


and 


4  The  rocks  and  hills  are  trembliuj^ 
the  heavens  flee  away, 

Christ  is  coming.  Hallelujah !  [tion  day 
The  elements  dissolving  in  the  resurrec- 

Christ  is  coming,  Hallelujah ! 
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THE    LORD'S    COMING.] 


362. 


A  Little  While. 


R.  K.  C. 


Haggai  ii:  6-9. 


iii 


i 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 

: ^-J \ 


3EEa 


Lift  your  heads,  O  broth  -  ers,heark - 
He  shall  shake  the  earth  and  heav  - 
Nev  -  er  mind      if  shad  -  ows  dark  - 


m^. 


Lift  your  heads, the    day  draws 
Shake  the  land     and  shake  the 
Nev  -  er     fear     if    foes     are 


SE 


z)f=¥- 


^: 


i 


=^::^F=l==^==^= 


p 


d-l^±z\ 


EisiEti^EiE 


EiEEi 


-f^i- 


1^:3 


-ip^^^ 


near    For    the  com-ing  of      the  King-dom,When  our  Je  -  sus  shall  ap 

sea,     Fill  the   lat-ter  house  with  glo  -  ry ;    Come  and  reign  e  -  ter  -  nal 

strong, Lift  your  heads  and  shout  ho-san-nah!  Praise  the  Lord  !  it  won't  be 

_-&_-^-fr_j^^  ^  ^    -i^    ^    ^ 


pear. 

ly. 

long. 


g-l 


Chorus. 


r\           N     _te 

1    ^  1 

1 

Ii-         fc-        1^        N     ■■  w 

Jy .         1          r 

m           m           \             '^ 

S  '     fe      1 

N       n     J      -1^ r-] 

^^— ^^-^ 

^r      ^      « 

— — i 

^  •  " 

— —^- -^ -^ — 

— -J — -J ^ — ^ — -J — 1 

>— ^---3= 

^ 

(^  • 

— i=p-i-  i-^ 

—i—t—i^—^—%—] 

Praise  the  Lord !  it  won't 

be      long. 

Till    we    see 

His    ten  -  der,    lov  -  ing 
1*-     -F-     *    ■*-     1^ 

i 

1       •         U  •     L« 

^  •       L«        w»        1           ■»        U 

[^J.      f    ■  W 

i              ^       1               1 

r    r 

ff f*        ^        !  .        1          F       1 

^^-^— k- 

J ^ — ^_ 

:^ 

-S^— k— ^-^-W-i 

fe^E^feii^: 


=f>=:=SS=3s: 


-]^J- 


-^-B*- 


tg===r 


t=i=i- 


■3i=Z^- 


^-i*— ^ 


smile, Brothers, shout !  lift  up 


your  heads, Praise  the  Lord  it    is 


lit 
zJz 


tie 


^«:=1«=^^ 


E^EtE 


dtj& 


3^z 


ISI; 


E*±* 


'ti=i-^ 


^-■3= 


^i 


while, Brothers, shout !  lift  up  vour  heads  ;Praise  the  Lord !  it  is 


a    lit  -  tie  while. 


zt=t: 


g:^ 


:F= 


Copyright,  1886,  by  R.  K.  Carter. 

4  Sound  an  anthem  in  your  sorrows. 
Build  a  fortress  of  your  fears ; 
Throw  a  halo  round  your  trials. 
Weave  a  rainbow  of  your  tears. 


Lift  your  heads, the  morning  breaketh ; 

Praise  the  Lord  !  from  all  that's  vile ; 
Jesus  comes  to  give  deliverance, 

It  is  but  a  little  while. 


C247) 


363. 


Beheld  the  Bridegreern. 


[THE   LORD'S   COMING. 


Words  and  music  by  R.  E.  Hudson,  by  per. 


It 


t^-^ 


*=r3F 


rSrJ:::^: 


1.  Are  you  read-y  for  the  Bridegroom  When  He  conies, when  He  comes? Are  you 

2.  Have  your  lamps  trimmed  and  burning  When  He  comes, when  He  comes  ;Have  your 

3.  We  will    all  go  out      to  meet  Him  When  He  comes,  when  He  comes  ;We  will 

4.  We  will    chant    al    -  le  -  lu  -  ias  When  He  comes, when  He  comes; We  will 


ready  for  the  Bridegroom  When  He  comes, when  He  comes  ?Behold  !He  cometh !  Be- 
lamps  trimmed  and  burn-ing  When  He  comes, when  He  comes  ;He  quickly  cometh,be 
all    go  out  to  meet  Him,  when  He  comes,  when  He  comes  ;He  surely  cometh  !He 
chant      al  -  le-lu  -   ias  When  He  comes,  when  He  comes  ;Lo !  now  He  cometh  !  Lo ! 


-t^^- 


^^ 


:^=^i^-^=^=t= 


z^=^i 


z\^—^-\z 


u»    1^ 


1^    I 


Ci^  it     1 

IW 

% 

1              1          '^' 

y^M^              ^     \       \        fc- 

-h    h    N     ^ 

^ 

J                                     1 

/r    it       J          ;       J        !         N 

m         m         J       I 

irh         « • 

«       •'       « 

1           ^        M        'm        '*         ' 

*'        a        ^      1 

hold ! 

quick 
sure 
now 

if   f" 

He    com-eth ! 

-  ly     com-eth, 

-  ly     com-eth! 
He     com-eth ! 

^      ^      Hit 

Be    robed  and  read  -  y,     for    the  Bridegroom  comes. 

0      soul !    be    read  -  y    when  the  Bridegroom  comes. 

We'll  go        to  meet  Him  when  the  Bridegroom  comes. 

Sing    al    -    le  -  lu  -  ia!     for  the  Bridegroom  comes. 

/m\-¥r  # 

A         1     .     L_ 

^;             "                  '        ' 

1 

1 

V^-ikJ*      L  .        L-         L-         U          L« 

1              1    '        |jp-        ^'        ^       '  ^'     - 

w       w                1 

VL^^t        f 

r    1      1 

^ 

111 

•  ^    F— 

-U y^ 1 

i-. k U '^ U '^— 

L| 1 ^ — 1 

Chorus. 

.-I- 


^^^m^^^m^ 


Behold  the  Bridegroom, for  He  comes, for  He  comes  IBehold  the  Bridegroom, for  He  comes, for  He  comes  !Be- 


^iig 


-^^^^^mm-. 


m 


i^ 


hold  !  He  cometh !  behold !  He  cometh !  Be  robed  and  ready, for  the  Bridegroom 


't= 


zPEzT£S-Tt= 


df= 


.^-■t 


iiiSiE^ 


^, 


^= 


1e::^=t^- 


it; 


^=^= 
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THE   LORD'S   COMING.] 


364.  The  King's  Wedding  March* 


R.  K.  C. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


^^ 


_^_^_ 


--^- 


=t=l= 


i^i^iEE^S 


a^sE^ 


1.  Saints  a  -rise !  in  grace  a  -  bound-ing,  Hark !  the  wedding  march  is  sound 

2.  In    the  sky  His  flam-ing   ban  -  ner,    Lift  your  heads  and  shout  ho-san - 

3.  Trumpets  sounding, sev-en    thun-ders,  Op'n-ing  heav-ens, crowning  won - 

4.  Marcli-ing  legions, heavens  trem  -  ble,     Sol-diers    of    the  cross  as  -  sem  - 


Hi? 


zp=pr=f 


-■S--r-&- 


:| r=t: 


■ins; 
nail! 
ders ; 
ble! 


3Et=t=t 


:^z^z 


f^^^ 


-r^=^- 


1/  > 


mm 


t=ic 


:t=f- 


Read  the  times  with  quick  dis-cern-ing.  See  the  signs  of  Christ's  re-turn  -  ing. 
Trump  of  God  the    tid-ings   sum-metli,  Saints, be-hold !  the  Bridegroom  cometh ! 

Ush  -  er  in  the  con  -  su  -  ma-  tion,  Mys-tery,raerged  inrev  -  e  -  la  -  tion. 
Lightnings  sig-nal, thunders  drum-ming,  Wheel  in  line,  The  King  is      com  -  ing. 


--f±: 


^- 


t±df=it=<t=m=f^ 


Chorus. 


Hal-  le  -  lu- jah!  Lord,quick-ly  come!      Bless-ed  hope, oh, wondrous  sto  -  ry, 

j-^^^^— tF— P-n-^^ — l^—^-r^- r\ 1 -| 1 1 -~- 


:t=t: 


t=-tZ 


f^ 


Je  -  susandthe  coming  glo  -  ry ;    Hal  -  le  -    lu-jah!    O  Lord,  <piicl?;-ly  come  ! 


«^ 


z&= 


#p^^ 


Oop/rigbt,  1891,  b;  R.  Kelso  Garter. 


(249) 


365. 

R.  Kelso  Carter, 


¥Fie  Hepe  of  t^e  Ages. 


[THE    LORD'S   COMING. 


mm 


E.  Grace  Updegraff. 


^1 


^^- 


:«: 


^=^ 


^=D= 


3^= 


r 


1.  Je  -  siis  comes, He  comes  in  glo  -  ry,  Ech-oes  thro' the    a  -  ges      hoar-    y; 

2.  Je  -  sus  comes, the  dead  are  waking, Earth  with  mortal  pangs  is     qnak  -  ing ; 

3.  Je  -  sus  comes, in  clouds  de-scend-ing,  Sin  re-straining,  sor-row     end  -ing; 

4.  Je  -  sus  comes, all  things  re-stor- ing, Cry  a-loud, His  grace  im  -  plor-ing; 


fet^=?=^= 


z^=Ne- 


t^- 


ZtZ=Zt2=^±t 


i^pi 


te:i 


zt±:^ 


tUf: 


z^p^ 


XI 


Blessed  hope  and  thrill-ing  sto  -  ry,  Hal  -  le 
Stars  are  fall  -ing,heav-ens  shak  -  ing, Hal  -  le 
Broken  ties  for  -ev  -  er  mend  -ing, Hal  -  le 
Bow  the  knee, the  King     a  -  dor  -   ing, Hal  -  le 


s^= 


^ii 


%r 


Jesus  comes 
lu-jah!  Je  -  sus     comes! 
lu-jah!  Je  -  sus     comes! 
lu  -  jah!  Je  -  sus     comes! 
lu  -  jah !  Je  -  sus     comes ! 


:^=^- 


=^^=tt^F- 


:t 


^ 


Chorus. 


?     ^ 


fe^ld-L^fc^t 


— — ^—. — — — ^-m-^m--^- 


■m-^m—0- 

^-%-r 


J  of     kings,     .  .   He  comes  at 
King  of  kings. 


Hope  of    all     .     .     .    the  a  -  ges  past,     .     .     Kin! 
Blessed  hope,  Blessed  hope, 


pp±i^^ 


ii 


^t: 


T-«^ 


Pd!=* 


^-=^- 


EE' 


^V- g- 


1^ 


::fs=:=ft:: 


Sf 


k^    1 


last.  Up, 

Je    -  sus  comes. 


ye  saints     of     God 


:ft==^ 


a  -  wak  -   ing !  See     the 


:^ 


E^.Z^^3 


z^—f:. 


i 


5EEE|E=PEE3£r4 


-J^ 


m 


iSi^zii 


:fe 


r^JtK- 


morn  -  ing  light      is    breali-ing !  Hal  -    le  -   lu 


.*^^. 


-#'   fl'fci; ir lei-t _"Sr_ 


jah !     Je    -  sus     comes ! 


Copyright,  1891,  bj  Jl.  Kelio  Carter. 
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r^r^ 


THE  LOKU'S   COMING.] 


366.  Hail  ^hQu  Gofflifig  King. 

"  Lift  up  your  heads,  O  ye  gates ;  and  heye  lift  up,  ye  everlasting  doors ;  and  the 
King  of  glory  shall  come  in." — Ps.  xxiv:  7. 


By  M.  W.  Batciielder. 


gfclE^. 


:4=s±zS; 


^^Ei^ 


U^ 


^^^-- 


D.  C.  Wright,  by  per, 


1±; 


1.  Hail,  Thoii  com  -  ing  King   of  Glo  -    ry,      Hail,    O  bright,    pro  -  pi  -  tious 

2.  Who,  who  is  the  King   of  Glo  -    ry?     Prince, Im-nian  -   iiel,  Son     of 

3.  Yes,    we  greet      you,  ye    redeemed    ones,     In   that  bless  -  ed    choir    a  - 

4.  Hast  -  en  Lord,      Thy  blest  ap-pear  -  ing.  Wide  those  heaveu-ly  gates    un- 


;ta-fc 


_^^4=-^ 


Elifc*; 


-w=-^- 


-*-r^ 


:t 


-^-rl* 


-X. 


:4ic=g!: 


:^=|K 


te 


j!s:^r=^gi 


ii^rifc 


W 


day, When  those  pearl  -y  gates  are  lift  -   ed,  We  '11  be  like     our  Lord  al-way. 
God,  Who  hath  purchased  our  re  -demp-tion  With  His  own  most  precious  Wood. 
bove,Soon  we'll  share  your  ho  -ly  rap  -  ture,   Ev  -  er  chant  -ing  wondrous  love, 
fold,  King  of  Glo    -    ry, reign  for-ev  -  er,     Ev  -  er-more  Thy  tem  -  pie  hold. 

-*-•     -i»-  -^*  -m-  -m-    -»-    -0-*  -4^  -^-.        S 


t^W 


:P= 


Chorus. 


-rr 

We  shall  see      Him    in         His    beau  -  ty.     With  the  great  host  gone    be  - 


13=1 


:^JK 


X--=t:. 


zt=t: 


^^=^ 


m 


fore ;  King  of  Kings, He  reigns  vic-to-rious,  Great  High  Priest,  for-ev  -  .er  -  more. 


h\lzt:. 


-^-=.^±[ 


^—^■=iW^ 


^=t::: 


Copyright,  1888.  by  D,  C.  Wright. 


1^    \^ 


367.  0h,  the  Glad  Herne-Gernifig. 


[THE   LOKD'S  COMING. 


HOME  LONGING  AND  HOME  COMING. 


A.  B.  Simpson. 


#!:=q!!=J^^ 


:*=:ft:^ 


P^P 


t^- 


*F^*^*±S4=*: 


:S±=*i: 


1 .  I     am  wait-ing  for  the  com-ing    of    the  Bridegroom  in  the  air,        I      am 

2.  I     am  let-ting  go  the  pleasures  and  the  treasures,  worldlings  prize,  I      am 

3.  I     am  hast-ing  on  the  com-ing    of    the  Bridegroom  in  the  air,        I      am 


#^_^_^^^_^^ 
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long-ing  for  the  gath'ring  of  the  ransomed  o  -  ver  there ;  I  am  put-ting  on  the 
lay-  ing  up  my  treasures  and  am-  bi-tions  in  the  skies ;  I  am  set-ting  my  af  - 
sending  forth  the  gos-pel    of  the  Kingdom  every  where ;    I      am  warning  saints  and 
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garments  which  the  Heavenly  Bride  shall  wear,  For  the  glad 
f  ections  where  there  are  no  broken  ties.  For  the  glad 
sinners, for  the  summons  to   pre-pare,For  the  glad 
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home-coming  draweth  nigh, 
home-coming  draweth  nigh, 
home-coming  draweth  nigh. 
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Oh,   the    glad  home-com  -  ing,      It       is  swift  -  ly    draw-ing  nigh ;     Oh,  the 
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sad  h  '^me  longing  will   be    o  -  ver  bye  and  bye.Lo !  the  Bridegroom  cometh,holy 
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watchers  soon  will  cry, For  the  glad  home  com-ing  draw-eth  nigh 
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4:  I  am  watching  for  the  rising  of  the  morning  star's  first  ray, 
In  my  heart  its  beams  have  risen  as  the  harbinger  of  day ; 
Christ  in  me  the  hope  of  glory,  every  moment  seems  to  say, 
"  Lo !  the  glad  home-coming  draweth  nigh." 

5  Oh,  the  joy  of  meeting  Jesus  and  the  loved  ones  gone  before! 
Oh,  to  be  where  sin  and  sorrow,  pain  and  sickness  come  no  more ; 
AH  my  heart  is  turning  ever  to  that  everlasting  shore, 
Where  the  glad  home-coming  draweth  nigh. 
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L0I  He  Gornes. 


Chari.es  Wesley. 
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Tune,  ZioN.     8s,  7s  &  4. 
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.     f    Lo!  He  comes  with  clouds  descending, Once  for  favor'd  sin-ners  slain, 
'  \  Thousand, thousand  saints  at-tend-ing,  Swell  the  triumph  of     His  train 
2   /     Ev-ery   eye  shall  now  be-h  old  Him,  Robed  in  dreadful  ma- jes  -  ty;    1-^.       , 
I  Those  who  set  at  naught  and  sold  Him,Pierced  and  nail'd  Him  to  the  tree.  /     ^^P^^ 
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in;  / 


m 


i: 


■I- — &-  -ts — yt—b- 


n?=P- 


^^ 


£Ei; 


.t2=:6Si 


=^=^ 


tET-rr 


^^^^^^^^^m 


lujah !  God  appears  on  earth  to  reign ;  Hallelujah !  God  appears  on  earth  to  reign, 
wailing.  Shall  the  true  Messiah  see ;  Deep-ly  wailing.  Shall  the  true  Messiah  see. 
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3  All  the  tokens  of  His  passion 
Still  His  dazzling  body  bears ; 

Cauise  of  endless  exultation 
To  His  ransom'd  worshippers ; 

With  what  rapture 
Gaze  we  on  those  glorious  scars. 


(263) 


4  Yea,  amen !  let  all  adore  Thee, 
High  on  Thine  eternal  throne ; 

Saviour,  take  the  power  and  glory ; 
Make  Thy  righteous  sentence  ktfown : 

Jah!  Jehovah! 
Claim  the  kingdom  for  Thine  own. 
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369. 


Hark!  Ten  Thoasand. 


Harwell.     8s  &  7s. 


Lowell  Mason,  1840. 
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Hark  !  ten  thou-saud  harps  and  voi  -  ces  Sound  the  note  of  praise  a  -  bove;  1 
Je  -  sus  reigns, and  heav'n re- joi  -  ces,  Je  -  sus reigns, the  God  of  love,j 
Je  -  sus, hail!  whose  glo  -  ry  brightens.  All       a  -  bove,  and  gives   it  worth;  1 

Lord    of  life.     Thy  smile  en  -  lightens, Cheers  and  charms  Thy  saints  on  earth,  j 
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Hal  -  le  -  III  -   jah,  Hal  -  le  -    lu  -  jah  !  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -    jah,     A 
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men. 
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See  He  sits  on  yonder    throne ; 
When  we  think  of  love  like  Thine, 
See,  He    sits  on    yon-der     throne, 

When  we  think  of    love  like    Thine, 


Je-sus  rules  the  \A^rld  i 

Lord, we  own  it  love  di 

Je  -  sus  rules  the  world  a  ■ 

Lord,we    own  it    love   dl  - 
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3  King  of  glory,  reign  forever; 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown ; 
Nothing  from  Thy  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  Thou  hast  made  Thine 
Happy  objects  of  Thy  grace,  [own ; 

Destined  to  behold  Thy  face. 


4  Saviour,  hasten  Thine  appearing ; 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day, 
When,  the  awful  summons  hearing. 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away ; 
Then  with  golden  harps  we  '11  sing, 

"  Glory,  glory  to  our  King." 

Thomas  Kelly,  ab.  1804. 


370. 


1  "  Little  while"  what  doth  that  mean 
Age  on  ages  roll  between  ; 
Lord!  Thy  going  and  return, 
What  hast  Thou  for  me  to  learn  ? 

2  "^Little  while,"  how  long  it  seems 
From  earth's  partings,  fading  dreams- 
To  the  time  when  Thou  wilt  come 
Bringing  all  Thy  ransomed  home. 


In  a  Little  While. 

Tune  Hendon,  p.  251. 

3  "  Little  while, "how  short  the  time 
From  the  cross  to  life  sublime; 
Scarcely  had  they  dried  their  tears, 
When,  behold  !  their  Lord  appears. 

4  "Little  while,"  oh,  yes,  I  know 
Heaven  and  earth  and  all  below, 
Soon  will  join  in  gladsome  song 
Praise  to  God  —  The  Lord  has  com&, 

C.  L.  Hamlen. 


Music  on  opposite  page 
4  Ye  who  have  the  oil  of  wisdom, 

Are  you  ready  now  to-day  ? 
Are  you  watching  for  the  Bridegroom? 

Waiting  to  be  called  away? 
If  not  ready,  hasten  quickly. 

To  prepare,  make  no  delay ; 
Hear  the  cry,  "  Behold,  He  cometh!" 

Sounding  in  your  ears  to-day. 


5  With  what  joy  shall  we  beKold  Him, 

AVhen  He  comes  to  take  His  Bride, 
To  the  mansions  of  His  glory, 

Pardoned,  cleansed  and  sanctified; 
Oh,  the  happy,  joyful  meeting ! 

Come,  come  quickly,  dearest  Lord! 
For  Thy  coming,  I  am  waiting, 

Living  on  Thy  precious  word. 
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371.  ReadY  and  U3aiting. 

Altered  and  arr.  by  R.  K.  C. 
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R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Chris-tian  vir-gins,  are  you  read  -  y,     The  glad  summons  to     o  -    bey? 

2.  Have  you    on  the  wedding  gar-ment?  Are  your  robes  made  white  and  clean? 

3.  Are      you  sealed  up-on  your  foreheads?  Do  your  hearts  His  impress  bear? 
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i\.re    you  watch-ing,are  you  wait  -  ing,  Standing  stead-fast    by    the     way? 

^re    they  pure  with  snowy  white  -  ness?Wash'd  in    Je  -  sus'  blood  from  sin. 

Does    the      bri-dal    gift    a  -  dorn    you,   That  His  love  may    be     our     share? 
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Are  your  lamps  all  burn-ing  bright-ly,   Filled  with  oil    and  neat -ly    trimmed? 
Are  your  hearts  re  -  joic-ing  great  -ly,     That  the  Bridegroom cometh  soon? 
Do  you    fol  -  lowclose-ly    to       Him,  Thro'  the  des  -  ert  paths  be  -  low, 
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Are  you  hold-ing  them  be  -  fore 
Does  the  glad-ness  of  His  glo  - 
Where   so  -  e'er  the  Lamb  doth  lead 


m 
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you,  That  your  vis-ion    be      not   dimmed? 

ry      Fill  your  souls  at  night  and    noon? 

you,     Do  you  fol-low  high  and      low? 
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Cno. Chris  -  tian    vir-gins, are    you  read    -  y,   Watch-ing  till    the  Bridegroom  comes. 
Chorus.  I^  ,  ^D.S. 
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Ready,      Ready,  Ready,         Ready,       Ready  now  and  waiting  till  He  comes, 

ready,  ready,  ready,  ready, 
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till  He  comes. 


372.       WFien  All  the  Saints  get  Herne. 

R.  Kelso  Carter.  "   ^ 


[THE   LORD'S  COMING. 


E.  Grace  Updegraff. 
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1.  There's  a 

2.  Wtiat   a 

3.  When  the 

glad    day    com-ing,  by      and  bye,           A     day  that  will  sure -ly 
day      of       rapture  that    will  be !        We  '11  gath  -  er    no  more  to 
sign  of  the  com-ing  Son      of    Man        Shall  flash  thro'  the  heav-en's 
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come ;  When  the  ransom'd  throng  shall  u-nite  in  song,  When  all  the  saints  get  home, 
roam ;  All  our  wand'rings  o'er, we  shall  part  no  more,  When  all  the  saints  get  home, 
dome, How  the  Bride  will  rejoice  at  the  Bridegroom's  voice,  When  all  the  saints  get  home. 
I        K    K 
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When  all    the  saints  get  home  to  glo  -  ry,     When  all      the  saints  get  home ;  His 
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prais-es  we  '11  sing  till    the  heav-ens    ring,  When  all     the  saints  get  home 
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373. 


Millenial  Hymn. 

Tune,  Harwell,  p.  254. 


1  Hark,  the  joyful  anthem  sounding 
From  the  ransomed  far  and  wide ! 

Faithful  hearts  with  bliss  are  bounding, 
Praising  Him,  the  Crucified ! 

Banish  now  all  tones  of  sadness, 

Bring  fresh  flowers  to  strew  His  way ; 

Let  your  mourning  turn  to  gladness, 
Jesus  reigns  through  endless  day ! 

2  Hail,  the  grand  prophetic  warning ! 
Christ  returns  to  bless  His  OAvn ! 

Hail,  the  great  Millenial  morning! 
Jemis  claims  His  earthly  throne ! 


Angels  bright  are  earthward  winging. 

While  glad  hosts  in  bright  array, 
Heaven's  triumphant  song  are  singing, 

''Jesus  reigns  through  endless  day." 
3  Sound  the  glorious  anthem  higher, 

Precious  oflerings  hither  bring ; 
Hail !  our  Saviour !  Sanctifler ! 

Hail !  Blest  Healer  1  Coming  King  I 
No  more  sorrow,  no  more  sighing, 

God  will  wipe  all  tears  away ! 
No  more  pain,  and  no  more  dying  1 

Jesus  reigns  through  endless  day! 
( 256 )  Maj.  Theodore  J.  Eckerson,  U.  S.  A. 
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374. 


Till  He  Gerne. 


"  For  yet  a  little  while  and  he  that  shall  come  viill  come,  and  will  not  torry."— Heb.  x:  37. 
Rev.  Ed  H.  Bickersteth.  Dr.  Lowell  Mason. 
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1.  "Till  He  come  !"  Oh,  let    the  words  Lin- ger    on   the  trem  -  bling 
D.c.    Let  us  think    how  heav'n  and  home  Lie    he -yond  that  "■Till  He 

2.  When  the  wea  -  ry  ones  we  love      En-  ter    on  that  rest  a    - 
D.c.  Hush ! be    ev   -    ^ry  mur-murdumh,    It     is     on-  ly,"L'ill 
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Let      the  "lit  -  tie  while"  be  -  tween, 
/"hen   the  words  of  love  and   cheer, 
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In      their  gold-en  light  be    seen; 
Fall      no    long-er    on   our   ear, 
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3  Clouds  and  darkness  round  us  press ; 
Would  we  have  one  sorrow  less? 
All  the  sharpness  of  the  cross, 
All  that  tells  the  world  is  loss, 
Death,  and  darkness,  and  the  tomb, 
Pain  us  only  "  Till  He  come !" 


4  See,  the  feast  of  love  is  spread, 
Drink  the  wine  and  eat  the  bread ; 
Sweet  memorials,  till  the  Lord 
Call  us  round  His  heavenly  board, 
Some  from  earth,  from  glory  some, 
Severed  only  "  Till  He  come !" 
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Rev.  Henri  Abraham  C^sar  Malan. 
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376. 

R.  K.  C. 


[THE  LORD'S  COMING. 

aSe  Shall  Hear  a  VoiGe. 

R.  Kelso  Carter. 


1 .  We  shall  hear  a  voice, a  wOEd'rous  voice, Behold  the  Bridegroom  comes !  At  the  midnight  hour  thro' 

2.  We  shall  hear  a  voice,  a  thrill-ing  voice, Behold  the  Bridegroom  comes !  When  the  weary  life  seems 

3.  We  shall  hear  a  voice,  a  might-y  voice, Behold  the  Bridegroom  comes !  When  the  trumpet  sounds  the 

4.  We  shall  hear  a  voice,  a  liv -ing   voice,Behold  the  Bridegroom  comes!  When  the  dead  shall  rise  from 


si-lence  deep, When  the  virgin's  eyes  are  closed  in  sleep, We  shall  hear  a  voice,  a 

on  -  ly    loss,  And  the  crown  is  hid      be  -hind  the  cross,  We  shall  hear  a  voice,  a 

fin  -  al  blast.  And  redemption  fnll  has  come  at  last, We  shall  hear  a  voice,  a 

graves  wide  cleft, And  one  is  tak-en,     an  -  oth-  er  left, We  shall  hear  a  voice,  a 
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wondrous  voice, Be  -  hold, the  Bridegroom  comes! 

thrill-ing  voice, Be  -  hold, the  Bridegroom  comes ! 

might  -  y   voice, Be  -  hold,the  Bridegroom  comes ! 

liv  -  ing  voice, Be  -  hold, the  Bridegroom  comes! 
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read-y,         read-y,         read-y  "when  tlieBndegroom  comes,  At      ev- en    or    at 
read  -  y,  read  -  y,  ^ 
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midnight, at  cock-crowing,  in  the  morning  ;0    be   read-y  when  the  Bridgeroom comes. 


S3ESEI 


a 


Copyright,  1891,  by  B.  Keleo  Sarter. 


(258) 


^-M. 


:^zt;gzzt;szzU-t: 


THE   LORD'S   COMING.] 

377. 


0ar  Genfjifig  lierd. 


Mrs 


Acts  i :  2. 

E.  E.  Williams,  Cliorns  by  R.  K.  C. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


&-§ 


ITe'scomiDg  back  to  earth  again,Our  dear  ascended  Lord,  Surrounded  by    the 
No  more  the  one  despised  of  men,Tleject-ed  l)y  His   own  ;We  '11  see  Him  when  He 
No  more  forsaken  and  denied  ;The  Man  of  griefs  no  more,Scourg'd,mock'd,thorn-crown'd  and 
He  '11  come  with  radiant  glory  crown'd  To  bid  the  dead  a-rise.  While  mighty  shouts  and 
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heavenly  train, By  Ser-a-phira    a  -  dored;     No  more  the  Babe  of  hnmble  birth, He 
comes  a-gain,  On  His  im-per  -ial    throne, While  shining  hosts  around  Him  sing  The 
cru-  ci-iled      By  those  whose  sins  He  bore.     But  clothed  in  power  and  ma-jes  -ty,     Our 
trumpet's  sound  shall  rend  the  vaulted  skies,     And  from  the  slumh'ring  na-tions  all  His 
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Chorus. 
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Roll    on  mighty  song,  Re  -  demp     -       tion  for 

conies  a  King  to  reign  on  earth.        Yes,  roll  on        mighty  song,        hear  it  now 
praise  of  our  tri-umphantKing. 
com-ingLord    we  soon  shall  see. 
own  will  waken    at  His  call. 
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for  all  men ! 
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will  not  be  long, 

hear  it  now,  not  be  long,  Our  Lord  is  coming  back  a-  gain. 
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5  He's  coming  back  His  Bride  to  claim, 
And  lo,  the  day  draws  near ; 

O  ye,  who  love  the  Saviour's  name 
Look  up,  He  '11  soon  be  near. 

Your  hopes  will  reach  fruition  when 

The  Lord  returns  to  earth  again. 
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G  Roll  on,  roll  on,  thou  mighty  song; 

All  ye  His  saints  rejoice. 
And  swell  the  echoes  loud  and  long 

With  one  tremendous  voice. 
Angels  and  men  take  up  the  strain, 
The  Lord  returns  to  earth  again. 
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37S. 


A.  P.  Cobb. 


dS\[QY\  He  GQrnes- 


[THE  LORD'S  COMING. 


J.  H.  Fillmore,  by  per. 
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1.  Are  you    ready  for  your  Lord  should  He  come, should  He  come;  Are  you 

2.  Oh, there'll  be  re  -  joic-iug  when  He  comes, when  He  comes ;  If  we 

3.  See!  the    saints  en  -  ter  in,  when  He  comes, when  He  comes:  To  the 
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ready  for  your  sum  -mons  home?         Does  your  an-xious  spir-it  burn, His  ap- 

sum-mons  home. 

hear    Him  say-ing,child-ren  come.  Come  ye  bless-ed,en-ter  in  I  have 

children  come. 

wedding  when  the  Bridegroom  comes.  Brightly  burn-ing  is  each  light,  And  in 

when  He  comes. 
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pear  -ing  to      dis-cern  ;  Are  you      ready 
cleansed  you  from  all  sin.  Oh, there'll  be 
rai  -ment  spotless  white, See  the    saints 
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if  your  Lord  should  come? 
re  -  joic  -ing  when  He  comes, 
en  -  ter  in  when  He  comes. 
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Oh, be  ready  for  Him  when  He  comes,  when  He  comes, Oh, be  ready  for  Him  when  He  comes ;  Be  it 
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mid-night,he  it  morn-ing,When  He  gives  the  solemn  waming,Oh,beready,be  ready  when  He  comes. 
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JOY   AND   PRAISE.] 


379. 


1  Have  Learned  \\\e  Secret. 


A.  B.  S. 
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tm. 


-i^i 


A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  There's  a      se-cret-God  has  whispered  To  His  hid-den  ones    a-  lone;'Tis    a 

2.  Changeless    se-cret,ho\v  it  keeps  us  Thro' all  chan-ges  life  can    bring;  Joy  may 

3.  Ho  -  ly     se-cret,how  it  cleans-es     All  the  heart  from  self  and  sin  ;  Crowding 
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se-cret  sweeter, stranger, Than  thy  heart  has  thought  or  known. I  have  learned  the  secret, the 
cheer,or  tri  -  al  press  us, Still  the  rest-ful  heart  can  sing, 
out  the  power  of  e  -  vil.  By  the  life  of  Christ  within. 
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all  things  Thro' Christ  who  is  my  strength, Thro' Christ  who  is       my    strength. 
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4  Mighty  secret,  how  it  brings  us 
Heavenly  help  for  hearts  forlorn  ; 

Turns  our  battle-tide  to  triumph. 
Changes  midnight  into  mom. 


5  Precious  secret,  !  have  found  it, 
Precious  Jesus,  Thou  art  mine ; 

Prove  in  me  Thy  boundless  fullnes, 
Live  in  me  Thy  life  divine. 


350.  We  Leve  Hirri,  Becaase  He  First  Lsved  Us. 


A.  B. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  'T is  not  my  love  to  Thee, That  I     de-light  to    tell;  But        on  Thy  love,  O 

2.  Ere  the  ere  -  a-tionrose,  Or    an-gels  sang  a  -  bove,The        rec-ord    of      the 

3.  When  dead  in  sin  we  lay,  Thou  cam'st  for  us  to    die ;  Long     ere  we  sought  the 
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Christ  to     me,    Oh,  how     I    love     to    dwell.  We    love  Him,  we  love  Him, We 
heavens  dis-close  Thy    ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing    love, 
heav-enly  way, Thou  call'dst  us  from  on    high. 


^&= 


-t — r-  ^    r 


=p: 


m 


:*=t 


^• 


_^_i_. 


Srd=:&=r^ 


J ^— J— J- 


3i(=tW= 


-t^ 


--m- 


^^ 


--t=-'i~- 


love  Him     be-causeHe    tirst  loved  us,    He    loved      us.     He    loved    us,     He 
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first     loved 


We      love      Him     be -cause   He    first  loved      us. 
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4  No  life  can  be  too  lost 

Thy  loving  heart  to  move ; 
The  soul  that  costs  Thy  heart  the  most, 

Most  richly  shares  Thy  love. 

C262) 


5  Lord,  help  me  to  believe 
Thy  wondrous  love  to  me; 

Then  shall  my  heart  most  fully  give 
Thine  own  love  back  to  Thee. 


JOY  AND   PBAISE.] 

3S1.  Blessed  Assararice. 

Fanny  J.  Crosby.  Mrs.  Jos.  i\  Knapp,  by  per. 
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1.  Bless-ed     as-sur-ance,   Je  -  sns    is    mine!      Oil,  what  a    fore-taste   of 

2.  Per-fect  sub -mis- sion,   per-fect  de  -  light,      Vis-ions  of      rap-ture 

3.  Per-fect  sub -mis  -  sion,     all    is    at      rest,         I      in    my     Sav  -  iour  am 
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glo  -  ry    di  -  vine  !  Heir  of    sal  -  va  -  tion,  purchased  of    God,  Born  of   His 
burst  on  my  sight;  An-gels  de  -  scend-ing  bring  from  a  -  bove,  Ech  -oes  of 
hap  -  py  and  blest ;  Watching  and  wait  -  ing,  look-ing      a  -  bove,Fiird  with  His 
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it,  washed  in    His  blood.      This    is 
cy,  whis-pers   of    love. 
ness    lost    in      His  love.  3 
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381 


BerachaFi  Sengs. 


tJOY   AKD   PRAISE. 


A.  B.  Simpson. 


1.  When  of  old  on  Jiidah's  plains, Heathen  foes  in  myriads  came,  Judah's  hosts  a- 

2.  Not  with  charge  of  horsemen  proud, Not  with  might  of  spear  or  sword, Moved  the  van-guard 

3.  Not  by  cries,or  groans  or  fears,  A^e  our  conflicts  to  be  won  ;But  by  faith  that 
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gainst  them  marched,  Singing  in      Je  -  ho-vah's  name.  And  be  -  fore  that  volley  loud, 

to    the  fray.  But  with  prais-es    to    the  Lord.  This  our  bat-  tie  cry  shall  be, 

claims  and  sings, Ere  the  bat  -  tie      is      be-gun. Onward, then, with  nobler  strains 
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Heav'n's  ar-til-lery  of  praise,  Am-mon  quailed  and  Moab  fled, Filled  with  panic  and  amaze. 
This  the  standard  here  we  raise,  Vanguard  bold  and  vict'ry  sure,  Shouts  of  faith  and  songs  of  praise. 
Songs  of  vict'ry  let  us  sing,  Marching  through  Im-man-uel's  ground.  Waiting  for  our  coming  King. 
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Vic  -    to  -  ry  comes  while  we  sing 
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to  -  ry  comes  while  we    sing, 
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to  -  ry  comes  while  we  sing. 
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JOY  AND   PRAISEJ 


3S3. 


All  Taken  AwaY. 


R.  Kelso  Carter,  (  except  first  verse). 
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1.  Did  you  hear  what  Je  -  sus  said  tome?They 're  all  taken  a  -  way,  a -way,  Your 

2.  Oh, this  wondrous  grace  so  free  and  full  ;They  're  all  taken  a  -  way,  a  -  way,Tho' 

3.  Now  the  cleansing  streams  of  mercy  flow  ;They  're  all  taken  a  -  way,  a  -  way , My 

4.  I  have  plung'd  beneath  the  crimson  tide  ;They're  all  taken  a  -  way,  a  -  way,  And 
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sins  like  scar  -  let    are 

now  by  faith    I       am 


you  are  free, They  're  all 
re  now  as  wool ;  They  're  all 
white  assnow;They 'reall 

pur  -  i  -  lied;  They 'reall 
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tak-  en  a  -  way. 

tak-  en  a  -  way. 

tak-  en  a  -  way. 
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They 're  all  tak -en    a  -  way,   a-way,They 're  all  tak- ea      a  -  way,    away, They 
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all       ta  -  ken  a  -  way,   a  -way.  My  sins  are    all    tak  -  en     a  -  way. 
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5  Oh,  the  cleansing  blood  has  washed  my 
They  're  all  taken  away,  away ;     [  soul ; 

And  Jesus'  healing  has  made  me  whole ; 
They're  all  taken  away. 

G  Now  the  Spirit  witnesses  to  me ; 

They  're  all  taken  away,  away ; 
And  keeps  me  standing  in  liberty ; 

They  're  all  taken  awav. 

(266) 
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7  So  I  praise  the  Lord  for  sins  forgiven, 
They  're  all  taken  away,  away ; 

While  onward  pressing  my  way  to  heav'n ; 
They  're  all  taken  away. 

8  And  when  in  glory  we  meet  above ; 
They  're  all  taken  away,  away ; 

We  '11  sing  the  song  of  Redeeming  Love  ,• 
They  're  all  taken  away. 


3S4. 


The  Sarne  0ld  Way. 


[JOl   AND  PRAISE. 


^^  Ask  for  the  old  paths,  wJiere  is  the  good  way,  and  walk  therein,  and  ye  shall  find  rest 
R.  K.  C.  for  7jour  souis."-Jei\  vi:  16.  R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1 .  We    are  com-  iiig,  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !  In    the  way  our  f a-thers  trod ;     Up  from 

2.  We     are  marching  on     to  vie -fry,  And  the  hymn  of  triumph  swells;  And  the 

3.  We    can  see    the  heav'nly  cit  -  y,Wheretlieliv  -  ingriv  r   er  rolls;    And  the 
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life     and  strength  of  Je    -  sus  We      are  walk  -  ing  day 
name  we  '11  sure  -  ly    con  -  quer,Thro'  the  thick  -  est  of 
go      the  light     in -creas-eth,  Shin -ing  bright- er    ev    - 

by  day, 
the  fray, 
'ry  day ; 
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Fine.     Chorus. 
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Mn 


same  old-time  re-lig-ion.  In  the  same  old  way.    Lord, we  come  .  .  .     toThee,we 

same  old-time  re-lig-ion,  In  the  same  old  way. 

same  old-time  re-lig-ion,  And  the  same  old  way.  Lord, we  come, 


zS;vVn:t: 


H^lSi 


:^±:Cr^=r- 


■ti>— g-g-t»— 1»— g- 


^ 


^E^^ 


come,  Yes,   we     come,   ....     we  come  to  -  day :  In     the 

Lord,  we  come,  Now  we  come.  Yes,  we  come, 


Eu 
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^^i^m 


fciiife-^i-i 
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at^ziat 


T- 


way  ....     our  fathers  trod,  We  are  coming  in    the  same  old  way, 

in    the  way,  in     the  way,  ^    ^ 
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355. 


Blessed  be  the  Nanie. 


W.  H.  Clark. 
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Arr.  by  Wm.  J.  Ktrkpatrick,  by  per, 
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1.  All  praise  toHim  who  reigns  above, In  majes  -  ty  supreme  ;Who  gaveHisSon  for 

2.  His  name  a-bove  all  names  shall  stand, Exalted  more  and  more,  At  God  the  Father's 

3.  Re-deemer,Saviour,FrieiKl  of  raanOnce  rain'd  by  the  fall, Thou  hast  devis'd  sal- 

4.  His  name  shall  be  the  Couus^lor,The  mighty  Prince  of  Peace,  Of  all  earth's  liingdoms, 
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Chorus. 
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man  to  die, That  He  might  man  redeem.  Blessed  be  the  name, blessed  be  the  name, 
own  right  hand,  Where  angel  hosts  adore, 
ration's  plan, For  Thou  hast  died  for  all. 
conqueror,  Whose  reign  shall  never  cease . 

J -.  ^_^ 


;^zi^E=:feizJ[: 


itizit 


--^^-^-^ 


^A 


-fLZ^±^ 


-r- 


4==t=t 


f"= 


i^Ne: 


y^-^-tj^— ^-f=2I 


U*    U^ 


^&^ 


^= 


1^d:= 


:d^-;j=:pz?sizl»^iiv: 


Blessed  be  the  name  of    tlie  Lord 
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fcEl^q^n^- 
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Blessed    be   the  name, blessed  be  the  name, 
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Blessed  be  the  name  of    the  Lord. 
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CopjTig>it,  188S,   by  Win. 
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I 

5  The  ransomed  hosts  to  Thee  shall  bring 
Their  praise  and  homage  meet ; 

With  rapturous  awe  adore  their  King, 
And  worship  at  His  feet. 

6  Then  shall  we  know  as  we  are  known, 
And  in  that  w^orld  above 

Forever  sing  around  the  throne 
His  everlasting  loye, 

7  ) 
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356. 


HappY  in  Jesus, 


Words  by  Fanny  J.  Crosby. 


fcg4»-4»-|v 
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Wm.  J.  KiRKPATRicK,  by  per. 


m-t^t=^tt^^=i=i^i^^i=9=^ 


li^-l 


1.  Hap-py    in    Je  -  sus,   hap-py    in  Je  -  sus,    I  will  de-clare 

2.  Cling-ingto   Je  -  sus,    on -ly    to   Je  -  sus,    O  what  a  cora- 

3.  Walk-ing  with  Je-sus,    on -ly  with  Je -sus,  Sweetly    I  jour 

-^    J 


it       a  - 
fort    is 
ney      a 


broad ; 
mine; 
long ; 


m 


t-f^ 
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s^«^^±^=^-^^ 


Cho. — Hap-py    in    Je  -sus,  hap-py    in    Je-sus,  I    will  de-clare    it       a -broad; 


m 


*=^^ 


:^?^^3^ 


Fine. 


frg^ 


^S 


Thro'  His  a-tone-ment,pre-cious  a-tone-ment,  I  have  found  far -or  with  God. 
I  will  a-dore  Him, yes  I  will  praise  Him,  Je  -  sus  my  Sav -ivjur  di  -  vine. 
I    have  be-liev'd  him,  I  have  re-ceiv'd  him,He    is    my  joy    and    my  song. 
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^    i*^    '• 

Thro'  His  a  -tone-  ment,pre-cii 


J  a-  tone-ment,    I  havefound.fav  -or     with   God. 


Kind-ly    he  sought  me,  ten-der  -ly  brought  me  Out  of  the  des  -  ert  so  wild ; 

Un-der  his  watch-care  peacc-ful-ly  hid -ing,  Faith  my  re-deem-er  can  see; 

Watch-ing  me  ev  -  er,   leav-ing  me  nev  -  er.    Still  my  pro-tect  -or  is  nigh ; 

h    h    ^    I 
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Now   I  can  trust  him, than k-ful-ly  trust  him, Since  He  has  made  me  His  child. 
An  -gels  in  glo  -  ry,    tell-ing  the  sto  -  ry,Now  are  re-  joic  -ing  with  me. 
Sav'dby  Hismer-cy,      in  -  fi  -  nite  mer-cy.  Who  is    so  hap-py    as      I? 


m^. 
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357. 

A.  B.  S. 


Gtirist  in  rne. 


A.  B.  SiMpaow. 


St 


mmmm^^^^^m 


1.  This    is      my   won -der- ful     sto  -  ry, Christ  to    my  heart  has     come; 

2.  Was  there  e'er   sto  -  ry    so    mov-ing,  Sto -ry     of  love  and    pain; 

3.  1      am      so    glad      I      re  -ceived  Him,  Je  -  sus  my  heart's  dear  King ; 


cAi: 


mm^^^^^^m^. 


Je  -  sus,   the    King  of    Glo  -  ry,  Finds  in      my  heart    a       home. 
Was  there  e'er  Bridegroom  so  loving, Seeii-ing   our  hearts  to      gain. 
I    who    so     often  have  grieved  Him,  All  to      His    feet  would  bring. 


I    who    so     often  hav 

.^ — ^ — m — ^-J-^ 

-\x la br a ff- 


iatf_ 
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"^^^r 
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n   me,  Chris 


Christ  in   me,  Christ  in  me, 


'^]^ 
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Christ  in  me,    O  won-der-f ul  sto  -  ry, 

I 


^EE 


E=^ 


:kSz 


:^=>-=t:— k-'>^ti'-tg 


feS^EE^ 


Christ  in     me,       Christ  in      me, Christ  in    me    the    hope  of  glo    -  ry. 
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4  How  can  I  ever  be  lonely. 
How  can  I  ever  fall ; 

What  can  I  want,  if  only 
Christ  is  my  all  in  all? 


(269) 


5  Now  in  His  bosom  confiding. 
This  my  glad  song  shall  be ; 

I  am  in  Jesus  abiding, 
Jesus  abides  in  me. 


35S. 

John  S.  Haugh. 


Rivers  ef  Blessing. 


[JOY   AND   PRAISE. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


^m^^m^s^mM^ 


1.  Plen  -  ti  -  fill  showers    of  bless  -  ing,Fall  from  the  fountains  a  -    bove, 

2.  See,     a  great    o  -  cean  of  bless  -  ing,  Wa-ters    of      in  -  fl  -  nite     grace; 

3.  Tell  Him  you're  tired  of  re  -  bel  -   ion,Burcleneclancl  wea- ry  with     sin; 


.^_Tr_ir-_ 


_^_^BL_^_^_ 
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O  -  pen-ing  windows  of  heav  -  en,  Pour  us  out  rich  -  es  of  love. 
Path-om-less, boundless, this  o  -  cean, Free  for  a  pen  -  i  -  tent  race. 
Sink-ing  for  lack  of    His  mer  -  cy,  Sink-ing      be-cause  you're  un  -  clean. 


q^_^_^_ 


:^^:^L;f:.^^ 


^^^-n-l-. 1-. \-^ i-s f--— — Ki— -I h- 


L^= 


_pt j p; 


dtSicizU— &!—;«!=&£ 


zS^tl?: 


r-r 


itjtiizi:^ 


.-^-^- 


.^>_4>_js 


"^— *,-h'*l^-*K'^ 


d=N!^d^^z 


:J= 


^:;=it: 


^=«=«- 


Yes,  we    have  riv  -  ers      of  bless-ing, Flowing  from   un  -  der  the     throne, 
Come  to    these  wa-ters    of  bless-ing.  In  -  stant-ly    heed  the  great  call; 
Think  how  He  came  down  to  save  you.  Suffered    for    you   on    the     tree; 

N      IS       N       N       IS       N 


-^-^> 
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Fine. 


fc:3:t::MEi;s; 


E^ir|S=*-gJz=s; 
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Deep-en  -  ing,wid  -  en 
Has  -  ten  at    once    for  y 
Purchased  your  perfect 


ing, cleansing, Flow-ing  in  Je  -  sus  a  -  lone, 
our  cleansing, Down  be  -  fore  Je  -  sus  now  fall, 
re  -  demption,That  you  might  trust  and  be     free. 


?EE 
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W±^\ 
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Cho.  mer-cy       a  -  hun  -  dant  is    flow  -  ing.  Flow -ing      in      Je  -sus     to      heal. 

Oh,  yes,thereare  riv- ers    of    bless  -  ing,  And    rlv-ers    of  blessing  we       feel,       For 


J_J^, 
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359. 

John  Newton. 


Rejeicing  Everrnere. 


R.  E.  Hudson. 
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1.  Tho'   trou-bles    as  -  sail,  and    dan  -  gers    af-fright,Tho' friends  should  all 

2.  When  Sa  -  tan    ap-pears      to     stop  up    our  path,      And  fills    us    with 

3.  He    tells    us  we 're  weak — our  hope  is       in  vain;       The  good  that  we 


fe?g* 
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Cho. —  Yes,     I     will    re-joice,  re  ■■  joice         in    the  Lord; 
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Yes,     I      will    re- 


:t=^ 


iT=i=^^=9T=9 
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fail      and    foes      all       u  -  nite,      Yet    one  thing    se  -  cures    us      what- 
fears,    we     tri    -  umph    by   faith,      He    can  -  not    take  from    us     (tho' 
seek      we     ne'er    shall    ob  -  tain ;     But  when  such  sug  -  ges  -  tions  our 
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joice,      re  -joice 


gJB 


in     the  Lord;     Yes,      I     will    re  -  joice,     in     thejy  ^ 


:dz 


*£Ei±EiE 


e'er     be-  tide,  The  prom -ise      as-sures  us, — The  Lord  will  pro -vide. 

oft    He  's  tried)  The  heart-cheer-ing  promise.  The  Lord  will  pro  -  vide. 

grace  have   tried, This  an  -  swers  all  questions, The  Lord  will  pro -vide. 


®i 
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1^      ^      I 

in      the  Lord,   Will    joy      in      the     God 
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390. 

John  Newton. 


of     my 


¥Fie  Lord  will  Previde. 
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Arr.  by  R.  K.  C. 
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1.  Tho' troubles   as  -  sail,  etc., etc.  Cho. — Not  fearing  or  doubting  with 
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3F^=i= 


Christ  on    our  side;    We  hope  to    die   shouting, "The Lord  will  pro-vide.' 
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391.      The  Mansien's  Mine  Te-rnerrow. 


Rev.  John  Parker. 


I^HSii^igii 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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I 

1.    My    hap -py  heart  sings  all  the  day, For     Je-sus   is    ray    life,  my  way ;  His 
2    He  holds  my  hand  and  guides  my  feet, Assures  me  safe  -  ty      so  complete ;  He 

3.  Nor    can    I  doubt  His    patient  care,  Who  asks  and  hears  my  trusting  prayer;  His 

4.  What-ev  -  er     be    my    fu-turelot.  Sun-shine  or  shade, it    mat-tersnot:  I 


-^~P- 
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love    my  joy,     His    truth  my  guide, He    bids    me    in      His    care  con-fide, 

bears  the    mor-row's    care  and  fret,  And      ev  -  'ry  need     to  -  day  is  met. 

broad  pa  -  vil  -  ion      gives  me  rest.  And      in    His  shel  -  ter       I  am  blest. 

love  His  will,      a    -  dore  His  grace,Con- tent  with  Him    in        a-  ny  place. 


^=^- 
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Efcizffejrrt 
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Choeus. 
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walk    to  -  day        in        Beu  -  lah  land.  With  -  out 
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sor-row;    I    walk  to-day 
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in    Beu-lah  land, The  mansion's  mine  to-morrow. 
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392. 


1  In  peaceful,  calm  and  quiet. 
Waiting  to  know  His  will ; 

"  All  things  are  possible  "  to  thee 
If  thou  His  word  fulfill. 

2  All  things  in  Him  I  take. 
Unworthy  though  I  be ; 

The  "  whosoever"  of  His  word 
Is  "possible"  to  me. 

3  My  spirit,  soul  and  mind 
With  joy  I  give  to  Thee; 


Resting.    S.  M. 

Tune,  Laban,  p.  244. 

Give  Thee  the  choosing  of  my  way^ 
Whatever  it  may  be. 

4  Holy,  and  pure,  and  clean, 
Perfect  in  heart  and  soul ; 

In  Him  I  claim  this  perfect  gift  — 
Healed !  every  whit  made  whole. 

5  I  'm  satisfied  in  Thee, 
My  joy,  my  living  spring; 

My  sun,  my  life,  my  fountain  sweet, 
Jesus,  my  coming  king ! 
(272)  Mrs.  S.  M.  Sperry 
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393.  Ishi. 

Cho.  by  H.  L.  G.        Adapted  by  H.  L.  Gilmour.     Tune,   Bartimeus.    8,  L 
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Oh,    my  heart  is    full     of  laughter,     I        am    ver  -  y,     ver  -  y    glad ; 
Ish  -    i,   Ish  -  i     is      the  jew-el,     Mine    He      is    while  a  -    ges  roll; 
Ma  -  ny  beauteous  names  Thou  bearest, Br  other,  Shepherd, Friend  and  King, 
0th  -  er  joys  are  short  andfleet-ing;  Thou  and    I      can    nev  -  er  part; 

!  I 


m^^E^^^f^^^^^^^ 
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Cho. —  Wilt  Thou  have  this  pre-cious ''I '  shi"  Bridegroom  of     th])  soul     to    be? 
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For     I      have    a    prec-ious  treasure.  Such   as  prin  -  ces      nev  -  er    had. 
An  -  gels  taste  not    of    such  glo-ry       Ho  -  ly    Ish  -  i         of      the  soul. 
But    they  none  un  -  to     my  spi  -rit    Such    di  -  vine   sup  -  port  can  bring. 
Thou  art      al  -    to  -  geth  -  er  love-ly,       Ish  -  i,  Ish  -  i  of    my  heart. 

B.C.  Cho. 
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He^     the    fair  -  est     of 


ten  thousand,  Waits  in 


to       wel  -  come  thee. 


394  Jesus!  Why  Dost  Thou.  C,  M. 

^"^       *  Tune,  Manoah,  p.m. 

1  Jesus!  vv^hy  dost  Thou  love  me  so? 
What  hast  Thou  seen  in  me 

To  make  my  happiness  so  great, 
^o  dear  a  joy  to  Thee ! 

2  Wert  Thou  not  God !  I  then  might  think 
Thou  had'st  no  eye  to  read 

The  badness  of  that  selfish  heart, 
For  which  Thine  own  did  bleed. 

3  But  Thou  art  God,  and  knowest  all ; 
Dear  Lord !  Thou  knowest  me ; 

And  yet  Thy  knowledge  hinders  not 
Thy  love's  sweet  liberty. 

4  Ah,  how  Thy  grace  hath  moved  my  soul 
With  persevering  wiles ! 

Now  give  me  tears  to  weep ;  for  tears 
Are  deeper  joy  than  smiles. 

Frederick  Faber. 

395^       0  Could  I  Speak. 

Tune,  Ariel, p.  \\\. 

1  O  could  I  speak  the  matchless  worth- 
O  could  I  sound  the  glories  forth, 

( 


Which  in  my  Saviour  shine, 
I'd  soar  and  touch  the  heavenly  strings, 
And  vie  with  Gabriel  while  he  sings 

In  notes  almost  divine. 

2  I'd  sing  the  precious  blood  He  spilt, 
My  ransom  from  the  dreadful  guilt 

Of  sin,  and  wrath  divine ; 
I'd  sing  His  glorious  righteousness. 
In  which  all-perfect,  heavenly  dress 

My  soul  shall  ever  shine. 

3  I'd  sing  the  characters  he  bears. 
And  all  the  forms  of  love  He  wears, 

Exalted  on  His  throne ; 
In  loftiest  songs  of  sweetest  praise, 
I  would  to  everlasting  days 

Make  all  His  glories  known. 

4  Well,  the  delightful  day  will  come 
When  my  dear  Lord  will  bring  me  home. 

And  I  shall  see  His  face ; 
Then  with  my  Saviour,  Brother,  Friend, 
A  blest  eternity  I'll  spend. 

Triumphant  in  His  grace. 
273)  S.  Meduiy. 


396. 
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dQrne,  Swell  the  Antherri 


[JOY  AND  PRAISE. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Come, swell  the   an  -  them  Of  Christ's  re-deem-lng  love  :  Who  brought  free  sal- 

2.  For     onr  trans-gress-ions,       He  suf-fered  on  the  tree;  From  griefs  and  from 

3.  Strike  harps  in    glo  -    ry !      Ech  -  o    the  ran-som'd  song!  In  strains  of    sal  - 
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Chorus. 
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va  -tion  From  His  throne  a -bove.         Then  sing  with  all the  ransom 'd 

sor  -  row, Bought  our  lib-er  -  ty.  Then  sing  with  all 

va-tion,  Join  the  blood-washed  throng. 
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throngT  .    .""  .    .  with  one  ac  -  cord, redemption's  song; 

the  ransomed  throng,  with  one  accord,  redemptions  song ;  His 
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full     -      -      -        ness  we  shall  know,    .    . 
fullness  we  shall  know,His  fullness  we  shall  know,For  he  washed  us  white  as  snow. 
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1  Sheltered  in  the  Rock  of  Ages, 
Kept  from  sin  and  all  alarms ; 

The  eternal  God  my  refuge. 

Safe  in  everlasting  arms. 
Oh,  how  bulwarks  pile  around  me ; 

Towers  of  strength  and  beauty  shine. 
Mighty  fortress  I  have  found  Thee, 
Hid  in  God  this  soul  of  mine, 
Chorus. 
Though  the   storms  may  surge  around 
I  can  sing  while  billows  roll,        [me ; 
For  the  mighty  arms  of  Jesus 
Ciasp  around  my  ransomed  soul. 

2  Blessed  covert  from  the  tempest. 
Where  secure  my  feet  may  stand ;  (274  ) 


Sheltered  in  the  Rock. 

Tune,  p  i53. 

Blessed  Rock  to  give  me  shadow. 
In  a  dry  and  weary  land ; 

Though  the  foe  may  boast  of  shelter, 
Yet  their  rock  is  not  as  ours ; 

Here  the  soul  defies  their  legions, 
Principalities  and  powers. 


3  Covered  in  this  Rock  of  Ages, 

How  the  glory  passes  by, 
Till,  like  Moses  on  the  mountain, 

God  is  seen  by  mortal  eye ; 
Changed  from  glory  unto  glory, 

Safe  from  storm  and  tempest  shock, 
Here  I  rest  secure  forever. 

In  this  blessed  rifted  Rock. 

MAifiE  Payne  Ferguson. 


JOY   AND  PRAISE,] 

395. 


Ring  the  Bells. 


R.  K.  C. 
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R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Ring  the  bells    of      free  sal 

-  va  -  tion,  Send  the 

tid  -  ings  far   and  wide ; 

2.  Ring  the  help     in      time   of 

tri  -  al, Strength  in 

need,  in     sick-ness  health ; 

3.  Ring  the  word  of    pow'r  com 

-mand-ing,    All    the 

tronb  -  led  waves, be  still ; 

4.  Ring  the  bells,  though  Sa-tan 

rag-   es;     Of    the 

glad  new  morn-ing    ring; 
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Ring  the  hells,  the      won-droiis  sto  -  ry      Men  pro-claim,  and  an  -  gels    sing; 

Fine. 


p^= 


I 


"  r 


Ring  of    can-celled  con-dem  -  na  -  tion, Ring  of      Je  -  sus  cru  -  ci  -  fled. 
Ring  of  grace   with-out   de   -  ni  -  al.  Rich  -  es     from  God's  boundless  wealth. 
Peace  that  pass  -  eth  un  -der-stand  -  Ing,  Rest-ing    in      the  Sav  -  iour's  will. 
Ring  the  hope  of    all     the      a  -  ges,     Je  -  sus  Christ  the  com-ing    King. 
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Bing  the    bells, 
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171    glo-ry;     Swell  the  chor -us,  Christ  is      King. 
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Chorus. 
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Ring,    Ring,        beau-ti  -  f ul    bells.    Ring    the     Sav  -  iour's  glo    -      ry ; 
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Ring,     Ring        beau  -ti  -  f  ul  bells,     with     sal  -  va  -  tion's  sto 
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399. 

A.  B.  S. 


My  BelQYed  is  Mine 
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[JOY   AND   PRAISE. 


A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  My  soul  is  transported  with  Je-siis,  My  heart  is    a    heaven  of    love;  .  Earth 

2.  I    stand  on  the  mountains  of  vis-ion,  I      look  o'er  the  land  far  and  wide,  .  .1 

3.  Be  -  lov  -  ed,Redeeni-er,and  Master,  Oh,  how  can  I  tell  what  Thou  art,  .  Thou 
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seems  like  a  van  -  ish-ing  bubble,        I  seem   to    be  dwelling    a  -  bove ;  In     the 

gaze   on  my  King  in  His  beauty,        I  know  He  has  made  me  His  bride ;  To    His 

gav  -  est  Thy  life  for  my  ransom,  Thou  giv-  est  Thyself  to      my   heart ;  On   Thy 
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depths  of  my  bos-om  is  springing-  A  cho-rus  of  glo  -  ry  di  -  vine,  And 
ban-queting  house  He  has  brought  me,I  am  drinking  of  hea-ven-ly  wine,  lam 
bo-somoh,  keep  me    a  -  bid-ing,       Oh,    let    me   for-ev  -  er    be     Thine,  Still 
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this     is    the  song    it    is    sing-ing,       My   be -lov  -  ed    for-ev-er      is     mine, 
sing -ing  the  song   of  the  ransomed.    My   be-lov-ed    for-ev-er      is     mine. 


m^ 


sing  -ing  with  rap-ture  un-ceas-ing 


My  be-lov-ed    for-ev-er      is     mine. 
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Chorus. 
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My    Be-lov-ed     is  mine,    He  is     mine, He     is  mine.    My      Be-lov-ed     is 
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mine,  Oh,  the  rap- ture  cli-vine,  My  Be-lov-ed     f or-ev  -  er    is  mine. 

He  is  mine,  |  ^ 
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400. 


Rev.  F.  W.  Faber, 
Chorus  by  R.  K.  C. 


0h,  Jesus,  Jesus. 


Arr.  from  Taubert  by 
R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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Oh,  Je  -  sus,Je-sus, dearest  Lord !  Forgive  me  if      I     say,     For  ver  -  y   love, Thy 

I    love  Thee  so  I  know  not  ho wMy  transports  to    con-trol;  Thy  love  is   like   a 

For  Thou  to  me  art    all    in   all ;  My  hon  -  or  and  my  wealth ;  My  heart's  de-sire, my 

Burn,hurii,01ove,within  my  heart, Burn  fiercely  night  and  day,   Till  all    the  dross  of 
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Chorus. 
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sa-  cred  name  A  thousand  times  a  day. 
burning  fire  Within    my  ver  -  y    soul, 
body's  strength, My  soul's  e  -  ter  -  nal  health, 
earth-ly  loves  Is  burn'd,andburn'd  away. 


Oh,  Jesus, Lord, with  me    a-bide;  I 
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rest  in  Thee,  whate'er  hetide  ;Thy  gracious  smile  is  my  reward ;  I  love, I  love  Thee, Lord ! 
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Copyright,  1886,  by  John  J.  Hood.        From  "Songs  of  Perfect  Love,"  by  per. 

6  O  light  in  darkness,  joy  in  grief 

0  heaven  begun  on  earth; 
Jesus,  my  love,  my  treasure,  who 

Can  tell  what  Thou  art  worth? 

(277) 


6  What  limit  is  there  to  this  love? 

Thy  flight,  where  wilt  Thou  stay? 
On,  on !  our  Lord  is  sweeter  far 

To-day  than  yesterday. 


401. 
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[JOY  AND  PEAISE. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 
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Sunshine  in  the  Seal. 
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Jno.  R.  Sweney. 
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There 's  sun-shine  in  my  soul  to-day,  More  glo  -  ri  -  ous  and  bright  Than 
There 's  mu  -sic  in  my  soul  to-day,  A  car  -  ol  to  my  King- ;  And 
There  's  spring-time  in  my  soul  to-day ;  For  when  the  Lord  is  near  The 
There 's  glad-ness  in  my  soul  to-day.      And  hope,and  praise  and  love,  Eor 
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Refrain. 
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glows  in       a-nyearth-ly    sky,     For    Je    -  sus   is     my    light.     Oh, there's 
Je  -  sus,   list -en-ing,  can  hear.    The  songs     I     can -not     sing. 
dove    of  peace  sings  in  my  heart.  The  flow'rs  of  grace  ap  -  pear, 
bless-ings  which  He  gives  me  now, For   joys  "  laid  up"   a    -  bove. 
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sun        -        shine, blessed  sun      -      shine, Wlien  the  peace-ful, happy  moments 
suu-shine  In  the  soul,bless  -ed  sun-shine  in  the  soul. 
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roll ;  When  Jesus  shows  His  smiling  face, There  is  sunshine  in  my  soul, 

hap-pymo-mentsroll;  ,        .        .        ,.  J^ 
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JOY  AND  PRAISE.] 

402. 


R.  K.  C. 

With  spirit, 
;l2: 


Praise  for  \ime  Divine. 


K.  Kelso  Carter. 


1.  Praise  the    Lord  for    love  cli      -    vine,  Love  that  makes  sal  -  va  -  tion  mine; 

2.  Love  that  thro' the   dark-est        night,  Sends  a      ray     of      ho  -  ly    light; 

3.  Love  that    seek-eth    not  her     own, Love  that  stoops  from  heav-en's  throne. 

4.  Love  tran-scend-ing    all    of         earth,Love  that  gives  the    sec -ond birth; 
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Love    that  saves  me    from  all  sin.  Love    that  makes  me    pure  with-in. 

To      the    wea-ry,    tern -pest    tossed, Love    that  seeks    and  saves  the  lost. 

Love    whose  match-less  glo-ries       shine, Love  e    -    ter  -  nal,  love     di-vine! 

Praise  the      Lord  for    love  di    -    vine,   I         am      His     and   He       is  mine. 
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D.s.  Shout     a  -  loud  with  one    ac 
Chorus. 
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cord;   Hal-le   -     lu-jah,  praise   the  Lord. 
,        D.S. 
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Praise  the  Lord !  Praise  the  Lord !  Praise  the  Lord !  Praise  the  Lord !  Hallelujah !  Praise  the  Lord ! 
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Copyright,  1891,  by  B.  Kelso  Carter. 


403      The  Heavenly  King. 

The  PiUjfim's  Hong. 

1  Children  of  the  heavenly  King,  4  Lift  your  eyes,  ye  sons  of  light ; 

As  we  journey  let  us  sing ;  Zion's  city  is  in  sight : 

Sing  our  Saviour's  worthy  praise,  There  our  endlesshome  shall  be  ; 

Glorious  in  his  works  and  ways.  There  our  Lord  we  soon  shall  see. 


2  We  are  traveling  home  to  God, 
In  the  way  our  Father's  trod ; 
They  are  happy  now,  and  we 
Soon  their  happiness  shall  see. 


5  Fear  not,  brethren,  joyful  stand 
On  the  Iwrders  of  our  land; 
Jesus  Christ,  our  Father's  Son, 
Bids  us  undismayed  go  on. 


3  O  ye  banished  seed,  be  glad ; 
Christ  our  Advocate  is  made  : 
Us  to  save  our  flesh  assumes, 
Brother  to  our  soul  becomes. 


(879) 


6  Lord,  obediently  we  '11  go, 
Gladly  leaving  all  below : 
Only  Thou  our  leader  be. 
And  we  still  will  follow  Thee. 

John  Cennick. 
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1.  Sweetthe  words  of  lov-ing     kindness, God  hath  spoken  from    a-bove;  "Yea,"He 

2.  Once  His  on  -  ly  Son  He  gave  us,  His  iin-meas-ured  love  to  prove;  Was  there 
S.Long  a-gainst  His  lov-ing  -  kindness,  All  my  sin  -  ful  na-ture  strove ;  But  He 
4.      If    He  sometimes  sends  us  chastening, If  He  sometimes  must  reprove;  It    Is 
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tells  us    "I    have 

ev  -  er  pledge  so 

drew  me    to     His 

just  be-cause   He       loves    us    With 
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loved  thee  With  an  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  love." 
won-drous  Of  His  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  love? 
bo  -    som  With      an      ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing      love. 
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love. 
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Chorus,  slower. 


Wonderful, wonderful  love  of  Jesus,  Wonderful  Friend, all  other  friends  above ; 
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Wonderful, wonderful  words  He  tells  us  "  Yea,I  have  loved  you  with  an  everlasting  love. 
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G  Though  the  everlasting  mountains, 
And  the  earth  itself  remove. 

Naught  can  change  His  loving-kindnessk 
Or  His  e^'^erlastin^:  lovs. 


Copyright,  1891,  b;  A.  B.  Simpson. 


5  Like  a  web  of  loving-kindness 
All  our  life  His  mercy  wove ; 

Every  thread  and  fibre  telling 
0^  His  everlasting  love. 


(J?8a, 
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Leve  FQurid  Me. 


Arranged  by  H.  L.  G.,  by  per. 


When  out  in  sin,  and  dark-ness  lost,  Love  found  .iie ;  My  f aint-ing  soul  was 
I  heard  the  Saviour's  words  so  blest, Love  found  uie;Come  wea-ry,heav  -  y 
,  r  The  Spir  -  it  rous'd  me  from  my  sleep, Love  found  me ;  Con-vic-tion  seiz'd  me 
""  \   Al-though   I    long  withstood  His  grace, Love  found  me;  He  wooed  me  to  His 
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Chorus. 
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love, 


tem-pest    toss'd,Love  found  me.  \  Oh,'t  was  love, 

la  -  den     rest.     Love  found  .  .  me. 
strong  and    deep.    Love  found  me. 

kind    em  -  brace.  Love  found  .  .  me.  J    Oh, 't  was  love,  't  was     won-drous  love, 
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Love  that  mov'd  the  might -y      God,        Love,     love, 'twas  love  found  me. 
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3  I  '11  praise  Him  while  He  gives  me  breath. 

Love  found  me ; 
For  saving  from  an  endless  death. 

Love  found  me ; 
Christ  is  my  advocate  above. 

Love  found  me ; 
I  'm  yoked  to  Him  in  perfect  love. 

Love  found  me. 

4  And  when  I  reach  the  gold-paved  street, 

Love  found  me ; 
T  '11  sit  adoring  at  His  feet. 

Love  found  me ; 
And  sing  hosannas  round  the  throne. 

Love  found  me ; 
Where  I  shall  know  as  I  am  known, 

Love  found  me. 

40 R        Marching  to  Zion. 

*^^*  Key  G. 

1  Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 
And  let  our  joys  be  known  ; 
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Join  in  a  song  with  sweet  accord, 
And  thus  surround  the  throne. 


Chorus. 
We  're  marching  to  Zion, 

Beautiful,  beautiful  Zion ; 
We  're  marching  upward  to  Zion, 

The  beautiful  city  of  God. 

2  Let  those  refuse  to  sing 
Who  never  knew  our  God ; 

But  children  of  the  heavenly  King 
May  speak  their  joys  abroad. 

3  Then  let  our  song  abound, 
And  every  tear  be  dry ; 

We're   marching  through    Immauuel's 
ground. 
To  fairer  worlds  on  high. 

I.  Watts. 
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[JOy   AND    PRAISE. 
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J^QT[  Of ovsL Thousand TonguQS. 

1  O  for  a  thousand  tongues  to  sing 
My  great  Redeemer's  praise ; 

The  glories  of  my  God  and  King, 
The  triumphs  of  His  grace ! 

2  My  gracious  Master  and  my  God, 
Assist  me  to  proclaim, 

To  spread  through  all  the  earth  abroad, 
The  honors  of  Thy  name. 

3  Jesus  !  the  name  that  charms  our  fears. 
That  bids  our  sorrows  cease ; 

'Tis  music  in  the  sinner's  ears, 
'Tis  life,  and  health,  and  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  power  of  canceled  sin. 
He  sets  the  prisoner  free ; 

His  blood  can  make  the  foulest  clean ; 
His  blood  availed  for  me. 

5  He  speaks,  and,  listening  to  His  voice, 
New  life  the  dead  receive ; 

The  mournful,  broken  hearts  rejoice, 
The  humble  poor  believe. 

6  Hear  Him,  ye  deaf ;  His  praise,  ye  dumb. 
Your  loosened  tongues  employ; 

Ye  blind,  behold  your  Saviour  come ; 
And  leap,  ye  lame  for  joy. 

Chas.  Wesley. 

4nX  I  Know  I  Love  Thee  Better. 

^^*  Key  C. 

1  I  know  I  love  Thee,  better.  Lord, 

Than  any  earthly  joy. 
For  Thou  hast  given  me  the  peace 

"Which  nothing  can  destroy. 


Cho. — The  half  has  never  yet  been  told, 
Of  love  so  full  and  free ; 
The  half  has  never  yet  been  told. 
The  blood  —  it  cleanseth  me. 

2  I  know  that  Thou  art  nearer  still 
Than  any  earthly  throng, 

And  sweeter  is  the  thought  of  Thee 
Than  any  lovely  song. 

3  Thou  hast  put  gladness  in  my  heart. 
Then  well  may  I  be  glad ! 

Without  the  secret  of  Thy  love 
I  could  not  but  be  sad. 

4  O  Saviour,  precious  Saviour  mine ! 
What  will  Thy  presence  be. 

If  such  a  life  of  joy  can  crown 
Our  walk  on  earth  with  Tliee? 

F.  K.  Haveegal. 

40 9 ♦       Joy  to  the  World. 

1  Joy  to  the  world !  the  Lord  is  come ; 
Let  earth  receive  her  King; 

Let  every  heart  prepare  Him  room. 
And  heaven  and  nature  sing. 

2  Joy  to  the  world !  the  Saviour  reigns. 
Let  men  their  songs  employ ; 

While  fields  and  floods,    rocks,    hills  and 
Repeat  the  sounding  joy.  [plains, 

3  No  more  let  sin  and  sorrow  grow. 
Nor  thorns  infest  the  ground, 

He  comes  to  make  His  blessings  flow 
Far  as  the  curse  is  found. 

4  He  rules  the  world  with  truth  and  grace, 
And  malves  the  nations  prove, 

The  glories  of  His  righteousness. 
And  wonders  of  His  love. 
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JOY   AND   PEAISE.] 

410. 

E.  K.  C. 
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W'\[e  Grace  of  God 

Adapted  and  arr.  l)y  R.  Kklso  Cartei?. 
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1.  When  I  was  down  in  Egypt'ssand,WlienI  was  down  in  Egypt's  sand,  When  I  was 

2.  My  Mo-ses  led    me  thro' the  sea, My  Moses  led  me  thro'  the  sea,  My  Mo-ses 

3.  My  ty-rant  sins  they  followed  fast, My  tyrant  sins  they  followed  fast, My  tyrant 
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down  in  E-gypt's  sand 
led  me  thro'  the  sea, 
sins    they  followed  fast,, 


I 

And 
But 


heard  there  was      a  promised  land, 
then      He    set    the  cap -tive  free. 


the    sea  they  all  were  cast. 
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God, 

The  grace  of  God, 


it  is     so     sweet.  The  grace  of  God, 
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it    Is     so  sweet, 


it   is    so 
The  grace  of  God, 
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4  Upon  the  shore  I  sang  the  Psalm, 
Upon  the  shore  I  sang  the  Psalm, 
Upon  the  shore  I  sang  the  Psalm, 
The  song  of  Moses,  and  the  Lamb 
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5  My  Joshua  led  me  by  the  hand. 
My  Joshua  led  me  by  the  hand. 
My  Joshua  led  me  by  the  hand, 
And  brought  me  to  the  promised  land. 


[JOY  AND   PRAISE. 

411.  Ssand  the  Lead  Tirribrel. 


{ 


Daughter  of  Zi  -on,a-wake  from  thy  sadness;  Awake,  for  the  foes  shall  op  - 
Bright  o'er  thy  hills  dawns  the  day-star  of  gladness  ;  Arise, for  the  night  of  thy 
Strong  were  thy  foes,  bat  the  arm  that  subdued  them.  And  scattered  their^legions,was 
They  fled  like  the  chaff  from  the  scourge  that  pursued  them  ;Oh,vaiii  were  their  steeds  and  their 
Daughter  of  Zion,the  power  that  hath  saved  thee,  Extolled  with  the  harp  and  the 
Shout,  for  the  foe  is  destroyed  that  enclosed  thee.  The  oppressor  is  vanquished  and 
Chorus.  Rej)eat 
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press  thee  no  more ; 

sor  -  row  is  o'er, 
might-i  -  er  far; 
chariots  of  war. 
timbrel  should  be ; 

Zi  -  on      is    free. 


We'll  sound  the  loud  timbrel  o'er  Egypt's  dark  sea; 
Je  -  hovah  hath  triumphed.  His  peo  -  pie  are  free. 


412,  My  Soul's  Full  of  Glory. 


1  My  soul's  full  of  glory, 
Inspiring  my  tongue ; 

Could  I  meet  with  angels 
I'd  sing  them  a  song ; 

I'd  sing  of  my  Jesus, 
And  tell  of  His  charms, 

And  beg  them  to  bear  me 
To  His  loving  arms. 

2  I  find  Him  in  singing, 
I  find  Him  in  prayer ; 

In  sweet  meditation 
He  always  is  there. 


My  constant  companion, 
Oh,  may  we  ne'er  part ! 

All  glory  to  Jesus, 

He  dwells  in  my  heart. 

3  Oh,  who  is  like  Jesus ! 

He's  Salem's  bright  King! 
He  smiles,  and  He  loves  me. 

And  helps  me  to  sing; 
I'll  praise  Him,  I'll  praise  Him, 

Whatever  His  will, 
While  rivers  of  pleasure 

My  spirit  doth  fill. 


413. 


1  Iieve  Thee. 


1  Is. 
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1  I  love  Thee,  I  love  Thee, 
I  love  Thee,  my  Lord, 

I  love  Thee,  My  Saviour, 
I  love  Thee,  My  God; 

1  love  Thee,  I  love  Thee, 

And  that  Thou  dost  know : 
But  how  much  I  love  Thee 
I  never  can  show. 

2  O  Jesus  !  O  Jesus  ! 
Thou  balm  of  my  soul, 

'T  was  Thou,  my  dear  Saviour, 
That  madei  my  heart  whole. 
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Oh,  bring  me  to  view  Thee 
Thou  glorious  King ; 

In  regions  of  glory 
Thy  praises  to  sing. 

3  O  Jesus,  my  Saviour! 

With  Thee  I  am  blest ! 
My  life,  my  salvation, 

My  joy  and  my  rest! 
Thy  grace  be  my  theme,  and 

Thy  name  be  my  song. 
Thy  love  shall  inspire  both 

My  heart  and  my  tongue. 


JOY  AND  PRAISE.] 

414. 

John  Cennick. 


Trri  So  Happy. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


,    /   Je  -  sus  my    all 
*  \  His  track  I      see 


to  heaven  has  gone, He  saves  me  now  1 
and    I  '11  pur-sue,      He  saves  me  novs^ 


He  whom  I  've  fixed  my 
!  The  nar-row  way  till 
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Chorus. 
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hopes  up  -  on,    He 
Him    I    view,  He 


saves  me    now! 'I  I'm    so    hap  -  py, 
saves  me    now!/ I'm     so    hap  -  py, 


I  'm  so  hap  -  py, 
I'm  so  hap  -  py. 
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I  'm  so  hap  -  py, 
I  'm  so  hap  -  py. 


Je  -  sus  saves,  I  can't  tell  how. 
Je  -  sus  saves, He 


saves    me    now. 
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2  This  is  the  way  I  long  have  sought. 

He  saves  me  now ! 
And  mourned  because  I  found  it  not ; 

He  saves  me  now ! 
My  grief  and  burden  long  have  been, 

He  saves  me  now ! 
Because  I  was  not  saved  from  sin. 

He  saves  me  now ! 

3  Then  will  I  tell  to  sinners  round, 

He  saves  me  now ! 
What  a  dear  Saviour  I  have  found ; 

He  saves  me  now ! 
I  'd  point  to  His  redeeming  blood. 

He  saves  me  now ! 
And  say,  "Behold  the  way  to  God ! 

He  saves  me  now !  " 

4 1  5  ♦    Heart  Rest  in  Jesus. 

Tune,  Salvation  Free.    Key  O. 

1  O  blessed  rest  of  heart. 
From  doubting,  fear  and  sin ; 

A  rest  in  Christ  the  risen  Lord, 
Who  sweetly  reigns  within. 
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Chorus. 

1  'm  glad  this  rest  is  free, 

This  blessed  rest  from  sin  ; 
This  rest  is  free  for  you  and  me, 
A  living  Christ  within. 

2  He  sought  my  wayward  heart, 
Was  earnest  to  come  in ; 

A  heart  to  wandering  ever  prone, 
Whose  reigning  power  was  sin. 

3  I  gave  to  Him  my  heart, 
A  rebel  sinful  thing ; 

I  gave  it,  all  the  heart  I  had. 
It  sorely  needed  Him. 

4  My  rest  is  deep  and  strong, 
Abiding^  true  and  clean ; 

No  darkness  now,  nor  fear  at  all, 
For  Jesus  reigns  supreme. 

5  Now  open  wide  your  heart. 
Refuse  not  Jesus  room ; 

Admit  Him  now.  He  '11  give  you  rest, 
And  bring  eternal  noon. 

John  S.  Haugh. 
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Trri  Redeerried^ 


R.  K.  C. 


[JOY   AND  PKAISE. 


E.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  I    can  sing  now  the  song  Of  the  blood-rausomed  throng  In  my  soul  there  is  peace, rest  and 

2.  Oh!  I  know  I'm  alive    In  the  Lord, and  I  striveUn-to  blood  with  the  sin  that  would 

3.  I  have  grace  for  the  day, I  have  help  by  the  way,There  is  healing  and  comforting 

4.  In  the  storm  and  the  night.  In  the  midst  of  the  flight  Je-sus  puts  in  my  hand  vict'ry's 
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calm;  I      am  free  from  all  doubt,  And    I    join      in    the  shout, I'm  re  - 

damn;  As    I  walk      in    the  light  There  is  strength  for  the  fight,  I'm  re  - 

balm ;  For    my  sick-ness  there's  health, For  my  pov  -  er  -  ty  wealth,!  'm  re  - 

palm;  O  -  ver  com  -  ing    all  foes.     In    the  Lord    I        re-pose,   I'm  re 
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deem'd  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  I  'm  redeemed,  I  'm  re-deem'd, 

deem'd  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb.  I'm  re-deem'd,  I  'm  re- 

deem'd  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb, 
deem'd  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
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deem'd,  Je  -  sus  saves  me    and  keeps   me    just  now,  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah.  And    I 
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join  with  the  throng  round  the  throne  in  the  song, I  'm  redeem'd  by  the  blood  of  the  Lamb. 
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^OY   AND    PRAISE.] 

417. 

E.  A.  Hoffman,  by  per. 


Vale  0f  Beulah. 


Joseph  Garrison. 
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I      am  pass  -  ing  clown  the  val -ley    that  they  say    is      so    lone,     But      I 
'Tis  to    me    the  vale    of  Beu-lah,'Tis      a    beau -ti  -  ful    way,     For    the 
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Chorus. 
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find  that  all  the  path- way    is  with  flow'rs  o-vergrown.  \  Vale  of  Beu-lah  !Vale  of 
Sav-iour  walks  be-side  me,  my  com-pan-ion  each  day./ 
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Beulah  IThou  art  precious  to  me ;  For  the  love-Iy  land  of  Canaan  In  the  dis-tance  I    see. 
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2  Not  a  shadow,  not  a  shadow  ever  darkens  the  way, 
For  a  radiance  bright  as  glory  shines  upon  it  all  day ; 

And  the  music,  sweetly  chanted  by  the  heavenly  throng. 
Floats  in  cadence  down  the  valley,  and  it  cheers  me  along. 

3  So  I  journey  with  rejoicing  t'ward  the  City  of  Light, 

While  each  day  my  joy  grows  deeper,  and  the  pathway  more  bright; 
And  I  near  the  open  portals  of  the  Kingdom  above. 
For  this  highway  leads  to  Canaan,  to  the  Kingdom  of  love. 


413. 


1  Bless  the  Lord,  my  soul  adore  Him, 
Bless  and  laud  His  holy  name ; 

For  His  benefits  unchanging, 
Day  by  day  are  still  the  same. 

2  Bless  Him  for  His  boundless  mercy, 
Wrought  in  God  the  Father's  will, 

Who  thy  sins  forgiveth  freely, 
And  who  healeth  all  thine  ill. 


Bless  the  Lord. 

Tune,  Wilmot.p.  243. 
PS.  103:  1  —  5. 

3  He  redeems  thy  life  from  evil. 
Crowns  with  loving  kindness,  too, 

With  His  good  things  satisfieth. 
E'en  thy  strength  He  doth  renew. 

4  Sing !  and  praise  this  matchless  Saviour; 
Tell  to  all  around  His  fame ; 

Bless  the  Lord !  let  all  within  me 
Bless  and  praise  His  holy  name. 

C.  Warneb. 
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[JOY  AND   PRAISE. 


419.      A.    8h,  Hew  HappY  Are  The^. 


Convert. 
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1 .  Oh, how  happy  are  they  Who  the  Saviour  obey ,  And  have  laid  up  their  treasures  above ; 


^^^P^P^l^^^^^a 


Tongue  can  never  express  The  sweet  comfort  and  peace  Of  a    soul  in  its  ear-li-est    love. 

B.    Q\[,  Hew  Happ^,  Hew  Happj. 
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1.  Oh,hov7hap-py,how  happy  are  they,Oh,how^  happy, how  happy  are  they, Oh, how 
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hap-py  are  they  Who  the  Saviour    o-bey,  And  have  laid  up  their  treasures  above. 


2  That  sweet  comfort  was  mine, 
When  the  favor  divine 

I  received  thro'  the  blood  of  the  Lamb ; 

When  my  heart  first  believed, 

What  a  joy  I  received  — 
What  a  heaven  in  Jesus'  name ! 

3  'T  was  a  heaven  below 
My  Redeemer  to  know. 

And  the  angels  could  do  nothing  more 

Than  to  fall  at  His  feet. 

And  the  story  repeat, 
And  the  Lover  of  sinners  adore. 

4  Jesus,  all  the  day  long, 
Was  my  joy  and  my  song ; 

Oh,  that  all  His  salvation  might  see ; 

He  hath  loved  me,  I  cried, 

He  hath  suffered  and  died, 
To  redeem  even  rebels  like  me. 

zon    I  Have  Entered  the  Valley  of 
*tZU»       Blessing  So  Sweet. 

Key  O. 

1  I  have  entered  the  valley  of  blessing  so 
sweet, 
And  Jesus  abides  with  me  there ; 
And  His  spirit  and  blood  make  my  cleans- 
ing complete. 
And  His  perfect  love  casteth  out  fear. 


Chorus. 
Oh,  come  to  this  valley  of  blessing  soi 
sweet. 
Where  Jesus  will  fullness  bestow ; 
And  believe,  and  receive,  and  confess 
Him, 
That  all  His  salvation  may  know. 

2  There  is  peace  in  the  valley  of  blessing 

so  sweet, 
And  plenty  the  land  doth  impart ; 
And  there's    rest  for   the    weary-worn 

traveller's  feet. 
And  joy  for  the  sorrowing  heart. 

3  There  is  love  in  the  valley  of  blessing 

so  sweet,  [feel, 

Such  as  none  but  the  blood- wash'd  may 
When  heaven  comes  down  redeemed  spir- 
its to  greet. 
And  Christ  sets  His  covenant  seal. 

4  There 's  a  song  in  the  valley  of  blessing 

so  sweet 

That  angels  would  fain  join  the  strain. 

As  with  rapturous  praises  we  bow  at  His 

feet  [slain !  " 

Crying,  "Worthy  the  Lamb  that  was 

Mrs.  Annje  Wittenmeybr, 
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Eneugh  fer  Me. 

Rev.  E.  A.  Hoffman,  by  per. 
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1 .  6  love  surpassing  knowledge !  0  grace  so  full  and  free !  I  know  that  Jesus  saves  me 

2.  Owonderfal  salvation!  From  sin  He  makes  me  free!  I  feel  the  sweet  assM  ranee, 

3.  O  blood  of  Christ  so  precious, Poured  out  on  Calvary  !  I  feel  its  cleansing  power, 
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Fixe.     Refrain. 
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And  that 's  enough  for  me !  And  that  "s  enough  for  me !  And  that 's  enough  for  me !  I 
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422. 

P.  Doddridge. 


HappY  DaY. 


English  Melody. 
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fO  hap-py  day,that  fixed  my  choice  On  Thee, my  Saviour  and  my  God!  "I 
■  \  Well  may  this  glowing  heart  rejoice,  And  tell  its  raptures  all  abroad.  J 

f  O  hap-py  bond, that  seals  my  vows  To  Him  who  merits  all  my  love !  \ 
'  \  Let  cheerful  anthems  fill  His  house,  While  to  that  sacred  shrine  I  move.  J 

I      ,  I  ^ :?:  *  -^.^  *  ^^.        ! 
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day,  hap-py  day.  When  Jesus  waslied  my  sins  away !  \  ^e  taught  me  how  to  watch  and  pray, 
'  I    Andlivere-]oic-ingev-'ry  day; 


=F 


3  'T  is  done !  the  great  transaction 's  done  !  Nor  ever  from  Thy  Lord  depart ; 
I  am  my  Lord's,  and  He  is  mine  :                     ^n^x^  m r , 

He  drew  me,  and  I  followed  on. 
Charmed  to  confess  that  voice  divine. 

4  Now  rest,  my  long-divided  heart ; 
Fixed  on  this  blissful  centre,  rest ; 
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With  Him  of  every  good  possessed. 
5  High  heaven  that  heard  the  solemn  vow, 

That  vow  renewed,  shall  daily  hear. 
Till  in  life's  latest  hours  I  bow. 

And  bless  in  death  a  bond  so  dear. 


423. 


Warren  Collins 


Precieas  Savisar. 


[JOY  AND   PRAISE. 


Warren  Collins. 
Arr.  by  R.  K.  Carter. 


1.  Pre-cious  Sav  -  iour,Lord,  I    love  Thee,Thoumy  hope,  my  life,  my    all; 

2.  Wliattho'  tri  -  als    oft   be  -  set    me,   Andlike  bil  -lows  o'er  me    roll; 

3.  In      His  name  I'll  rest    a  -  bid-ing.  For  He  bids     me  on  Him   wait- 


-*— «- 


Guide  my    fee   -    ble,  err  -  ing  foot  -  steps,  Lord,      to    Thee  I       call. 

"Peace, be    still,"    the  storm 's  a  -  bat  -  ing,     All        He    doth  con  -  trol. 

To    the  heart      in    Him  con  -  fid  -   ing.     He      ne'er  comes  too    late. 


i^    1^    i        ^ 

Je  -  sus'  name 
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an  -  gels    car    -   ol,    Name      to      me     so    sweet. 
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Je  -  sus'  name    the    an  -  gels  car  -    ol,  Name     to     me     so     sweet ; 


ter 
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424.         Jesas,  My  SaviQar  arid  Lord., 


R.  K.  C. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  Thave  found  the  dearest  friend,Jesus,raySa¥iour  and  Lord ;  One  whose  love  can 

2.  Sins  of  crimson  turn'd  to  snow,Jesus,mySaviour  and  Lord ;  Thou  hast  paid  the 

3.  More  and  more  up- on  the  way,   Jesus, mySaviour  and  Lord ;  Shineth  to    the 
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JOY   AND   PRAISE.] 
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nev-er  end,  Je-sus,my  Saviour  and  Lord;  Now  His  gracious  fet- ters  bind 
debt  I  owe,  Je-sus,my  Saviour  and  Lord ;  I  have  felt  the  heal-ing  flood, 
perfect  day,     Je-sus,my  Saviour  and  Lord ;  Brighter  grows  the  heav'nly  dream, 
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Cho. —  Wondrous  love  and  boundless  grace, 
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All  my  be-ing,  and  I  find  One  within  my  heart  enshria'd,  Jesus, my  Saviour  and  Lord. 

Touch'd  the  wondrous  cleansiag  blood  Of  the  dying  Son  of  God,  Jesus, my  Saviour  and  Lord. 

Now  the  golden  glories  gleam, In  my  heart  He  reigns  supreme,  Jesus, my  Saviour  and  Lord. 
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Such  as    I  may  find  a  place  Jn  the  sunshine  of  Thy  face,  Jesus,my  Saviour  and  Lord. 


425*'^^^^^'  ^  ^y  ^^°^^  ^^^^  Taken. 

Tu7ie,  McKendree,p.  168. 

1  Jesus,  I  my  cross  have  taken, 
All  to  leave  and  follow  Thee, 

Naked,  poor,  despised,  forsaken. 
Thou,  from  hence,  my  all  shalt  be. 

Perish  every  fond  ambition, 
All  I've  sought,  and  hoped,  and  known  : 

Yet  how  rich  is  my  condition ! 
God  and  heaven  are  still  my  own. 

2  Let  the  world  despise  and  leave  me; 
They  have  left  my  Saviour  too. 

Human  hearts  and  looks  deceive  me  : — 
Thou  art  not,  like  them,  untrue. 

Oh !  'tis  not  in  grief  to  harm  me, 
While  Thy  love  is  left  to  me ; 

Oh !  't  were  not  in  joy  to  charm  me, 
Were  that  joy  unmixed  with  Thee. 
H.  F.  Lyte. 


426. 


Not  a  Sound  Invades. 

Tune,  McKendree,p.\(a%. 


1  Not  a  sound  invades  the  stillness, 
Not  a  form  invades  the  scene, 

Save  the  voice  of  my  Beloved, 
And  the  person  of  my  King. 

And  within  those  heavenly  places, 
Calmly  hushed  in  sweet  repose, 

There  I  drink,  with  joy  absorbing. 
All  the  love  Thou  wouldst  disclose. 

2  Wrapt  in  deep  adoring  silence, 
Jesus,  Lord,  I  dare  not  move, 

Lest  I  lose  the  smallest  saying 
Meant  to  catch  the  ear  of  love. 

Rest  then,  O  my  soul,  contented; 
Thou  hast  reached  thy  happy  place 

In  the  bosom  of  Thy  Saviour, 
Gazing  up  in  His  dear  face. 


427. 

A.  B.  S. 


jPhe  Jqy  0f  the  tierd. 


[JOlf  Al^i)  tEAiSE. 
A.  B.  Simpson. 


1.  The  joy    of  the  Lord  is  the  strength  of  His  people,The  sunshine  that  scatters  their 

2.  The  joy    of  the  Lord  is  our  strength  for  life's  burdens,  And  gives  to  eachdu-ty     a 

3.  The  joy    of  the  Lord  is  our  strength  for  life's  tri-als,And  lifts  the  crushed  heart  a-l 
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sad-ness  and  gloom  ;The  fountain  that  bursts  in  the  des  -  ert  of  sor-row, And 
heav  -  en  -  ly  zest;  It  sets  to  sweet  mu  -  sic  the  task  of  the  toil  -  er,  And 
sor  -  row  and  care  tLike  the  night-in-gale's  notes, it  can  sing  in  the  darkness,  And  re- 
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sh"ecls  o'er  the   ■wilderness, gladness  and  bloom.  0  the  joy    of  the  Lord  Is   my 
soft  -  ens  the  couch  of  the    la  -  bor-er's  rest, 
joice  when  the  flg-tree  is  fruit-less  and  bare. 


H«— I* ft~m-^-r^ 


^  p  ^ 


v=f^ 


i 


1^    ^ 


y^^- 


s=feg=^i^ 


:jt::^ 


*-* 


strength  and  my 


song.  Our    sor  -  row  and  sigh 
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joice  in  the  Lord,  We'll  re-joice  in  the  Lord,  We'll  rejoice  in  the  Lord  ev  -er-more. 
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Capjiight,  1391,  b;  A   B   Simpson. 

4  The  joy  of  the  Lord  is  the  strength  of  our  body, 

The  gladness  of  Jesus,  the  balm  for  our  pain ; 
His  life  and  His  fullness  our  fountain  of  healing, 

His  joy  our  elixir  for  body  and  brain. 
6  The  joy  of  the  Lord  is  the  hope  of  our  calling, 

And  oh,  for  His  coming,  how  fondly  we  pray ! 
When  we  shall  return  with  rejoicing  to  Zion, 

And  sorrow  and  sighing  shall  vanish  away. 
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JOY  AND   PRArSKj 

42S. 


A  Wenderfal  Saviear. 


M.  D.  Jewelson.  Chorus  by  11.  K.  C. 


E.  Grace  Updegraff. 
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1.  In  the  dark  night  of  sor-row  my  Je  -  sus  ap-pears,  His  glo-ri-ous  presence  dis- 

2.  I  love  Him  because  He  has  first  lov  -  ed   me, From  sin's  cru-el  bondage  He 

3.  AVheu  grace  shall  have  ended, and  glo  -  ry    be  -  gun, I  'II  sing  hal-le  -  lu  -  jah !  the 
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pels  all  my  fears,  His  own  loving  hand  wipes  a  -  way  all  my  tears, What  a 
now  sets  me  free,  Whereas,  Iwas  blind-ed,  lo  !  now  I  can  see;  What  a 
vie  -  fry     is    won, Redeemed  thro'  the  blood  of  the  well  -  beloved  Son ;  What  a 
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Chorus, 
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won  -  der-ful  Sav  -  iour  is  Je  -  sus!      Oh,   won-  der-ful,  won  -  der  -ful 

won  -  der-ful  Sav  -  iour  is  Je  -  sus ! 

won  -  der-ful  Sav  -  iour  is  Je  -  sus ! 
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won-derful,  won-der  -  ful  Sav  -  iour !  Re-deem  -  er,  and  Heal-er,  and  King! 
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429. 

A.  B.  S. 


The  First  and  l^e  Last. 


[GENERAI* 


A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  There  is  one       a-  mid  allcliang-es  who  stancl-eth   ev  -  er    fast,     One  who 

2.  There  is  one   whose  arms  up-holcl-eth  this  whole  ere  -  a  -  tiou  vast,     Yet    He 

3.  There  is  one  whose  love  has  kept  us  through  ev-'ry  storm-y   blast.    And  His 

4.  First  and  last      O  Christ  we  crown  Thee, our  fondest  love  Thou  hast, Lord  of 


cov  -  ers     all    the    f u  -  ture,  the  pres  -  ent    and  the   past ;     It      is 

bids      us      on    His  bos  -  om  our  cares  and    sor-rows  cast;    Let     us 

hand    will  guard  and  guide  us  till  all     the  storms  are  past ;     Je  -  sus 

lords      be  -  fore  Thy   foot-stool  let  ev  -  'ry  crown  be     cast ;  Haste  the 
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Christ  the  Rock  of    A  -  ges,    The  first  and  the 

bring  them  all    to    Je  -  sus,    The  first  and  the 

we  will  trust  Thee  ev  -  er,     The  first  and  the 

day  when  all  shall  crown  Thee, The  first  and  the 


last.  Je  -  sus    is    the 

last. 

last. 

last. 
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first,   Je  -  sus    is    the  last, Trust  Him  for  thy  fu-ture, Leave  with  Him  the  past; 


te^^iliBigii^i^il^ 


fe=d^: 


h\lzt- 


J^=^ 


Etf* 


=^=fc 


r^ 


y=^= 


,^  ^  ^  ^^         ^  i^  u*  ^ 

Je-sus  is  the  first,  Je-sus  is  the  last, Christ  the  Rock  of  Ages, The  first  and  the  last. 
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GENERAL.] 

430. 

Mrs.  E.  V.  Blake. 


Jesas  Gf  Nazaretfj. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


1.  I  sometimes  wish  when  the  twilight  ends,  And  stars  dip  down  in  the  traDquil  sea, That 

2.  I  sometimes  think  He  would  nearer  seem.  If  I  might  follow  His  sacred  f  eet,Be- 

3.  The  days  have  come  when  the  heart  has  cried.  When  thorns  made  weary  the  feet  that  bled, When 
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I  might  bend  where  the  pilgrim  bends,  And  walk  by  the  waves  of  Gal-i-lee,  I 
side  the  flowing  of  Jordan's  stream, On  Jordan's  mountains  wild  and  sweet,  And 
I  have  thirsted  for  naught  beside, But  on   His  bos-om  to    lay    my  head, But 
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sometimes  long  with  a  long-ing  great, To  tread  fair  Pal-es-tine's  sacred  sod, To 
yet,  O     wan-der-ing  heart, I  know, Tho' eyes  be-holden  and  can-not  see, That 
when  the  hours  have  wea-ry  feet, I  think  of  the  long  years  thirty  and  thee, Those 


'^m 


zsL 


i 


5iE^ 


li: 


^ 


=1? 


^^ 


t^ 


^ 


•P= 


pi^. 


^ 


^^ 


t:^ 


zatzjt 


t^ 


L^  f-  tr  t^fr 


en  -  ter  in  by  the  beau-ti-ful  gate, Where  Je-sus  of  Naz-ar-eth's  feet  have  trod, 
here  to-night  in  the  star-lit    glow.  Doth  Je  -sus  of  Naz-ar-eth    stand  by  me. 
thorn-y  years  with  the  cross  com-plete,That  Je-sus  of  Naz-ar-eth  lived  for  me. 
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4  Then  bear  me  up  from  the  things  of  time. 

Uplift  my  being,  Eternal  Hand ! 
And  grant  my  vision  the  view  sublime. 

Across  the  plains  to  the  Promised  Land ; 

A.nd  oh !  thou  heart,  that  hath  borne  the 

sting,  [tree. 

Dear  feet,  nail-pierced  to   the  rugged 
Enfold  my  soul  in  Thy  brooding  wing. 

And  Jesus  of  Nazareth  walk  with  me. 

(2 


5  Yes,  walk  with  me,  if  the  way  be  long, 

The  sunset-glory  the  end  will  crown, 
And  sweet  will  hover  the  angel's  song, 

Across  the  waters  when  I  go  down ; 
No  more  to  sorrow,  no  more  to  sin. 

And  sinning,  wander  astray  from  Thee^ 
So,  when  I  enter  the  morning  in. 

Dear  Jesus  of  Nazareth  wait  for  me. 
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No  Mere  Serrew. 


A.  B.  S. 
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A.  B.  Simpson. 


m 


^P^^ 


:fc=^t-i^ 


i: 


:*=« 


i^*= 


^-^i«s.— p 


I 


1.  There  shall    be      no  more  cry    -  ing,  There  shall  be      no    more  pain, 

2.  Hearts  that    by  death  were  riv  -  en,  Meet      in  e  -  ter  -  nal    love ; 

3.  Sa  -tan  shall  tempt  us    nev  -  er,        Sin  shall    o'er- come  no      more; 

4.  Je  -  sus  shall    be      our    glo    -  ry,        Je  -  sus    our    heav-en    shall  be ; 


^ 


4z=t: 


r^- 


:t»T=tF? 


There  shall  be      no    more  dy    -    ing. 
Lives  on    the      al  -  tar    giv 
Joy  shall    a  -    bide  for  -  ev    ■ 
Je  -  sus  shall    be     our   sto 
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There  shall  be      no    more  stain: 
Rise    to  their  crowns  a    -  bove. 
Sor  -  row  and  grief     be      o'er. 
Je  -  sus  who  died     for     me. 
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Chorus. 
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Je  -  sus,   our  watch  we  are    keep  -  ing,      Longing  for  Thee      to      come ; 
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Then  shall  be    end  -ed  our  night  of  weeping,Then  we  shall  reach  our  home. 
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6  Hasten,  sweet  morn  of  gladness. 
Hasten,  dear  Lord  we  pray ; 

Finish  this  night  of  sadness, 
Hasten  the  heavenly  day. 
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6  Jesus  is  comimg  surely 
Jesus  is  coming  soon  : 

O  let  us  walk  so  purely, 
O  let  us  keep  our  crown. 


tGEKERAL. 


432. 


G.  0. 


Gelden  CitY. 


Rev.  Geo.  Orbin,  by  per. 
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ifciza: 


1.  In     the  cit  -  y  of    the  an  -    gels,      In  the  mansions  of    the  blest, 

2.  All    its    pal  -  a  - ces  are  crys  -  tal,       All    its   tow-ers grandly  high; 

3.  There  the  stream  of  life  is  flow  -  ing,     And  for  a  -  ges  it     has   flown ; 

4.  There  the  hap-py  throngs  are  gath'ring,  And  they  sing  of  Je  -  sus'  love ; 
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Near  the  throne  of  the  Re-deem  -  er,        Is    the  saints  e  -ter  -nal  rest. 
Stand-ing  firm  thro'  all  the    a    -    ges,      On    the  pil-lars  of    the  sky. 
For     it  hath  its  purling  fount  -  ain,  'Neath  the  ev-er  -  last-ing  throne. 
Oh,  how  soon  shall  we  be  with  them,    In  their  happy  home  a  -  bove. 
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Chorus. 
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O        Je  -  ru  -  sa-lem.     Gold  -  en    Cit  -  y.     Thou    art  beau-ti  -  ful  and 
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fair. 


There    my  friends  have    gone       o    -    ver    one     by    one. 
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O       Je  -  ru  -  sa  -  lem,    I 
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to     be      ev  -    er       there. 
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433. 

A.  B.  S. 


0  Settle  it  All  with  Jesus. 


[GENERAL. 
A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.0      doubting, struggling  Christ-ian, Why  thus    in      an  -  guishpray? 

2.  Give  up    thy     -will  to     Je    -    sus,  And  trust  Him  tho'    He    slay; 

3.  O      soul    so  toss'd  with  tern  -  pest,  Up  -  on    His    prom-ise    stay ; 

4.  Lord, I    give    up     the  strug  -  gle ,     To  Thee  com  -  niit    my    "way; 


O 
Hush 
Cast 
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-  gle.    There   is  ST  bet  -  ter 

tions,   And     set  -  tie  it  to 

chor.    And     set  -  tie  it  to  -    day. 

er,      And     set  -  tie  it  to  -    day 

J- 


cease  to  doubt  and  strug 
all  Thy  fears  and  ques  - 
out  faith's  strong  sheet  an  - 
trust  Thy    word  for  -  ev    - 


way. 
day. 
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Chorus. 
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O      set- tie  it      all  with  Je   -    sus,    O     set  -  tie  it      all      to-  day; 
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cease  to   doubt    and  strug 
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gle,       O     cease    to     plead  and 


pray; 
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rest     in    His    word  for  -  ev    -    er,     And  set  ■ 
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Ctpyrigbt,  1891,  by  A.  B.  Simpion. 
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tie    it      all 
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434. 


Sed  be  with  W- 


"  The  grace  of  onr  Lord  Jesus  Christ  be  % 
J.  E.  Rankin,  D.D. 


i|/OM."— Rom.  xvl: 


W.  G.  Tomer. 


13 


^ 


rrfc 


IS 


z^zfcrlfcrjsr 


S3 


s=s 


t?=t-iFt=it 


1.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain,      By  His  counsels  guide, up-hold  you, 

2.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain, 'Neath  His  wings  securely  hide  you ; 

3.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain.  When  life's  perils  thick  confoand  you; 

4.  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain,  Keep  love's  banner  floating  o'er    you; 
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With  His  sheep  secure-ly   fold      you, 

Dai  -  ly  mau-na  still  pro-vide     you. 

Put  His  arms  un-fail-ing  round  you. 

Smite  death's  threatning  wave  be-fore     you. 


God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain. 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain, 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain. 
God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a  -  gain. 


Till  we   meet, 


till  we    meet. 


Till  we  meet,till  vv^e  meet,  till  we  meet. 


Till  we  meet  at  Je  -  sus'  feet ; 
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Till  we   meet,  till  we    meet,  God  be  with  you  till  we  meet  a-gain. 

till  we  meet,till  we  meet,till  we  meet, 

I       I 
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From  "Gospel  Bells,"  by  pei 


455. 


1  Asleep  in  Jesus !  blessed  sleep  ! 
From  which  none  ever  wake  to  weep ; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

2  Asleep  in  Jesus !  oh,  how  sweet 
To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet ! 
With  holy  confidence  to  sing. 

That  death  has  lost  bis  venomed  sting 


Asleep  in  Jesus !    L.  M. 

Tune,  TalHs'  Evening  Hymn,  p.  48. 


3  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  peaceful  rest ! 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest ; 
No  fear,  no  woe  shall  dim  that  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

4  Asleep  in  Jesus  !  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be  ! 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie, 

And  wait  the  summons  from  on  high. 
>9)  Mrs.  M.  Mack  AY. 
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Herald  Arigels. 


7.  D. 


Charles  Wesley. 


Felix  Mendelssohn-Bartholdy. 
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1.  Hark!  the    her  -  aid  -  an-gels     sing   "Glo-ry    to    the  new  born  King ;  Peace  on 

2.  Christ,by    high-est  heav'n  a  -  dored, Christ, the  ev   -  er  -  last-ing  Lord ;  Veiled  in 
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f=f# 


fl=t 


=^=r 


earth, and  mercy  mild ;    God  and  sinners  reconciled."  Joy-ful,  all  ye    nations,  rise ! 
flesh  the  Godhead  see ;  Hail,  in  -  car-nate  De-i  -  ty !  Hail  the  heaven-born  Prince  of  peace ! 
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Join  the  triumphs  of  the  skies;  With  angelic  hosts  proclaim  "Christ  is  born  in  Bethle- 
Hail  the  Sun  of  righteousness !  Light  and  life  to  all  He  brings, Kis'n  with  healing  in  His 
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hem !  "  With  an  -  gel  -  ic  hosts  pro-claim,"  Christ  is      born    in  Beth  -  le  -  hem !  " 
wings,Light  and   life  to     all    He  brings.    Risen  with  heal  -  ing    in    His  wings. 
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R.  K.  C. 


The  Qld-TirneSeng. 
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R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  I 'm  tMnking  of    the  past    to-night,  When  life  was  fresh  and  sweet;       A 

2.  When  startled  with  some  sud-den  fright,  It  seems  but    yes  -ter  -     day.  She 

3.  But  now, when  weary, lone  -  ly,  sad,     In      Je  -  sus      I      find       rest ;  The 

4.  A-bove  the  graves  I    hear    it    now ;  And  all      a  -  long  life's  shore  I 


laugh-ing  boy,      my  moth-er's  joy,        I    played  a  -  bout    her      feet; 

drew  me  near,     and  called  me  "  dear,"  And  kissed  my  tears      a-    way; 

ten  - der charms  of    moth-er's  arms, Were  nev  -    er    half      so      blest; 

look    i-n    vain    and    yet      a  -  gain    For  those  who've  gone  be  -  fore; 
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while  her  knit-ting  swift-ly  grew, She  sang  so  soft  and  low, With  eyes  grown  dim, that 

then,  to  soothe  my  troubled  heart,  She  rocked  me  to  and  fro,  And  sang  so  sweet, with 

ev  -  er-last  -ing  arms  of  God      A-bout  me  close -ly  twine, While  tender-ly  Christ 

heav'nly    mu  -  sic  floats  to    me.  The  ech  -  o     of  that  song;  I  hear    it   ring, while 
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Chorus. 


bless-ed  hymn, The  song  of  long  a  -  go. 
measuredbeat,That  song  of  long  a  -  go. 
sings  to  me,    The  song  of  Auld  Lang  Syne, 
an-gels  sing, The  hymn  I  've  loved  so  long. 


Oh, the  old  time  re  -  lig  -  ion,    The 
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Repeat  if  desired. 
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old  time  re  -  li  -  gion,  Oh, the  old  time  re  -  li  -  gion,It  's  good  enough  for  me. 


QopTTight.  1891,  hj  R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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Here  and  Tl^ere. 
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1.  Here  is  the   sorrow, the  sighing, 

2.  Here  is  the  fad-ing,  the  wasting, 

3.  Here  are  the  locks  growing  hoary. 


Here  are  the  clouds  and  the  night, 
The  foe  that  so  watchful-ly  waits. 
The  glass  with  the  vanish-ing  sands. 
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Here  is  the  sickness,the  dy-ing. 
There  are  the  hills  ev  -  er-last-ing, 
There  are  the  crowns  and  the  glory 

■ft 


There  are  the  life  and  the  light, 

The   cit  -  y  with  beanti  -  f ul  gates, 

The  house  that  is  not  made  with  hands, 
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Here  is  the  sickness, the  dy  -  ing.  There  are  the  life  and  the  light. 
There  are  the  hills  ev  -  er  -last  -ing,  The  cit  -  y  withbeauti  -  ful  gates. 
There  are  the  crowns  and  the  glo-ry,The  house  that  is  not  made  with  hands. 
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439.  1 

Mrs.  Jemima  Luke. 


ink  When  1  Read. 


^m:^^^^^^^^^^ 


1.  I    think,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story  of  old,  When  Je  -  sus  was  here  a-mong 

2.  Yet    still  to  His  foot  stoolln  prayer  I  may  go,  And      ask  for  a  share  of  His 
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men, 
love; 


How  He  called  little  children  as  lambs  to  the  fold,  I  should  hke  to  have  been  with  Him 
And    if    I  thus  ear-nest-ly  seek  Him  be-low,  I  shall  see  Him  and  hear  Him  a- 
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then .      I  wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed  on  my  head, That  His  arms  had  been  thrown  around 
bove,    In  that  beautiful  place  He  has  gone  to  prepare, For  all  who  are  washed  and  for- 
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me,      That  I  mighthave  seen  His  kind  look  when  said, "Let  the  little  ones  come  un-to     me." 
given ;    And     ma-ny  dear  children  are  gathering  there, '  'For  of  such  is  the  kingdom  of  heaven." 
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Arnerfea. 


S.  F.  Smith. 
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1.  My  country,     'tis    of  thee,  Sweet  land  of  lib  -  er-ty,  Of  theel  siug;Land  wheremy 

2.  My    na-tive  couu-try, thee, Land  of    the    no -ble  free, Thy  name  I  love  :  I   love  thy 

3.  Let  mu-sic   swell  the  breeze,  And  ring  from  all  the  trees,  Sweet  freedom's  song;  Let  mortal 

4.  Our  father's  God!   to  thee.  Author    of      lib  -  er-ty,  To  thee  we  sing  ;Long  may  our 


fathers  died, Land  of  the  pilgrim's  pride, From  ev'ry  mountain  side,  Let  freedom  ring, 
rocks  and  rills, Thy  woods  and  templed  hills, My  heart  with  rap     -  ture  thrills, Like  that  above, 
tongues  awake ;  Let  all  that  breathe  partake;  Let  rocks  their  si     -    lence  break.  The  sound  prolong, 
land  be  bright.  With  free-dom's  ho  -  ly  light ; Protect  us  by  Thy  might.  Great  God,  our  King ! 
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(303) 


441. 


Sailing  witQ  Harbor. 


Slow 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1 .  We  are  sail  -  lag  in 

2.  We  are  sail  -  ing  in 

3.  We  are  sail  -  ing  in 

4.  We  are  sail  -  ing  in 


to 

har-bor 

to 

har-bor, 

to 

har-bor, 

to 

har-bor, 

Sail-ing  o'er         a  troub-led 

Broth-ers  hear  the  Lord  de  - 
And  the  day        is  sink  -ing 

And  from  out  the  gold-en 
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sea, 
Clare ; 
low, 
gate. 


Storms  and  tem-pests  sweep  around  us.  Shoals  and  rocks  are  on  the 

There  will  be      no  griefs  nor  sor-rows.  No  more  tri-als,no  more 

But  the  bea  -con-lights  of  heav-en,  Bright-ly  o'er   the  wa-ters 

We  can  hear  the  an-gel's  ves-pers.  As  the  storms  of  life  a  - 
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With  our  chart 
No  more  pain 
Soon  we  '11  cross 
Gold  -en     glo    - 


and  log    and     com-pass, 
and   no  more    cry-  ing, 
the  bar    for   -  ev  -  er, 
ries  from  the       cit  -  y. 


Held  by 
List -en. 
Safe  be  - 
Slant  a  - 
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faith's  dead  reck  -  on  -    ing, 
for      the    Sav-iour     saith, 
yond    the  swell  -ing       tide, 
thwart  the   heav-en's     dome, 
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±Tome%^ard  bound  we're  swif t-ly 
"No  more  sick   -   ness  no     more 
In     the  long     -de  -  sir  -  ed 
And  each  balm    -     y 


sir 

sun  -  set 
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sail  -  ing, 
suf-f'ring, 
hav-en, 
zeph-yr, 


To     the    cit 
No  more  part 
An-chored  fast, 
Whis-pers  "one 


y  of 
ing,no 
se-cure 


the  King. 

more  death.' 

ly    ride. 


,   1891,  by  I 


by  R.  KeUo  Carter. 
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442. 

Mrs.  Elizabeth  Mills. 


Rev.  W.  A.  Spencer,  D.D,  by  pet. 
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1.  Oh,  land  of      rest    for  thee    I 

2.  No  tran-quil   joys    on  earth    I 

3.  To    Je  -  sus  Christ    I      flee     for 

4.  I  '11  suf  -  fer    on      my  three-score 


sigh, When  will  the  mo  -  mentcome, 
know,  No  peace  -f  ul    shel-t'ring  dome ; 

rest.  He  bade  me  cease  to  roam, 
years, Till     my    De  -  liv  -  'rer  come 
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arm  -  or  by.  And  dwell  in  peace  at  home, 
ness  of  love,  This  world  is  not  my  home, 
on  His  breast, Till  He  con-ducts  me  home, 
cap  -  tive's  tears, And  take    His    ex  -  ile   home. 


When    I      shall  lay      my 

This  world's  a     wil  -  der  ■ 

And  lean    for    sue  -  cor 

To  wipe     a  -  way     the 
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Home  sweet  home,        home  sweet  home, Oh,  how     I      long      for     thee. 
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Home  sweet  home,        home  sweet  home,    In  heav'n  my    home    shall  be, 


m^^^ 


^^i 


m 


t 


!Efr 


Copyright,  1890,  by  W.  A.  Spencer. 


z  / 17      Jerusalem,  My  Happy  Home. 


1  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home. 
Name  ever  dear  to  me ! 

When  shall  my  labors  have  an  end. 
In  joy  and  peace  in  thee? 

2  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heav'n-built 

walls. 

And  pearly  gates  behold? 
Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong. 

And  streets  of  shining  gold? 
S  Oh,  when,  thou  city  of  my  God, 

Shall  I  thy  courts  ascend? 
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Where  congregations  ne'er  break  up. 
And  Sabbath  has  no  end? 

4  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's 
Nor  sin  nor  sorrow  know :  [bloom, 

Blest  seats !  thro'  rude  and  stormy  scenes 
I  onward  press  to  you. 

5  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home! 
My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 

Then  shall  my  labors  have  an  end, 
When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 


444. 

A.  L.  Skilton. 


M  Herne  Wi\}\  Tliee. 


tGENEKAL. 
Isabel  Kennedy. 
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1.  The  jas -per  walls, 

2.  The  star-ry    crown, 

3.  The  tearless  eyes, 

4.  The  pure  in    heart, 


mn 


the  streets  of 
the  gold  -  en 
the  crim  -  son 
of  whom  we 


gold,  . 
shore, 
tide,  . 
sing,   . 


^3=3- 


Ma-l 


.  The  pear  -  ly 
.  The  lov  -  ing 
.  The  tree  of 
.  The  gold  -  en 
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f^ 


ZIZtL 
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gates, The    joy       un  -  told, 

friends    ....  Who've  gone  be  -  fore, 

life, The    cru  -    ci    -  fled  . 

throne,     ....  The  reign  -  ing  King, 


Bi 


iMi. 


—0 — -m— 0 •^--; 


The     an  -  gels' 

The  pal  -  ace 

The  ho  -    ly 

The  pure    de  - 


-^ ^- 
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m 
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:t 


:^!!=^ 


songs,  . 
bright  . 
throng  . 
light,     . 


the  crys  -  tal  sea, 

just    o'er    the  sea, 

a  -  wait  -  ing  me, 

that  waits  for  me. 


All  make  me 

All  now  in  - 

All  make  me 

All  now  in  - 


ms 
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Chorus. 
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long.  . 
vite,  . 
long,  . 
vite, 


EB 
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to       be  with  Thee, 

me  home  to  Thee, 

to       be  with  Thee, 

me  home  to  Thee. 


At      home  with 


^^^^.d^. 
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t^ 
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Thee,  at  home  with  Thee,  O      Je  -  sus  Lord,     I    long  to      be ;     Far,  far    be  • 
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yond  the  roll  -  ing  sea,     Are  mansions  bright    and  fair  pre-pared  for  me. 


mf^^SSS 


^fm^^^mi 


r 
V\\  Meet  Yqu  in  the  Merning. 

R.  Kelso  Carter 

J> — -j^ — Pi — 


445. 


Chorus  by  R.  K.  C. 
Chorus 


t 
In      the    morn  -     ing,  When     the  trum  -  pet  -  call      is      sound-ing, 


Mn^^l 
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gz6zS 


=te=tN^= 
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5^ 


A  -  round    the  throne 


I'll 


meet    you 


the 


=^=£. 


morn 


ing. 


=^= 


5S^ 


iiiii^ii^^^^^ 


-  r  O  hap  -  py  saints  who  dwell  in  light,  I'^ll  meet  you 
'  \  Safe  land  -  ed     on    that  peace-ful  shore, I  '11  meet  you 

2  /  My  days  are  glid  -  ing,  swif t-ly  by,  I  '11  meet  you 
*  \   For  strangers    in  -  to    life     we  come,  I  '11  meet  you 


the  morn-ing; 
the  morn-ing; 
the  morn-ing ; 
the  morn-ing ; 


m^\p^ 
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And  walk  with  Je  -  sus  clothed  in  white, I'll  meet  you  in 

Where  pil-grims  meet  to    part    no     more,  I'll  meet  you  in 

Would  not   de  -  tain  them    as    they  fly,      I'll  meet  you  in 

And      dy  -  ing    is      but    go  -  ing  home,  I'll  meet  you  in 


the  morn-ing.  \ 
the  morn-ing.  j 
the  morn-ing.  \ 
the  morn-ing. 
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3  Come  on,  my  partners  in  distress, 
Companions  in  this  wilderness. 
Awhile  forget  your  griefs  and  fears 
And  look  beyond  this  vale  of  tears. 


(307) 


4  When  I  can  read  my  title  clear, 
I  '11  bid  farewell  to  every  fear. 
Then  I  shall  bathe  my  weary  soul, 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll. 


446. 

A.  B.  S. 


Jesas  the  Reck  ef  Ages. 


[GENEBAi; 
A.  B.  Simpson. 


r    -  r    -  '*'      '  '■  \    -r  - 

1.  Rock  of  Ho-reb  riven  for  me,  By  the    law's  a-veng-ing  rod, Flowing  from  thy 

2.  Following  Rock,from  day  to  day, Sending  forth  on  every  hand,Riv-ers  all    a  - 

3.  Shadowing  Rock  in  weary  lands, Let  me  rest  beneath  Thy  shade, Traveling  o'er  the 


A^ 
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cleft  I  see.  Calvary's  sin  -  a- ton-ing  flood.And  I  wash  my  crimson  stains 
long  the  way,  Un  -  der-neath  the  des-ert  sand,  O  -  pen  deep  a  liv  -  ing  well 
burn-ing  sands.  Shelter  my    defenceless  head.  Covert     from  the  tem-pest  rude, 


=i^ 


^^• 


:^=\:. 


Whit  -  er     than  the      wool  and  snow,     While  the    cleansing  wa  -  ters  roll, 

Where  Thy  hid  -  den     fountains  flow,       Ev  -    er     near  Thee  let    me  dwell, 

Ref  -  uge    'mid    the      rag  -  ing  tide,        Fort-ress    when  by  foes  pur-sued, 

J— *L_|J J^^ ,»_^b*'-J--'-«-^^^ 
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Chorus 
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And  the  liv-ing  fountains  flow. Wonderful  Rock, glorious  Rock, Jesus  the  Rock  of 
As     I  through  the  desert  go . 
Let  me  in  Thy  bo-somhide. 


A  -  ges ;  Won-der-f  ul  Rock,glo  -  ri  -  ous  Rock,  Je  -  sus  the  Rock  of      A  -  ges. 


EE^^itEfctzE; 
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447. 


Hew  1  kave  te  fell  the  Sterv. 


R.  Kelso  Carter. 


S.  C.  Foster.*     Arr.  by  R.  K.  C. 
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How      I     love    to     tell    the     sto    -    ry        Of     the  cleansing    flood ; 

When   in     sin    and   con -dem  -  na  -    tion,  Wand'ring,  tem-pest-tossed ; 

I         re  -  mem-ber  when  He  found    me,  Lost   and  dead   in      sin; 

Gave    me    rich  -  es    with-  out  meas  -  ure,  Nev  -  er  -  fail  -  ing  grace ; 
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Je  -  sus  left  His  home  in    glo   -    ry,  Bought  me  with  His  pre- cious  blood. 

Je  -  sus, bear-ing  full  sal  -  va   -    tion,  Came  to  seek  sndsave    the    lost. 

Put  His  arms  of    love  a  -  round    me.     Gave  me  joy  and  peace  with -in. 

Filled  my  soul  with  ho  -  ly    pleas  -  ure,      In    the  sunshine  of      His    face. 


m^^^ 
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Chorus. 
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Down    at       the    cross      For  -    ev    -    er      let        me    stay; 


For     the 
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cleansing  blood  has  reached  me.     Washing    all     my    sins 
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way. 
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3  Close  to  Jesus  I  'm  abiding, 
Walking  in  the  light ; 

In  His  shadow  I  am  hiding. 
Guided  by  His  grace  aright ; 


From  His  presence  parted  never, 

In  the  realms  above, 
With  the  ransomed  hosts  forever, 

I  '11  tell  of  His  redeeming  love. 
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44S. 


Ttje  Feantain  sf  Life. 


A.  B.  S. 


[GENERAL. 


A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  I  have  come  to  the  Fountain  of    Life,  A  fountain  that  flows  from  a- 

2.  I  have  come  to  the  Fountain  of  Blood, That  for  guilt  and  un-cleanness  doth 

3.  I  have  come  to  the  Fountain  of  Health,        A  boundless  and  end-less  sup  - 


^=? 


=^=1^= 
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:t=t: 


W^^ 
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fe-r::^ 
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bove.  I  have  passed  from  the  waters  of  strife,  And  come  to  the  Elim  of  love, 
flovp",  I  have  wash'd  in  its  sin  cleansing  flood.  And  my  garments  are  whiter  than  snow^. 
ply,      'Tis  a    secret,man's  wisdom  or  wealth      Can  never  dis-cov-er  or    buy. 


I  have  drunk  of  Sa  -  ma  -  ri-  a's    well, 

I        count  not  my  righteousness  mine, 

But  the  se  -  cret  my  Lord  hath  re-vealed 


In  the  depths  of  my  be  -ing  it 
'Tis  Je  -  sus  that  lives  in  my 
In  the  fountain  that  flows  from  His 


^fe 


Sl^^^ 


^-ifi- 
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^^^ 


fe5= 


-=J-^ 
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springs.  No  mortal  can  measure  or  tell  The  gladness  the  Comforter  brings, 
soul;  I  partake  of  His  na-ture  divine.  And  in  Him  I  am  perfectly  whole, 
side.        In  the  stripes  by  whose  pain  we  are  healed ;  In  Himself  as  He  comes  to  abide. 


^^ggg^ipaggg^jigigl 


Chorus. 
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Oh,come  to  the  Fountain  of  Life,      The  fountain  that  nev-er  runs  dry ;        Oh, 
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The  fountain  that  nev-er  runs  dry ; 
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drink  of  the  boundless  sup-ply, 


For  God  is  the  Fountain  of      Life. 
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4  I  have  come  to  the  Fountain  of  Love, 

He  fills  all  the  springs  of  my  heart, 
Enthroned  all  others  above, 

Our  friendship  no  power  can  part ; 
And  so  long  as  the  fountain  is  full, 

The  streams  without  measure  must  flow, 
And  the  love  that  He  pours  in  my  soul 

To  others  in  blessing  must  go. 


1^     |y      1^ 
5  I  have  come  to  the  Fountain  of  Joy, 

His  joy  is  the  strength  of  my  heart. 
My  delight  is  unmixed  with  alloy, 

My  sunshine  can  never  depart ; 
The  fig  tree  may  wither  and  die. 

Earth's  pleasure  and  prospects  decline, 
But  my  fountains  can  never  be  dry, 

My  portion,  my  joy  is  divine. 


449. 


1  'II  be  There. 


Isaac  Watts 


Adapted  by  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 


11 
,    r   There      is       a  land    of      pure  de-light, Where  saints  im -mor-tal    reign; 

\     In    -     fi  -  nite  day    ex  -  eludes  the  night,  And  pleas -ures  ban  -  ish     pain. 
2    r    There,     ev  -  er- last  -  ing    spring  a-bides.  And    nev  -  er-with'ring  flow'rs  ; 

\   Death,  like     a    nar  -  row     sea    di-videsThis   heav'n-ly  land  from  ours. 
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Refrain. 
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I  '11    be  there,  I  'II  be  there,        When  the  first  trumpet  sounds  I  '11  be  there. 

I  '11  be  there  I  '11  he  there,  I  '11  be  there. 


^ 


^^^ 


#_^.-^-^. 


%k 


m 


EE 


'^~ 


i 


"^^ 


t^^^ 


Wi 


1^     ^      I  >■ 

I'll    be  there,  I'll  be 

I  '11  be  there, 


J^ 


there,  When  the  first  trumpet  sounds  I  '11  be  there. 

I '11  be  there. 
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9  Sweet  fields  beyond  the  swelling 
Stand  dressed  in  living  green ; 

jio  to  the  Jews  old  Canaan  stood. 
While  Jordan  rolled  between. 


flood       4  Could  we  but  climb  where  Moses  stood. 
And  view  the  landscape  o'er, 
Not  Jordan's  stream,  nor  death's  cold  flood 
Should  fright  us  from  the  shore. 
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Harvest  Tirne. 


[GENERAL. 


.  A.  S. 


Rev.  W.  A.  Spencer,  D.D. 


^fii 


The  seed  I  have  scat-tered  in  spring-time  with  weep-ing,  And  watered  with 
An  -  oth  -  er  may  reap  what  in  spring-time  I  've  plant-ed,  An  -  oth  -  er  re  - 
The  thorns  will  have  choked, and  the  summer  suns  blast-ed    The  most   of  the 
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=al=^= 


=ie=pEi 


f=F=F 


:^-»^ 


n=d=|: 


P^= 


fc^^^ 


m 


:d^ 


^ 


-i^- 


-*—»!- 


^ 


tears  and  with  dews  from  on  high ;  An  -  oth  -  er  may  shout  when  the 
joice  in  the  fruit  of  my  pain, — Not  know  -  ing  my  tears  when  in 
seed  which  in  spring-time  I  've  sown  ;  But  the  Lord  who  has  watched  while  my 
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har  - 
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vest-er's  reap -ing, Shall  gath  -  er    my  grain  in     the  "sweet  by  and  by." 
mer  I    faint  -ed  While  toil  -  ing  sad-heart  -ed      in     sun-shine  and  rain, 
ry  toil    last  -  ed   Will  give     me    a     har  -vest   for  what    I    have  done. 
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ver,  yes. 


O    -  ver  and    o 


deep  -  er    and  deep  -  er     My  heart     is  pierced 
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through  with  life's  sor-row  -ing    cry,    But    the  tears    of    the  sow  -  er    and 
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songs    of   the  reap  -er  shall  min  -  gle   to  -  geth  -er 


P^ 


:^-^— ^— ^— ^- 


:^ 


in    joy     by    and    by. 
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451. 


There  is  a  Land. 


Rev.  John  Parkeb. 
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R.  Kelso  Carter. 
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1.  There    is       a  land  where  life  is  joy,With-out      a    sin      or    stain;      No 

2.  A       f  el  -  low-ship    to  earth  un-known,With-out  the  chill  of    fears;       A- 

3.  Be  -  yond  the  nar  -  row  bounds  of  time, Be-yond  the  things  I     see;     There 

4.  Our  Fa  -ther's  house  and  man-sions  fair,  And  friend-ships  pure  and  sweet, And 
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friend-ship  ties    are  brok  -  en  there.  No   grief, 
dor  -  ing  love    be  -  fore    His  throne,  And  eyes 
is       a     life,    di  -  vine,   sub  -lime, God's  home 
ho  -  ly    ones    a  -  wait    to  share,  Our  wor 

4^ 
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no  death,    no  pain, 

un-dimm'd  by  tears, 

for  you      and  me. 

ship   at       His  feet^ 
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Cho. — roy  -  al     wel -come  waits  us  there     if    faith -ful     in       the      fight. 
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of     love,  where  we 


O     land 


shall  walk  in      white, 
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452.        YesterdaY,  Te-daY,  Forever. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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[GENERAL. 
0.  H.  Burke. 
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1.  O,  how  sweet  the   glo  -  rious  mes  -  sage, Sim  -  pie  faith    may  claim; 

2.  He  who    was  the  friend  of      sin  -  ners,  Seeks  thee  lost      one  now; 

3.  He  that    pardoned  err  -  ing    Pe  -    ter,Thou  need  - 'st      not  fear; 

4.  Oft  on     earth  He  healed  the    suf  -  f'rer,  By      His  might  -  y  hand ; 
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sus  is  the  same. 
■  i  -  tent  -  ly  bow. 
thy    doubt  will  clear. 

at     His      com-mand 


Yes  -  ter  -  day,    to  -  day,     for  -  ev  -    er,      Je  - 
Sin  -  ner,     come, and    at      His   foot  -  stool,  Pen 
He    that     came  to    faith  -  less  Thom  -  as,     All 
Still    our     sick-ness  -  es      and  sor  -  rows.  Go 
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Still  He 

He  who 

He  who 

He  who 


I 

loves 

said," 

let 

gave 


to    save    the      sin  -  ful,  Heal 
I'll  not    con  -demnthee,Go 
the  loved  dis  -    ci  -  pie,     On 
His  heal  -  ing     vir  -  tue.    To 


the  sick    and    lame; 

and  sin      no      more;" 

His  bo    -  som    rest, 

a  wo  -  man's  touch ; 
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Cheer  the  mourner,    still    the    tem  -  pest ;  Glo  - 

Speaks    to  thee  that  word    of    par  -  don,     As 

Bids    thee  still,  with  love      as    ten  -  der.    Lean 

To      the  faith  that  claims  His  full  -  ness.  Still 


ry      to  His  name! 

in    days  of  yore, 

up  -  on  His  breast 

will  give  as  much. 
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Chorus. 
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Yes  -  ter-day,to  -  day,  for-'ev  -er,  Je  -  sus   is      the 
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same.      All  may  change, but 
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Je  -  sus    nev  -  er !  Glo  -  ry    to 
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His     uame. 


Glo  -  ry    to     His     name. 
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Glo-ry   to   His   name,  All  may  change, but  Jesus  never !  Glo-ry  to    His   name. 
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5  H-?  who  'mid  the  raging  billows. 

Walked  upon  the  sea ; 
Still  can  hush  our  wildest  tempest. 

As  on  Galilee. 
He  who  wept  and  prayed  in  anguish, 

In  Gethsemane. 
Drinks  with  us  each  cup  of  trembling. 

In  our  agony. 
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6  As  of  old  He  walked  to  Emmaus, 

With  them  to  abide ; 
So  through  all  life's  way  He  walketh. 

Ever  near  our  side. 
Soon  again  we  shall  behold  Him, 

Hasten,  Lord,  the  day ! 
But  'twill  still  be  "  this  same  Jesus," 

As  He  went  away. 
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The  IiQrd's  PraYer. 


(  CHANT.) 


Gregorian. 


i^iESE 
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1.  Our  Father,  who  art  in  heaven 

2.  Give  us  this 

3.  And  lead  us  not  into  temptation,  but  de 


hal  -  lowed  be      Thy  njame ; 

day    our      dai  -  ly  bread; 
liv  -  er      us      from      evil; 
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Thy  kingdom  come.  Thy  will  be  done  on     earth,  as  it      is       in         heaven. 
And  forgive  us  our  trespasses,  as  we  forgive  them  that  trespass  a     -    gainst  us. 
For  Thine  is  the  kingdom,and  the  power  and  the  glory,  for  -ever.    A     -      men. 
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454. 

A.  B.  Simpson. 


file  Da^s  ef  Heaveri, 


[GENEEAL. 
Arr.  by  K.  K.  C. 


1.  The  days    of  Heav'n  are  peace- ful  days, Still    as 

2.  The  days    of  Heav'n  are  ho  -    ly  daySjFrom  sin 

3.  The  days    of  Heav'n  are  hap  -  py  days,  Sor-row 


yon  glass-  y  sea ;  So 
for  -  ev  -  er  free ;  So 
they  nev  -  er      see ;     So 


S 


-T?-r^ 


^m 


t-=t^ 


ME 


I 


m^m 


FlNB. 


1=* 


:t 


Et^E 


^7-^^r-^=^ 


calm,     so     still      in      God, 

cleans'd  and  kept    our    days, 

full      of     glad  -  ness     all 


our  days  As  days 
O  Lord,  As  the  days 
our  days    As  the  days 
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of  Heav'n  w^ould  be. 
of  Heav'n  would  be. 
of  Heav'n  would  be. 
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as      Thy  will      is 


done 
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in  Heaven,   On     earth 


so    shall     it 


be. 
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Walk  with      us, Lord, thro' all       the  days,  And  let       us  walk  with  Thee ;  Till 
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Copyright,  1890,  by  A.  B.  Simpson. 

4  The  days  of  Heaven  are  healthful  days, 
They  feed  on  life's  fair  tree ; 

So  feeding  on  Thy  strength,  O  Christ, 
Our  days  as  Heaven  may  be. 

5  The  days  of  Heaven  are  endless  days, 
Days  of  eternity ; 

So  may  our  lives  and  works  endure. 
While  the  days  of  Heaven  shall  be. 
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Blest  be  the  Tie  that  Binds- 

"Being  knit  together  in  love."— Coi.  ii:  2. 
Key,  F. 


1  Blest  be  the  tie  that  binds 
Our  hearts  in  Christian  love ; 

The  fellowship  of  kindred  minds 
Is  like  to  that  above. 

2  Before  our  Father's  throne 
We  pour  our  ardent  prayers ; 
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Our  fears,  our  hopes,  our  aims  are  one, 
Our  comforts,  and  our  cares. 

3  We  share  our  mutual  woes, 
Our  mutual  burdens  bear ; 

And  often  for  each  other  flows 
The  sympathizing  tear. 

4  When  we  asunder  part, 
It  gives  us  inward  pain ; 

But  we  shall  still  be  joined  in  heart, 

And  hope  to  meet  again. 
6  This  glorious  hope  revives 

Our  courage  by  the  way ; 
While  each  in  expectation  lives, 

And  longs  to  see  the  day. 
6  From  sorrow,  toil,  and  pain, 

And  sin,  we  shall  be  free ; 
And  perfect  love  and  friendship  reign 

Through  all  eternity. 

John  Fawcett,  1772. 


INDEX  OF  FIRST  LINES  AND  TITLES. 


Abide  with  me     . 

Abiding  and  confiding 

A  charge  to  keep  . 

A  crown  beyond  . 

A  cry  comes  up     . 

A  voice  from  above 

After  the  darkness 

Afterwards    . 

A  hundred  thousand 

Alas  and  did 

A  little  talk  with  . 

A  little  while 

A  little  while  longer 

All  for  Jesus 

All  hail  the  power 

All  praise  to  Him 

All  taken  away     . 

All  the  way  long  . 

All  the  world  is    . 

All  ye  who    . 

Am  I  a  soldier 

Amid  the  trials     . 

A  missionary  cry  . 

Anchored  fast 

And  can  I  yet 

An  eager  restless 

A  present  Saviour 

Are  you  going  home 

Are  you  ready  for  the 

Are  you  ready  for  your 

Are  you  walking  . 

Are  you  washed    . 

Arise  my  soul 

Art  thou  sunk 

Art  thou  weary    . 

Asleep  in  Jesus    . 

A  suppliant  . 

At  evening    . 

At  home  with  Thee     . 

At  the  cross  . 

At  the  cross  I'll    . 

Awake  my  soul     . 

A  wonderful  Saviour   . 

Behold  a  stranger 

Behold  the  Bridegroom 

Behold  the  throne 

Believing  and  receiving 

Berachan  songs    . 

Be  watchful  . 

Blackened  and  hardened 

Bless  his  dear  name     . 

Bless  the  Lord  my 

Blessed  assurance 

Blessed  be  the  glorious 

Blessed  be  the  fountain 

Blessed  be  the  great    . 

Blessed  be  the  name    . 

Blessed  Saviour,  Thee 

Blest  be  the  tie 

Blow  ye  the  trumpet    . 

Breathe  upon  us  . 

Brethren  let  us 

Brightly  gleams  our     . 

But  can  it  be 
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290 
340 
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HYMN. 
By  Jordan's  rushing  .  .  265 
By  the  grace  of  God    .        .    352 

Calvary 109 

Cast  thy  bread      .        .        .    355 
Children  of   the  Heavenly 

King  .  .  .  .403 
Christ  has  for  sin  .  .  182 
Christ  in  me 
Christ  is  all  . 
Christ  is  knocking 
Christ  is  the  fountain 
Christ  returneth  . 
Christian  rouse  thee 
Christian  Virgins 
Church  of  God  . 
Cleansing  balm  . 
Cleansing  wave  . 
Come  blessed  holy 
Come  believer 
Come  every  soul  . 
Come  Holy  Ghost  in  love  . 
Come  Holy  Spirit  come,  let . 
Come    Holy    Spirit    come, 

with         .... 
Come  Holy  Spirit  from 
Come  Holy  Spirit  heavenly  . 
Come  Holy  Spirit  raise 
Come  loved  one    . 
Come  my  soul 
Come,  said  Jesus  . 
Come  sevenfold    . 
Come  sinners  to  . 
Come  swell  the     . 
Come  Thou  almighty 
Come  thou  fount  . 
Come  Thou  soul    . 
Come  to  Jesus 
Come  to  the  feast 
Come  we  that  love 
Come  with  us 
Come  ye  sinners   . 
Consecration 
Coronation    . 
Crown  Him  . 
Crucified  with  Christ 
Daughter  of  Zion 
Dear  Lord  baptize 
Delight  in  the  Lord 
Depth  of  mercy    . 
Did  you  hear 
Door  of  hope 
Down  at  the  cross  on 
Down  at  the  cross  where 
Drifting  away 
Empty  me  of  self 
Enlarge  my  heart 
Enough  for  me     . 
Enthroned  on  high 
Eternal  Spirit 
Everlasting  love  . 
Everywhere  with  Jesus 
Fading  is  this  world 
Fainting  in  the     . 
Faint  not  amid     . 
(317) 
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Fill  me  now  . 
Flee  as  a  bird 
Forever  here,  my 
Forever  with  the  Lord 
From  all  that  dwell 
From  every  stormy 
From  Greenland's  icy 
Full  salvation 
Glorious  things  of  thee 
Glory  to  His  name 
God  be  with  you  . 
God  knoweth 
God  loved  the  world 
God  shall  supply  . 
Going  down  to  the 
Golden  city    . 
Grace  at  table 
Grace  'tis  a  charming 
Gracious  Spirit  dwell 
Gracious  Spirit  love 
Granted  is  the 
Guidance 
Guide  me  O  Thou 
Hail,  thou  coming 
Happy  day     . 
Happy  in  Jesus    . 
Hark  a  voice 
Hark  the  gospel    . 
Hark  the  joyful    . 
Hark  the  herald    . 
Hark  ten  thousand 
Harvest  time 
Have  faith  in  God 
Have  you  been     . 
Have  you  listened 
Have  you  not  heard 
Have  you  the  garment 
Healing 

Healing  at  the  fountain 
Healing  for  thee  . 
Healing  in  Jesus  . 
Hear  the  footsteps  . 
He  bore  our  sorrows 
He  comes,  He  comes 
He  dies  the  friend 
He  is  calling 
He  healeth  me 
He  holds  my  hand 
Held  in  his  mighty 
He  leadeth  me 
He  that  believeth 
Herald  angels 
Here  and  there     . 
Here  is  the  sorrow 
Here  in  this  bright 
He's  coming  back 
He  was  not  willing 
Hide  me  in  the 
Hide  me,  O  my 
Himself 

Hinder  the  children 
Holy  Father  thou 
Holy  Ghost  with  light 
Holy,  holy,  holy    . 
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Holy,  holy  Lord   . 

.       60 

I've  entered  the  rest    . 

.    246 

Love  found  me     . 

Holy  Spirit  come  . 

.         4 

I've  reached  the  land  . 

.    239 

Low  at  the  foot    . 

Holy  Spirit  faithful     . 

.       18 

I  want  to  be 

.    332 

Man's  weakness    . 

Holy  Spirit  truth 

.      38 

I  will  arise     . 

.     122 

Marching  to  Zion 

Home  longing 

.    442 

I  will  say  yes 

.    204 

Meditation    . 

Home  of  the  soul 

.     291 

I  will  sprinkle 
I  will  sing     . 

.     104 

Mighty  to  save     . 
Millennial  hymn  . 

Hover  o'er  me 

.      20 

.    291 

How  blest  are  they 

.     243 

I  worship  Thee,  0 

.      11 

Missionary  hymn. 

How  I  love.to 

.    447 

I  worship  Thee  sweet 

.    218 

My  beloved    . 

How  firm  a  foundation 

.     315 

Jerusalem,  my  happy  . 

.    443 

My  beloved  is  mine 

How  sweet  the  name 

.     158 

Jesus  bids  you 

.     114 

My  body,  soul 

How  tedious  and  . 

.     297 

Jesus  came  from  . 

.    266 

My  country  'tis     . 

I  am  crucified 

.    245 

Jesus  comes,  He  come 

3       .    365 

My  faith  looks      . 

1  am  dwelling 

.     232 

Jesus,  I  my   . 
Jesus  is  calling     . 

.    425 

My  father  is  rich  . 

I'm  gladly     . 

.     213 

.     129 

My  God  how 

I'm  going 

.     285 

Jesus  is  God  . 

.      59 

My  God  the  spring 

I  am  Thine    .        . 

.     214 

Jesus  is  mine 

.    209 

My  God  so  loved  . 

I  am  passing 

.     417 

Jesus  is  pleading 

.     186 

My  happy  heart    . 

I  am  waiting  for  . 

.     367 

Jesus  is  the  light . 

.    330 

My  heavenly  home 
My  hope  is  built  . 

I  am  waiting  in    . 

.       72 

Jesus  is  victor 

.    299 

I  can  hear      . 

.     200 

Jesus  for  me 

.      64 

My  Jesus  as  Thou 

I  can  sing 

.     416 

Jesus  keep  me 

.      47 

My  Jesus  I  love    . 

I  clasp  the     . 

.       90 

Jesus  let  Thy 
Jesus  Lord  1  come 

.     154 

My  life,  my  love   . 

I  entered  once 

.     208 

.     193 

My  soul  be  on 

I  have  a  song 

.     156 

Jesus,  lover  of  my 

.      77 

My  soul  in  sad 

I  have  come  . 

.    448 

Jesus  my  all  . 

.      61 

My  soul  is      .        .        . 

I  have  entered      . 

.     420 

Jesus  my  all  to     . 

.    414 

My  soul  so  long    . 

I  have  found  a 

.     183 

Jesus  my  life 

.      31 

My  soul  with 

I  have  found  the  . 

.     424 

Jesus  my  Lord     . 

.     119 

My  soul's  full 

I  have  learned 

.     379 

Jesus  my  Prophet 

.      61 

Must  Jesus  bear  . 

I  have  learned  the 

.    262 

Jesus  my  Saviour 

.    424 

Nearer  my  God     . 

I  have  sought 

.    226 

Jesus  my  Saviour  has 

.    267 

Nearer  the  cross  . 

1  hear  the  Saviour 

.     160 

Jesus  of  Nazareth 

.    430 

Near  the  throne    . 

I  hear  Thy  welcome    . 

.      94 

Jesus  only      . 

.    311 

Never  strike  sail  . 

I  knew  that  God  . 

.     189 

Jesus  paid  it  all    . 

.     160 

No  beautiful  chamber 

I  know  I  love 

.    408 

Jesus  save  me 

.     196 

No  more  sorrow  . 

I  know  no  life 

.     194 

Jesus,  Saviour  of  the  . 

.     227 

No  room  in  the     . 

I  know  there's  a  . 

.      91 

Jesus,  Saviour  pilot 

.      45 

Not  a  sound  . 

I  lay  my  sins 

.    229 

Jesus,  see  me  lost 

.      89 

Not  I  but  Christ  . 

I  left  it  all     .        . 

.     168 

Jesus  the  rock 

.    446 

Nothing  to  pay     . 
Now  I  feel     . 

I'll  be  there   . 

.    449 

Jesus  the  Saviour 

.    271 

I'll  live  for  Him   . 

.    220 

Jesus  Thine  all     . 

.      30 

Now  I  have  . 

I'll  meet  you  in     . 

.    445 

Jesus  Thou  ever  . 

.     268 

0  blessed  Paraclete 

I'll  sing  of  my 
I'll  walk  with 

.    242 

Jesus  thy  healer  . 

.    267 

0  blessed  rest 

'.    205 

Jesus  what  dreadful 

.      80 

Oh  bliss  of  the  purified 

I  love  Thee    . 

.    413 

Jesus,  why  dost    . 

.    394 

0  brothers  seek  a 

I  love  to  tell  . 

.    150 

Jesus  with  divine 

.     258 

0  child  of  God      . 

I'm  gladly  giving 
I'm  kneeling  at     . 

.    213 

Joy  of  my  soul     . 

.      41 

Oh  come,  come  away  . 

.     107 

Joy  to  the  world  . 

.    409 

Oh  come  to  the  cross   . 

I'm  more  than 

.    320 

Just  as  I  am  . 

.     157 

0  could  I  speak    . 

I'm  redeemed 

.    416 

Just  the  same  alway 

.     106 

0  doubting,  struggling 
Oh  for  a  closer      . 

I'm  so  happy 

.    414 

Kadesh  Barnea    . 

.    249 

I'm  thinking  of     . 

.    437 

Keep  me  under     . 

.    161 

0  for  a  thousand  . 

In  happy  hours     . 

.    304 

Landon  . 

.      76 

0  for  that  flame    . 

In  His  time  . 

.    322 

Launch  out   . 

.     148 

Oh  glory  hallelujah 

In  peaceful  calm  . 

.     392 

Lead  kindly  light 

.        .      58 

0  glorious  hope    . 
Oh  God,  my  Lord 

In  sin  and      . 

•     161 

Let  Him  in    . 

.     139 

In  the  ark      . 

.     145 

Let  us  go  to  . 

.    337 

0  good  old  way     . 
O  happy  day . 

In  the  city  of 

.    432 

Lift  up  thy  head  . 

.    319 

In  the  dark    . 

.    428 

Lift  your  heads     . 

.        .     362 

0  have  we  grieved 

In  the  morning     . 

.    282 

Light  of  those 
Like  a  river  . 

.    345 

Oh  I  left  it  all       . 

In  the  morning  when 

.    445 

.      69 

0  Holy  Ghost 

In  the  shadow 

.    312 

Little  while,  what 

.    370 

Oh  how  happy  are 

In  the  strength     . 

.        .    318 

List  to  the     . 

.        .     135 

O  how  sweet  the  . 

I  saw  a  . 

.    331 

Live  out  thy  . 

.    230 

Oh  how  the  thought    . 

Ishi         .        .        . 

.    393 

Lo,  He  comes 

.        .    368 

0  Jesus,  Jesus      . 

Is  my  name  . 

.     130 

Lord  dismiss  us    . 

.      48 

O  Jesus  Lord 

Is  not  this 

.        .    232 

Lord  God  the  holy 

8 

0  Jesus  Saviour  . 

I  sometimes  wish 

.    430 

Lord,  hast  Thou   . 

.      85 

Oh  land  of  rest    . 

I  stand  upon 

.    313 

Lord  I  am  Thine  . 

.        .     216 

Oh  listen  to  the    . 

I  stood  in  fancy    . 

.     190 

Lord  I  believe 

.    351 

0  Lord  exalted    . 

I  take,  He      . 

.      90 

Lord  I  care  not     . 

.        .     130 

0  love  divine 

I  think  when  I      . 

.    439 

Lord  I  pray  . 

.     233 

0  love  surpassing 

I  thirst  Thou 

.    224 

Lord  Jesus  I  long 

.        .    260 

Oh  my  heart . 

It  is  better     . 

.     296 

Lord  undertake    . 

.      62 

Oh  now  I  see 

It  is  done 

.        .    303 

Love  divine  . 

.     251 

0  settle  it  all 

It  may  be  at . 

.    360 

Loved  with    . 

(318) 
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0  spirit  of  the      . 
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0  that  my  load     . 
Oh  the  blood 

.    217 

Sow  in  the  morn  . 

344 

.     138 

Speak  to  the  rock 

40 

Oh  the  glad  home 

.     367 

Spirit  divine  . 

14 

O  Thou  in  whose  . 

.      42 

Spirit  of  burning  . 

17 

Oh  turn  ye     , 

.      98 

Stand  up,  stand  up 

353 

Oh  when  shall 

.     275 

Standing  on  the    . 
Stop  and  think 

309 

Oh  who  is  this 

.     144 

187 

Ou  life's  raging     . 
On  the  cross  of     . 

.    254 

Strength  for  the   . 

307 

.     241 

Sweet  and  low 

84 

On  the  street 

.     143 

Sweet  hour  of       .        .        . 

50 

Once  it  was   . 

.    247 

Sweet  the  words  . 

404 

One  sweetly  solemn 

.      78 

Sun  of  my  soul     . 

44 

Only  a  little  while 

.    295 

Sunshine  in  the     . 

401 

Only  trust      . 

.     100 

Take  me  as  I  am  . 

119 

Onward  Christian 

.    347 

Take  my  life .... 

201 

Onward  marching 

.     333 

The  beautiful  light 

330 

Our  coming  Lord 

.     377 

The  bells  of  .... 

207 

Our  Father    . 

.    453 

The  blood  is  all  my  plea 

189 

Our  rock 

.     153 

The  blood  of  Jesus 

305 

Out  on  life's  . 

.     162 

The  blood-washed  pilgrim  . 

331 

Out  in  the  streets 

.     141 

The  blood  now  covers  . 

151 

Pentecost 

.       17 

The  branch  of  healing 

280 

Pentecostal  power 

.      33 

The  child  of  a       . 

184 

Perfect  love  . 

.    233 

The  Christian  mission 

346 

Perfect  peace 

.      69 
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Then  you'll  sing    . 
There  is  a  fountain 
There's  a  great 
There  is  a  healing 
There  is  a  land  oi 
Tliere  is  a  land  where  . 
There  is  a  word     . 
There  is  cleansing 
There  is  healing    . 
There's  victory 
There  is  One 
There's  a  glad  day 
There's  a  highway 
There's  a  secret     . 
There's  a  stranger 
There's  a  wideness 
There's  sunshine  in 
There'll  be  crowns 
There  shall  be 
They  came  to  the 
This  is  my  wonderful  , 
Tho'  eighteen  hundred 
Tho'  swelling  storms 
Tho'  troubles  assail 
Thou  knowest  Lord 
Thou,  the  Rose     . 
Thou  thinkest  Lord 
Thro'  death  to  life 
Thy  Holy  Spirit    . 
Thy  way,  not  mine 
Thy  will 
Till  he  come  . 
'Tis  not  my  love    „ 
'Tis  so  sweet . 
'Tis  the  very  same 
To-day  the  Saviour 
To  endless  ages     . 
To  the  rescue 
Trust      . 
Trust  and  obey 
Trust  Him  to-day 
'Twas  Jesus  my    . 
Vain  delusive  world 
Vale  of  Beulah     . 
Waiting  on  the  Lord 
Walking  with  Jesus 
We  are  coming     . 
We're  journeying 
We  are  marching  on  to 
We  are  marching  on  with  . 
We  are  pilgrims   . 
We  are  sailing  into 
Weary,  heavy-laden 
We  love  Him  because  . 
We  may  not  climb 
We  praise  Thee     . 
We  shall  hear  a    . 
We  thank  Thee     . 
Will  you  be  there 
Wilt  thou  be  made 
What  a  friend 
What  poor  despised 
What  to  do    . 
What  wondrous  love 
What  would  Jesus  do 
When  all  the  saints 
When  He  comes  . 
When  I  can  read  . 
When  I  survey 
When  I  was  down 
When  Jesus  my    . 
When  judgment  thunders  . 
When  of  old  on    . 
When  out  in  sin    . 
When  sorrows 
When  the  cleansing  fide 
When  the  weary  . 
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When  tossed  upon  • 
When  we  journey  , 
When  we  walk  .  • 
When  weary  and  worn 
Where  art  thou,  soul  • 


WhUe  fighting  for 
While  Jesus  whispers 
Whiter  than  snow  • 
Who  will  go  .  ,  • 
Why  don't  you  come  • 
140  I  Wholly  Thine       ,       , 


Wonderful  Saviour 
Work,  for  the  night 
Ye  servants  of  Jesus 
Ye,  who  know  your 
Yes,  I  do  feel 
Yesterday,  to*day 
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1.  Ho  -  ly  Ghost  I    bid  Thee  wel  -  come,  Come  and    be  my  Ho-ly        Guest; 

2.  I    am  lone  and  sad  with-out     Thee,  Thou  hast  made  my  heart  for      Thee; 

3.  As  the  bird-ling  needs  its  moth  -  er,        So      I    need  Thee,  Mother    Dove; 

4.  Come  and  banish  all  that  grieves  Thee,  Come  and  cleanse  from  all  my    sin ; 
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and  build  Thy  nest. 

and  dwell    in     me. 
up  -  on    Thy  love, 
a  heav'n  with  -  in. 
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Heav'n-ly  Dove  with-  in    my    bos  - 

Leave  me    not    a    help-less     or  - 

As     the  How  -  er  drinks  the    sun 

Bring  me     Je  -  sus    in    all     ful 


om,  Make  Thy  home 
phan,   Come,  oh  come 

shine,  So  I  live 
■  ness,     Make  my  heart 
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Wel  -  come  to 


my  breast, 
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my      Ho 


ly    Guest. 
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Heal  my  sick  and  broken  body, 
Guide  my  stumbling  steps  each  hour- 

Be  my  Comforter  and  teacher, 
Fill  and  use  roe  by  Thy  power. 
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Lead  me  on  to  all  Thy  fulness. 

Bring  me  to  Thy  promised  Rest: 
Holy  Ghost  I  bid  Thee  welcome, 

Be  my  Holy,  heavenly  Qositi 
B  Simpson. 
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Oh,  spread  the  tid-  ings  'round,  wher-  ev    -   er  man   is    foun<l,  Whcr 
The   long,  long  night  is    past,      the  morn- iug  breaks  at    last;    And 
Lo,    the  great  King  of   kings,  with   heal  -  ing    in    his  wings,     To 
Oh,    boundless  love^diyvinel'^how^ shall  this  tongue  of  miney  ,To  ; 
Sing,  till^    the  ech-joesf  fly^     taj-lbove    the    vaulted    sky,  /   And 
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ev  ^er  human  hearts 
hushed  the  dreadful  wail 

ev  -  'ry  captive  soul 

wondering  mortals  tell 

all  the  saints  a-  bove 
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and  hn-  man  woes  a^iind ;  Let  ev  -  'ry  Christian 
and    fu  -  ry    of  the  blast.    As  o'er  the  golden 
;  a    full    deliv'rance  brings  \  And  thro'  the  vacant 
the  matchless  grace  divine — That  I,      a  child  of , 
to     all     be-  low  re  -  ply,      In  strains  of  endless 
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J).  A— Holy  Ghost  from  heav'n,  The  Father's  promise  giv'n ;  Oh,  spread  the  tidings 
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tongue  proclaim  the'  joy  -  ful  sound :  The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
hills  the  day  ad  -  vances  fast !  The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
cells  the  song  of  triumph  rings:  The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
hell,  should  in '  his  im*  age  -shine !  The  Com  -  fort  -  er 
love,      the  song  that  ne'er  will  die :      The  Com  •  fort  -  er 


has 


has 
has 


come! 
come! 
come! 
come  r 
come! 
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round,  Wter-  ev  -  er  man   is  found — The  Com  -  fort  -  er      has  come! 
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The    Com  -  fort  -  er   has  come,   The    Com  -  fort-  er    has  come !  The 
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Dove; 
morn, 
flood; 
hl^li ; 


1.  O    Comfort  -  er,  gen-tle    and  ten  -   der,     O      ho  -  ly   and  heaven  -  ly 

2.  Come  strong  as  the  whid  o'er  the  o  -  cean,   Or    soft  as   the  breathing  of 

3.  0  come  as  the  heart-searching  fire, O  come  as   the  sin-cleansing 

4.  A-noint  us  with  gladness  and  heal  -  ing;  Bap-tize  us  with  power  from  on 
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We're  yielding  our  hearts  in    sur  - 

ren  - 

der,  We're  waiting  Thy  fulness    to    prove. 

Sub  -  du-  ing  our  spir- 

it's  com  - 

mo  - 

tion  And  cheering  when  hearts  are  for-lorn. 

Con-sume  us  with    ho 

-  ly     de  - 

sire 

. . .     And    fill  with  the  ful-ness    of     God. 

0     come  with  Thy    All- 

ing  and  f 

seal  - 

ing  While  low    at  Thy  footstool  we      lie. 
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l^fj^^j-wait  -    ingj^^fj^^j-wait    -     ing     For  Thee,    O  heav-en  -  ly       Dove 
wait-ing,  wait  -  ing,  waiting  for  Thee, 
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( We're  yield-ing  our  hearts  in    sur- ren  -   der,  We're)  „^„...„  mi,„  *„!„„„„    +^  v^..^,,,. 
I   I'm    yield-ing -my  heart    in    sur -ren  -  der,    I'm   [waitmg  Thy  fulness    to  prove. 
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1.  Ho!      ev-'ry    one  that    is    thirst  -  y     in     spir  -  it,     Ho!      ev  -  ry 

2.  Child    of    the  world,  are  you  tired     of   your  bon-dage?  Wea  -  ry     of 

3.  Child  of    the  kingdom,  be    filled  with   the  Spir  -  it,     Noth-ixig  but 
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one    that      is      wea  -  ry    and  sad,      Come    to    the    fount- ain,  there's 
earth-joys,     so    false,    so    un-true;     Thirst-ing  for    God,  and     His 
full  -  ness    Uiy    long-ing   can  meet,    *Ti&      the    en  -  due-ment  '  for' 
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full  -  ness  in  Je  -  sus,  All  that  you're  longing  for,  come  and  be  glad., 
full  -  ness  of  bless  -  ing  ?  List  to  the  promise  —  a  mes-sage  for  you. 
life    and  for    ser  -  vice ;  Thine  is  the  prom -ise,   so     cer-tain,  eo   sweet.. 
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<'I      will  pour  wa  -  ter    on      him    that   is    thirst  -  y, 
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1.  Lord    Goa,  tho    Ho  •  ly    Gliost ! 
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S 


In      tliis     an  •  cept  -  ed     hour, 


=g:= 


sr 


i 


^ 


j  jrJ  ;)  jli^ 


r 

As     on    the    day    of     Pen.  •  te  -  cost,      Des  -  cend    in      all  Thy  pow'r. 


m4P-r''f^Pirfc^jt^ 


m 


f=r^ 


2.  We  meet  witlvone  accord 
III  our  appointed  place, 

And  wait  tne  promise  of  our  |jord, 
The  Spirit  of  all  grace. 

3.  Like  mighty  rushing  wind 
Upon  the  waves  beneath. 

Move  with  one  impulse  every  mind, 
One  soul  one  feeling' breathe. 


4.     The  5''oung,  the  old  inspire 
With  wisdom  from  above  ; 
And  give  us  hearts  and  tongues  of  firo, 
To  pray,  a,nd  praise,  and  love. 

0.*  Spirit  of  light !  explore, 
And  chase  our  gloom  away, 
"With  lustre,  shining  more  and  mora) 
Unto  the  perfect  day. 


No.  6.  Cbe  Boly  6bo$t  i$  Come. 

(Dennis  s.m.) 
The  Holy  Ghost  is  come —  Earth's  darkness  all  has  fled. 

We  feel  His  presence  here!  Heaven's  light  serenely  shines; 

Our  hearts  would  now  no  longer  roam,      And  every  heart,  divinely  led, 

But  bow  in  filial  fear.  To  holy  thought  inclines. 


This  tenderness  of  love. 
This  hush  of  solemn  power — 

'Tis  heaven  descending  from  above 
To  fill  this  favored  hour! 


No  more  let  sin  deceive, 
Nor  earthly  cares  betray: 
Oh,  let  us  never,  never  grieve 
The  Comforter  away! 

Rev.  F.  Bottome,  D.D. 


No.  7. 


A.  B.  S. 


Breatbing  Out  and  Brembing  Tit. 


^m 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 

& !^ fe^ 


^ 


^3: 


itzzirt^ 


1.  Je  -  sus,  breathe  Tliy  Spir-it      on      me,  Teach  me   how      to  breathe  Thee  in, 

2.  I     am  breath -ing    out  my   own    life,    That    I     may      be  filled  with  Tliine; 

3.  Breathing  out       my    sin  -  ful     na  -  ture,  Thou  hast  borne     it      all    for     me; 


^gg 


1^^^^^^ 


r=^F 


Help  me  pour  in  -  to  Thy  bo  -  som  All  my  life  of  self  and  sin. 
Let  -  ting  go  my  strength  and  weakness,  Breathing  in  Thy  life  di  -  vine. 
Breathing     in        Thy  cleansing    full  -  ness,  Find-ing      all   my    life      in     Thee. 


^^^9-    » — »  I  r 


— h 1^ h ^- 


=tt^=M=f 


Chorus. 


^^^^ 


d^ 


-* — ^ — f—Ez 


row,       Breath  -  ing    out    my 


m 


I      am   breath  -  ing    out    my      sor  • 


--i. 


E^ 


I      am  breath  -  ing,  breathing,  breath  - 


All 


Thy    full  -  ness      in. 


4  I  am  breathing  out  my  sorrow, 

On  Thy  kind  and  gentle  breast; 

Breathing  in  Thy  joy  and  comfort, 

Breathing  in  Thy  peace  and  rest. 

5  I  am  breathing  out  my  sickness, 

Thou  hast  borne  its  burden  too; 
I  am  breathing  in  Tliy  healing, 
Ever  promised,  ever  new. 
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6  I  am  breathing  out  my  longings, 

In  Thy  listening,  loving  ear, 
I  am  breathing  in  Thy  answers. 
Stilling  every  doubt  and  fear. 

7  I  am  breathing  every  moment, 

Drawing  all  my  life  from  Thee; 
Breath  by  breath  I  live  upon  Thee, 
Blessed  Spirit,  breatlie  in  me. 
A.  B.  Simpson. 


No.  8. 

J.  M.  K. 

S/ow. 


Be  Tilled  mitb  tbe  Spirit 


J  AS.  M.  KiRg; 


iSi^ 


I 


IJVdt 


,-, 


-Jr-& 


1.  Fill  us  withThy  Holy  Spirit,  Lord,  While  we  gather  here  in  one  accord; 

2.  Lord,weseekThee  forThy  promised  gift,  Fill  us  while  to  Thee  our  hearts  we  lift; 
H.  Come.oh.come.Thou  blessed  Holy  Ghost,  Corae  and  fill  us  as  at    Pentecost; 

3.  Lord.we  claim  Thy  promise  and  believe,  Now  Xh}*  Holy  Spirit   we  receive; 
^..  ^.  .^.  -^-  -*- 


eg£-^ 


±=^ 


'i 


M 


:t:l 


t=fc 


r-fTR-f'T-f- 


rt 


_^_J^_^_^_L^- 


:r=ie- 


%1— -^^^f^ 


i 


s-teEJ 


^ 


E^ 


&=fe 


St^i!: 


i--3^ 


-*-m-»- 


-i-ir-'^S-rl.- 


:l=:J 


Fill  us, Lord, while  atThy  feet  we  bow,  Come  and fillus with  Thy  Spirit no^. 
Send  the  blessed  Comforter    di-vine,  Send  Him  now  into  this  heart  of  miae. 
While  we  wait,ob,graiit  our  heart's  desirej'Come  and  fill  us  with  re-fin-ing  fire. 
3rhou  art  breathing  on  us  from   a-bove,  Thou  art  fill-ing  us  with  perfect  lov^. 


:t^ 


g 


^^ 


::S^- 


=P=P=^ 


=^ 


t) 


-1 1/— t^ 

CHORUS. 


y  U'  t/ 


i 


*« 


^^ 


-fnrS: 


§Eti 


K^i.^ 


^^ 


Fill     us  now,      fill    ,118  now,      Pill     ua    with  Thy  Spi  -  rit  new; 
After  last  verse — 

Fill -ing  now,     fill  -  mg  now,    Ttiy -dear  Spir  -  it    fills    us  now; 

^   4L.     .^   ^. 


m& 


lEfz 


t=i==^ 


-f^!^ 


ml 


ib-t 


±: 


-J^^. 


I 


S3 


— r-1- 


1^£=:l= 


^m 


4=i 


Fill      us  now, 
Fills     iiai  now, 


fill 
fills 


us  now; 
us.  now; 


Je. 


m 


Az 


#- 

sus,  come  and  fill 
sus  comes  and  fills 


us  now. 
us  now. 


^m 
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No.  9. 

A.  B.  S. 


ZU  Ulondrous  River. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson/ 


^m 


tm 


3^ 


--m-- 


:«: 


r* 


1.  Like    the  wondrous  riv  -  er  of       the  prophets  vis  -  ion,  So     the  Ho  -  ly 

2.  First     a    lit  -  tie  streamlet,  lo !       it  soft  - 1}^  trick  -  led  From  the  sa  -  cred 

3.  Wa  -  ters  to     the  ank  -  les,  lo  !      the  riv  -  er   deep-ens,  And    we  bathe  our 

4.  Wa  -  ters  to      the  knees,  0  bless  -  ed  Ho  -  ly    Spir  -  it !  Teach  our  help-less 


aXIX-T  t  if  t-^p^-^^ 


I 


i^ 


^ 


£S 


--^=i==f 


5EE 


f±jf± 


$ 


:Jv-f- 


-gTv- 


t=i=i=^^ 


-i^i- 


Spir  -  it  flow  -  eth  full  and  free, 
foun-tain  of  the  ho  -  ly  heart, 
step-pings      in       the  heav'n-ly    flood. 


Larg  -  er,  deep  -  er,  full  -  er, 
Let  us  not  de  -  spise  the 
"Walk   -  ing    in      the    Spir  -  it, 


hearts  the      won-drous  pow'r    of    pray'r ;        Breathe    thy  pray'r  with  -  in       us, 


m 


^^^- 


^mm 


still    the  riv  -  er  grow-eth     'Till      it  reach  the  fuU-ness        of    the  Crys-tal  Sea. 

day     of  small  be-gln-nings.  From  the  feeblest  droppings,  mightiest  riv-ers    start. 

step-ping  in  His    foot-prints,  Liv-ingin      o-  be-dience,  walking  with  our  God. 

waft     it  up    to    heav-en,      Help  us,  like  our  Mas-ter,     oth-ers'  bur-dens  bear. 

f -  f  -  try_fe» 


mt^r^ 


^^^^ 


^ 


-^---^ 


vzit=z=t= 


Chorus. 

-I- 


=1^ 


m 


Deep  -  er,        deep  -  er         let     the  liv  -  ing  Wa  -  ters     flow ;    Bless  -  ed  Ho  -  ly 
Deeper,  deeper,  deeper,  deeper, 


?^ 


^ 


m^ 


^ 


1^ 


^^^ 


F^t 


rn—r 
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Cfte  Wondrous  River.     Concluded. 


X 


feJ^=fei=^^B=3B5fl 


f=r= 


Spir  -  it !    Riv  -  er    of  Sal  -  va  -  tion  !  All      Thy  full  -  ness    let         me  know. 


5  Waters  to  the  loins,  we've  reached  the  mighty  river, 

'Tis  the  promised  baptism  of  the  Holy  Ghost. 
Plunge  into  the  torrent,  let  it  bear  us  onward 
'Till  our  lives  repeat  the  days  of  Pentecost. 

6  Bright  and  beauteous  river,  on  its  banks  are  growing 

Trees  of  bounteous  verdure,  fruits  so  rich  and  rare; 
Leaves  of  life  and  healing,  every  joy  and  blessing, — 
All  the  founts  of  love  and  Paradise  are  there. 

7  Water  overhead  0  blessing  vast  and  boundless! 

Spirit  without  measure,  flowing  full  and  free ! 
Let  us  know  Thy  tulhiess,  pour  the  floods  upon  us 
'Till  we  lose  ourselves,  and  all  our  life,  in  Thee. 


No.  10. 

Dr.  a.  Reed; 

Moderato. 


Spirit  Divine. 


i^^^^^g^i^^^^ 


1.  Spi   ♦  rit     Di-vinel  at  •  tend  our  prayers,  And  make  our  hearts  Thy  home  J 

2.  Come     as    the  light — to  ..  us     re  •  veal    Our  emp  -  ti  -  ness  and     woe; 

3.  Come     as    the  fire — ^id- purge  our  hearts,  Like   sa  •  cri  -    fi  -  cial    flame; 

4.  Come     as    the  dew — and  sweet -ly   bless    This  con  •  se  -  era  -  ted     hour; 
-^-  -^-     -<s-    -<s-  -Q-  -^  -^2-     -^* 


=p=^ 


=t=:t 


^^kEJiigEgplIgg^:^^ 


Sfe 


De-scend  with  all  Thy     gra-cious powers,    O.  come,  great  Spi  -rit,    come! 
And  lead    us     in  those  paths  of    life     Where  all    the  righ-teous    go. 
Let    our  whole  soul  an       of -f 'ring  be  To     our    Re  -  deem -er's    name. 

May    bar  -  ren  -  ness  re  *  joice   to    own       Thy     fer  -  ti  •  lis  -  ing    power. 

"^^ "^1 --. _— >^^ ^.*-^-_    '^^ >-.  ^!> Q      ^ 


^ 


^m 


■^ 


& 


=t 


rf=E 


=1=: 


...  .  — •-— I T 

5  Come  as  the  dove — and  spread  Thy  wings,  1 6  Come  as  the  wind— with  rushing  sound 
The  wings  of  peaceful  love;  I         And  Pentecost^  grace ; 

And  let  Thy  church  on  earth  bec(»9(ie       I     That  all  fA  woman  bom  nw^y  see . 
Blest  as  the  church  above,  ^       The  glwy  of  Thy  iace. 


JJo.  11.        Cbe  Comfort  of  tbe  Boly  Spirit.  / 

Words'by  RSYiU.'W.  lllY6A:fD.  Music  by  Mrs.  D.  W.  MylasIk 

Arranged  by  Jas.  M.  Kikk. 


Efci: 


■#-   -••   -^-  -5-     *      I  ^^ 


7    y-  P    •  » 

1.  Walk-ih^^fn  .tlje  coin-forti  of  the  Ho-.ly  Ghost,  Walking  with  the  Eca-d^ 

2:  Walk-ing-  iii;  ;tl)e  com  fort  of  the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost,  Oh  I  what  peace  my  heart 

3.  Walk  ing  in  ^the  comfort  of  the  ho  -  ly  Ghost,   Howsweetismy  life' 

4.  Walk-ing.?in.  the  com-f ort  of  the  Ho  -  iy  Gliost,  Free  from  all  sin/i|iJf 


^.-^-•'—f—f 


-i» — #-..—— ^^ 


^V^-U-^b/  — g^— ^£>  — ^- 


iJ^nt: 


rfe 


■-*»-.- P^-^' 


^^371— j^-p^^7 — ^•^— ciji — ^ — ^_ — ^  — i  p-: IV — \  --T^-~ 


4ay   by  day;        Go-ing  step  by  step,    in  the    light    of  His  word; 

UOWdothVnoW;    Ljv-ing    in    His  light,  sing   -    ing  in  His      joy! 

in    the  Lord  I    List-'ning  to    Hi^  voice,  do- ing  His      good  *  will, 

care  and  pain;     Pray-ing,  work-ing,  trust -ing     sweet-Iy  all  the,  way, 


CHOEUS. 


u    u/    w 


Com-i>^'ny  and  strength  all  the  way .       Walking,  yes,  I'm  walking  in  the 

'M'li  -  CIO    \n     in\f    Cs/tiil        oil      i»    .    rrlAxic; 


Mu-sfc  in  my  Soul     all    a  -  glow. 

Conquering  tluo'  faith  in  His  word. 

Waiting  'till  my  Lord  comes  a  -  gain. 


SrE^£i 


itznc: 


r«-pB- 


-(*-  -•-  ••-  -#-  -#-  •»♦ 


-u— t/ — \ff—u 


-J- —  I — i 


Spir-it    of  my  JiOrd  I  Liy-ing,  yes,  I'm  liv-ing  now  by  faith  in  His  wojd ; 


-F«— -•— -i*^ — # — 0 — •-  -  tf — i_c_«-..t_, —  t — p: — 1 

_Li , _^ , , 1 1 L_^ 1 1 h^  —  A 

-V^ — V  — b^i— U — ^ — ^ —  ^•~^-  r"' S'^  m~\    — it 

'         1/     * 


P 


f 


-5'  -<s*: 


;  Walking  in  His  comfort  day  by  djay. 

-0-    '0-    -0      '0-    '0'      0'    -#•      - 


So  He  keeps  me  still,  strong  to  do  His  will ;  Walking  in  His  comfort  day  by  djay. 

'0-0-0*    -0'     -0'  ^        ^ ^  I -0'    '0-    -0-     '0-    '0'       '         ' 
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^    V 


No.  12. 


0  morsbip  the  Hind. 


Sir  Robert  urant. 


F.  J.  Havdm. 


1.  O      wor-ship  the  King  all    glorious    a-bove,   And  grateful  -  ly  sing 

2.  O      tell    of  His  might, and  sing  of    His  grace,  Whose  robe  is  the  light, 

3.  Thyboun-ti- ful  care  what  tongue  can  re -cite?    It  breathes  in  the  air. 

4.  Frail  children  of   dust,  and   fee-ble  as     frail,     In   Thee  do    we  trust, 


His     won  der-ful 

whose  can  -  o  -  py 

.it        shines  in  the 

^nor     find  Thee  to 


I       I      i 

love;  Our  Shield  and  De-fend-er,  the  Awcient  of  days, 
space;  His  chariots  ofwrath  the  deep  thunder-clouds  form 
light,  Itstreamsfromthehills,  It  de-scendsto  che  plain, 
fail;     Thy  mercies, how  ten-der!  How  firm  to  the  end, 


Pa  -  vil  -  ion* 
And  dark  is 
And  sweet  -  ly 
Our      Mak  -  er, 


in  splen 
His  path 
dis  -  tills 
De  -  fen  ■ 


dor, 
on 
ih 

der, 
J 


$nd 

the 
the 
Re 


gird  -  ed 

wings  of 

dew  and 

,deem-er, 


with  praise, 

the  storm, 
the      rain, 

and  Friend. 


No.  13.      Jill  People  mt  on  €(irtb  Do  Dwell. 


(old  hundredth,    l.m.) 


All  people  that  on  earth  do  dwell, 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  cheerful  voice; 

Him  serve  with  fear,  His  praise  forth 
tell, 
Come  ye  before  Him  and  rejoice. 

The  Lord  ye  know  is  God  indeed, 
Without  our  aid  He  did  us  make; 

We  are  His  flock,  He  doth  us  feed, 
And  for  His  sheep  He  doth  us  take. 


Oh,  enter,  then,  His  gates  with  praise. 
Approach  with  joy  His  court  unto* 

Praise,  laud,  and  bless  His  name  al- 
ways, 
For  it  is  seemly  so  to  do. 

For  why?  the  Lord  our  God  is  good. 
His  mercy  is  for  ever  sure; 

His  truth  at  all  times  firmly  stood. 
And  shall  from  age  to  age  endure. 
W.  Kethe. 


No.  14^ 

A, 
U.  M.  Bradley: 


pyjelwea  Eorai 


By  per..  Judge  Thos.  O.  Lowe:- 


1.  Do^m  vliin^^  the'    Val   -  ley,  ,,  a    -  raong  the  sweet    li  ^~'  lies, 

2.  Know'st  ThonV  I       seek, Thee?  oh/'  haste  to      dis  -  cov    V  er , 

3.  Now     '\J       -ap  •  p roach  Thee,  ^  O  fair    -  est     Re  -  deem*  -  er,' 

4.  Gcri.-    tier  Thy    voice   than  ^  the  vhis^-  per-  of'      an    -   gels, 

— .—pi "ti — r  .1~ 0- — . <Q !Jt « xi ii_ 


g=F^ 


fe 


i 


^tr!%- 


?»#-j^l4^^ 


* 


1 


^ 


^ 


f 


-- r- 


1.  Walks    ray    Be  -  lov   -   eJ— His.  foot -prints  I      see;  Haste      I      ,'to: 

2.  Where     is  the     place      of    Thy     fra  -  grant  re  -  treat !  Where  Thou  dost 

3.  Lur'd    by  Thy    beau  -  ty      to    dwell     in    Thy   love ;  Hide      not    Thy 

4.  Bright  -  er  Thy    smile  than   the    sun  ^  in  .  the    sky ;  Ga  •  ther    roe 


m 


^ 


i 


c:Ut''»li 


m 


& 


f^y-^-ji jg-rii^Hbtj^j  uJ  j^ 


^ 


1.  fol  -  low  Thee,    ^  -  viour  and  Lov  -  er, —     How  "the  winds  wMs-^pier-^Ey 

2.  rest    with  Thy  flocks     at    the  noon  -  tide^ —    Shel-  ter'd  near   foun-tains  un-^* 

3.  face    from  the    heart    that  •  a  -  dores  Thee  ! — Hast  Thou  not  sought  me,  aiid 

4.  ten  -  der  -  ly — close  -  to  _  Thy  bo  -  som,      Faint  with  Thy  lovd  -  li-ness 


^m 


^m 


EE 


Efc: 


i 


Chorus. 


^ 


^^ 


^ 


f^fclnSlzt 


=0 


1.  dear  name  to  me ! 

2.  search'd  by   the  heat 

3.  call'd    me    Thy  dov 

4.  thus     let     me  die. 


H 

re?f 
p.     '' 


Oh,      my    be  -  lov  -  cd  Lord  I      For    me  Thy 


^.     Luua       ict      lue      uie.     '  .^   _^. 


f  !■  j .  J' J-+ff-p-jUJ.jaaU 


=^^=* 


life-blood pour'd,    Thou  bless-ed  Son    of  God,  Je  -  sus    my  Lord! 


ffrrr  ffif:p.p=i^f=p-py^ 


^ 


S4r 


No.  15. 

Montgomery. 


$t<ind  Up  (ind  Bim  tbe  Cord. 


^1 


l=i 


HAMPTON.     S.  M. 

!        I 


:J= 


J.  Whitaker. 


ft: 


m 


s 


ezESrJ: 


-^ 


r 

1.  Stand    up   and  bless       tbe  Lord,        Ye      peo-ple      of 

2.  Oil,      for    the    liv    -    ing  flame,  From  His   own    al    - 

3.  God      is    our  strengtli  and  son*?  And    His    sal  -  va 

4.  Stand    up  and  bless       the  Lord ;  The  Lord  your  God 


His  choice, 

tar  brou<?ht, 

tion  ours: 

a  -        dore ; 


m 


^te=ir 


-g- 


-IS- 


EE^: 


t.^z 


I 


m^^. 


m 


^=r 


-^ 


z^ 


Stand    up    and  bless  the  Lord  your  God,    With    heart  and  soul      and     voice. 

To  touch  our  lips,  our  souls   in  -  spire,    And     wing    to  heav'n   our  thought. 

Then    be    His  love  in    Christ  proclaimed, With      all    our   ran-somed  powers. 

Stand    up    and  bless  His    glo-rious   name,  Henceforth   for  -  ev  -     er  -  more. 


m. 


i^= 


m 


:t 


?^ 


:t 


^EfEH^ 


No.  16. 

Doddridge. 


i 


fc^ 


0  6od  of  Betbel 

FRENCH.     C.  M. 


-i 1- 


q= 


^^- 


-<&r- 


~^~ 


-iSr- 


-&- 


-sr-       -cr-       "25-         -^-  . 

Thy  peo  -  pie  still  are  fed; 
Be  -  fore  Thy  throne  of  grace. 
Our  wand-'ring  foot-steps  guide ; 
Our    hum  -  ble  pray'rs  im  -  plore ; 


-7^ 

1.  0     God    of   Beth  -  el,  by  whose  hand 

2.  Our  vows,  ourpr,ay'rs,we  now  pre  -  sent 

3.  Thro'  each  per  -  plex-ing  path      of      life, 

4.  Such  blessings  from  Thy  gra  -  clous  hand 


-fZ- 


-a- 


=[= 


^g^= 


is:^ 


=t 


=£ 


^-b-^- 


I 


^— &25*, ^- 


■a^E 


i 


mE^ 


m 


T^ 


i=ii3 


-a*- 


^ 


-f—^r^r 


Who  thro'  this  wea    -    ry      pil  -  grim-age,     Hast    all        our     fa  -  thers 

God  of     our    fa  -    thers,    be      the    God      Of    their     sue  -  ceed  -  ing 

Give  us    each   day       our  dai  -  ly    bread.    And  rai  -  ment    tit    pro  - 

And  Thoushalt    be        our  cbo  -  sen    God      And  por  -  tion     ev  -  er  - 

I   I 


led. 
race, 
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more. 
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Beboia  the  tbrone  of  %mt 
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Joyful. 
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Cesar  Malan,  D.D. 
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1.  Be  -  hold   the  throue  of 

2.  That  rich     a  •    ton  -  ing 


Nix^qfif^ 


grace  !   The      pro  -  misc   calls    me    near  ; 
blood,  Which  sprin  -klcd  round    I       see, 
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Tlicre 
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Je  -  sus    shows     a     sniil 
2.  -vides  for     those   who  com& 


II. 


mg 
to 


face,      And    waits    to      an  -  swer 
God        An       all  -  pre  -  vail  -  ing 


pray  r. 
plea. 
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\.     My  soul,  ask  what  Thou  wilt, 
Thou  canst  not  be  too  bold  ; 
Since  His  own  blood  for  thee  lie 
"What  else  can  He  withhold  ? 


spilt, 


\ 

4.      Thine  image,  Lord,  bestow, 
Tliy  presence  and  Thy  love  ; 
I  ask  to  serve  Thee  here  below, 
And  reign  with  Thee  above. 


m.  18. 


Cct  Us  witb  a  6iad$ome  mind. 
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Old  Litiiiy. 


m^dM  'JlH '}  HI-jTtTfcifaU^ 


1.  Let    us,  with  a      glad -some  mind,    Praise  the  Lord,  for    He     is   kind: 
^  He,  with  all-corn  -  mand-ing  might,    Fill'd  the  new-made  world  with  light : 
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1.  For  His  mercies 

2,  For  His  mer-cies 


shall  en  -  dure, 
shall  en  -  dure. 
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er   faith  -  ful, 
tr   faith  -  ful, 


ev  -  cr    sure, 
ev  -  cr    sure. 
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3.  All  things  living  He  doth  feed  ; 
His  full  hand  supplies  their  nep^l  ; 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 


He  hath,  with  a  piteous  eye, 
Looked  upon  our  misery  : 
For  His  mercies  shall  endure, 
Ever  faithful,  ever  sure. 
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No.  19.  0  Dav  Of  Rest  and  6l<iane$$. 
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O  day  of  rest  and  gladness, 

O  day  of  joy  and  light, 
O  balm  of  care  and  sadness. 

Most  beautiful,  most  bright, 
On  Thee  the  high  and  lowly 

Before  the  eternal  throne 
Sing,  Holy,  Holy,  Holy, 

To  God  the  three  in  one. 

On  Thee  at  the  creation 
The  light  first  had  its  birth; 
On  Thee  for  our  salvation 

Christ  rose  from  depths  of  earth; 
On  Thee  our  Lord  victorious 

The  Spirit  sent  from  heaven; 
And  thus  on  Thee  most  glorious 

A  triple  light  was  given. 

Thou  art  a  cooling  fountain 
In  life's  dry  dreary  sand; 

From  Thee,  like  Pisgah's  mountain, 
We  view  the  promised  land; 


A  day  of  sweet  refection, 

A  day  of  holy  love, 
A  day  of  resurrection 

From  earth  to  things  above. 

Today  on  weary  nations 

The  heavenly  manna  falls; 
To  holy  convocations 

The  silver  trumpet  calls; 
Where  Gospel  light  is  glowing 

With  pure  and  radiant  beams. 
And  living  waters  flowing 

With  soul-refreshing  streams. 

New  graces  ever  gaining 

Fi-om  this  our  day  of  rest. 
We  reach  the  rest  remaining 

To  spirits  of  the  blest; 
To  Holy  Ghost  be  praises. 

To  Father  and  to  Son; 
The  church  her  voice  upraises 

To  Thee,  blest  three  in  one! 
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melcome,  D^ligbtful  IDcrn. 
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Welcome,  delightful  morn, 
Thou  day  of  sacred  rest, 

We  hail  thy  kind  return, 
Lord  !  make  these  moments 

From  the  low  train  of  mortal  toys 

We  soar  to  reach  immortal  joys. 

2  Now  may  the  Kind  descend 
And  till  his  throne  of  grace; 
Thy  sceptre,  Lord  !  attend, 


While  saints  address  thy  face; 
Let  sinners  feel  thy  quickening  word, 
And  learn  to  know  and  fear  the  Lord 

3  Descend,  celestial  Dove ! 

With  all  thy  quickening  powers, 
Disclose  a  Saviour's  love. 

And  bless  these  sacred  hours; 
Then  shall  our  souls  new  life  obtain, 
Nor  Sabbaths  be  bestowed  in  vain. 
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1  WuERE  high  the  heavenly  temple  stands, 
The  house  of  God  not  made  with  hands. 
A  great  High  Priest  our  nature  wears, 
(The  Guardian  of  mankind  appears. 

(2  Though  now  ascended  up  on  high, 
He  bends  on  earth  a  brother's  eye , 
Partaker  of  the  human  name. 
He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 


0  In  every  pang  mat  rentts  Mio  heart 
The  Man  of  sorrows  had  .i  ])art. 
He  sympathizes  with  our  gncf/ 
And  to  the  sufferer  sends  reliefj 

1  With  boldness,  therefore,  at  tlie  throne 
Let  us  make  all  our  sorrows  knovyn,; 
And  ask  the  aid  of  heavenly  puwe^ 
To  help  us  in  the  evil  hourj 


No.  22.       Beftold  m?  Stanainfl  at  m  Door 

Kanny^J  Crosby.  By  per.,  Mrs.  Jos.  F.  Knapp.' 
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bore 

3.   I 

would 
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Me  stand-ing   at   the  door,  And  hear   Me  plead-ing 

the   crii-el  Ihorus  for  thee;  I    wait  -  ed    long  and 

not  plead  with  thee  in  vain;  Re -mera  -  ber    all    My 

thee   joy  fromheav'n  a-bove;  I   bring   thee  par-don, 
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more,  ^  With  gen -tie 
pa  -  tient-ly :  *  "' Say,  wea-ry 
grief  and  pain!  I  died  to 
peace  and  love:    Say,  wea-ry 
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voice,  ^  oh,*  heart  of  sin, 
heart,  oppress'd  with  sin, 
ran  -  som  thee  from  sin, 
heart,  oppress'd  with  sin, 


May  I  come 
May  I  come 
May  I  come 
iV|ay  I  come 
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come  in? 
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Behold 

Me  standing  °  at    the 

/a\*  ^    1      I' 

r      ^ 

# 

r              R      ^ 

i                    «    j*.j      A      .« 

pJi  '^  b  »  • 

#      » 

S 

^   1      ? 

>  •■ 

1*         ^      i(4VA      ^1*           1 

^— ^h  w    \            if            ■ 

1           *^  i      (  ■ 

1                 1           i              i        i           i             1 

^  V     \ 

U      1 

"w^ 

-^ fi— J- 

Li r—V \/ U-U V 1 

fe^=^; 


E^fc 


^ 


^^ 


EE 


fei:^ 


^P^^ 


:S== 


dooV,*        And  heai  .     Me'^plead-ing  ev'"-"er- more:      Say, 'wea  -  ry 
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heart;  oppress^  with_sin7j      May7   I  come  in;7::'may    I      come  in? 
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No.  23. 

May  Agnew. 
Tenderly. 


(Ueary  One. 


May  Agnew. 
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1.  A  -  far    from  God  in  wea  -  ri-ness  and  sin,     Thy  soul    has  wandered  man- y 

2.  A  -  way  from  childhood's  home  and  innocence,    In    sin's    de  -  lu  -  sive  toils  en  - 

3.  He  will    not  chide  thee  for    the  sinful  past,    Nor  turn     a  -  side  thy  tempt-ed 
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years;  And  drink  -  ing  deep  of  pleas-ure's  cup,  Has  quaffed  its  bitter  tears,  Weary 

snared ;   For  -  get  -  ting  mother's  pray'rs  and  tears,  Nor  thot'  that  Jesus  cared,  Weary 

soul ;    With  love    as  boundless    as     'tis  free,     He  will  forgive  the  whole,  Weary 
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One.  The  day  is  short'ning,  ere  its  sun  has  set  To  Je-sus  turn,  there's  mercy 
One.  Yet  mer  -  cy's  gates  were  always  o  -  pen  wide;  True  joy  an«l  peace  were  ever 
One.      Nor  back    to  bond-age  shall  thy  footsteps  slide, Thy  life  no  more  be  spoiled  by 
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still ;      He  loves  and  longs  with  deep  de-sire  Thy  soul  to    till,     Wea    -   ry  One. 

there,     And    Je  -  sus  now    is     wait-ing  here  To  answer  pray'r,  Wea    -    ry  One. 

sin;      His  Blood  will  keep  thee  ev  -  'ry  hour  All  pure  within,     Wea    -    ry  One. 
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L.  H.  Edmunds. 


By  per.,  Wm.  J.  Kirkpatrick. 
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1.  Come,  sinners,    to    the    Liv- ing'One,   He'sjust  the  same 

2.  Come,  feast  up-  on    the  "  living  bread,"  He's  just  the  same 

3.  Come,  tell  him  all  your  griefs  and  fears,  He's  just  ^  the  same 

4.  Come  un  -  to  him  for^  clear-  er  light,  He'sjust  the  same 

^    ^   5N.,. 
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Je-  sus 
Je-  sus 
Je-su3 
Je-  sus 
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As    when  he  ^raised  the  .  wid- ow's  son,  The  ver 
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same 

Je^ 

sus. 

As   when^the ;  mul  -  ti  -  tudes  he,^  fed,  The  ver 

•7 

same 

Je- 

sus. 

As    when  he? shed  those  lov  -  ing  tears,  The  ver 

•y 

same 

Je- 

sus. 

As    when  he  |  gave   the  blind  their  sight,  The  ver 

■y 

same 

Je- 

sus. 
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same      Je  -  sus,     ,The'won-der  work- ing     Je-.sus; 


=^:=T=f 


=fc=fc 


rp_: 


^^=^1 

""^ — A — ^ — tT" 

~3 — ^ — ^ — J~ 

~fr~f' — i— 

^    >      1     I,-. 

Oh,    I 
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jraise  his  name,  he's 
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ju^t  the  same.  The 

ver  -  y     same 

Je  -  sus. 
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^Calm  'midst  the  waves  of  trouble  be,  j  S^Sorae  day  our  raptured  eyes  shali  see 
He's  just  the  same  Jesus  Y^r  ^®'^  J"***  *'*®  same  J^os; 

As  when  he  hushed  the  raging  sea,     1    Oh,  blessed  day  for  yolk  and  m»\ 
The  very  same  Jesus.  I        Th©  verx  Sftine  J^sns. 


No.  25. 


De  in<i$$<i  Ob  de  Sbeepfol'. 


Southern  Words.     5th  and  6th  Yerses  by  Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


Louise  Shepard. 
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1.  De    Mas  -   sa       ob      de    sheep  -  fol',        Dat    guards      de     sheep  -  fol' 

2.  Den    he      sed,      de  hireling  shep  -  herd,    "Deys    some,     deys    black     and 

3.  Den    de     Massa    ob      de    sheep  -  fol',        Dat    guards      de      sheep  -   fol' 
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bin.  Looked  out    on      de    gloom-er  -    in'      mead  -  ows,  Whar    de 

thin,  And    some    deys  poo'  old      wed  -  ders,  Deys 

bin,  Goes   down    in      de    gloom-er  -    in'      mead  -  ows,  Whar    de 
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poco  sostenuto. 


^^^^^ 


s= 


s 


-\- 


long  night  rains  be  -  gin; 
on  -  ly  bone  and  skin; 
long    night    rains      be    -    gin; 


So  He  call  to  de  hire  -  ling 
Dey  neb  -  ber  be  missed  from  de 
And    He     let    down  de    bars    ob     de 
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De  massa  ob  de  Sbeepfor.    Concluded. 
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shep  -  herd,        "Is    my  sheep,  is    day    all    come      in?" 
sheep    -  for  But         de      res'  deys   all    brung     in, 

sheep   -  fol',         Call-in'    sof,  "come      in,    come      in." 


So  He 
Dey  neb 
And    He 
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call  to  de  hire-ling  shep-herd, 
ber  be  missed  from  de  sheep  fol', 
let  down  de  bars  ob    de  sheepfol', 


"Is  my  sheep,  is  dey  all  come 
But  de  res'  deys  all  brung 
Call-in'    sof  "come    in,  come 


in  ? " 


4  Den  up  thro'  de  gloomerin'  meadows, 

In  de  cool  night  rain  and  win'. 
And  up  thro'  de  slippery  rain  paf, 

Whar  de  sleet  falls  piercin'  thin ; 
De  poo'  lost  sheep  ob  de  sheepfol', 

Dey  all  comes  gadderin' in: 
De  poo'  lost  sheep  ob  de  sheepfol' 

Dey  all  comes  gadderin'  in. 


5  Would  you  know  de  blessed  Massa  ? 

Who  keeps  de  sheepfol'  bin 

On  de  cross  He  died  to  save  us. 

An'  cleanse  our  poo'  hearts  from  sin. 
He  has  left  de  bars  wide  open. 

An' is  callin' sof ',  "come  in:" 
He  has  left  de  bars  wide  open, 
An'  is  callin'  sof,  "  come  in." 


6  Dere  is  none  too  old  an'  worfless, 

Dere  is  none  too  poo'  and  thin. 
To  fin'  a  smile  an'  a  welcome, 

At  de  gate  ob  de  sheepfol'  bin; 
Can't  you  see  de  Massa  standin'? 

An'  He's  callin'  sof  "come  in;" 
Can't  you  see  de  Massa  standin'? 

An'  He's  callin'  sof,  "come  in." 


No.  26. 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  The  Son  of  man  has  come'  To  seek  and  save  the     lost,    Was  there  ev  -  er  such 

2.  The  Son  of  man  has  come  To  die    for  you   and      me;      He  has  ransom'd  thy 

3.  The  Son  of  man  has  come  To  seek  and  save  thee    now;       Oh,    come  to  Hhif, 

4.  The  Son  of  man  has  come  To  seek  thy  help-less     heart.    He  will  teach  thee  to 
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won -der-ful,  won  -  der-ful  love?  Was  there  ev  -    er  such    in 
soul,   He  has   can  -  cell'd  thy  sin.     He    has  nail'd  them  to    Cal  - 
yield  to  Him,  give  Him  thy  heart,  And  be  -  fore    Him    in    pen  • 
trust  Him,  and  help  thee  to  come,    And. .     wel  -  come  thee  just 
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ti-nite  cost? 
va-ry's  tree. 
■  i-tence  bow. 
as  thou  art. 
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Seek      -      -     ing  the  lost,  sav      -      -      ing  the  lost, 

Seeking  the  lost,  seek-ing  the  lost,     sav-ing  the  lost,  sav  - 
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ful,  won  -  der- fal  love?  Was  there  ev  -    er  such    in    -    ti-nite   cost? 
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tbe  Co$t  Soul 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Wrapp'd   in      a  Christ-less  shroud,       He    sleeps   tlie  Christ -less     sleep;         A- 

2.  To    rocks  and  hills      in      vain        Shall      be      the      sin  -  ner's     call;         Oh, 

3.  Oh,  Christless  sleep,  how    cold !       How   dark,      a    Christ-less     tomb !         O 
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1              1 

'A  h      1        1      1    1    J       ^ 

A          h    J 

fr^^     J       J      J    J    n 

-^  •          *1 

-  bove    him    tlie     e  -  ter  -   nal     cloud, 
day        of  grief  and  night  and      pain, 
grief    that  nev  -  er  can    grow      old, 

9         ^       ^     P     ^ 

Be  - 
The 
0 

neaX      the    fier  -  y 
lost      soul's  fu  -  ner    - 
end  -  less,  hope -less 

1     1 

r 

deep. 

al. 
doom ! 

/*^•  u    1        r     1     1     F       0 

-   • 

*  •         P      »        J 

1 

V^'\  ^      \                                          1              w 

f^ 
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1 

^^b    m     u    L  u         r 

\  ^"-— i"     1 

^       r 

'^ 

1 

^      r         r       r     u 

1            L^     1         J 

'^             E 

r     I'    b  b        ' 

1 

^                        9 
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^^=^ 


^^^^^.^^^= 


Oh,  Christ - 


soul,      a  -  wake,       Ere     thy      hist  sleep     be  -   gin; 


m 


fcfefc 


^ 


-» — » — »- 

1 — I — r 


T — r 


p^^^^^^ 


^r^*-^ 


I 

Christ,    the  sleeper's  slum-ber    break,      Oh,     burst     the  bonds    of        sin ! 


eSeeeI 


i^ 


^£b: 


:^tizfc 
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SeeKing  tbe  EOSt    Concluded. 


5  The  Son  of  man  has  come 
To  save  from  self  and  sin. 
He  is  waiting  to  save  to  the  uttermost 
bounds. 
And  to  give  thee  His  Spirit  within. 


6  The  Son  of  man  has  come, 
Ere  long  the  cry  will  ring, 
Shall  we  hasten  to  meet  Him,  descend 
ing  the  skies. 
As  our  Saviour  and  glorious  King  ? 


lfQ.28. 

£.  E.  Hswrrr.^ 


By^pef:;  .Two.  R.  Swuniv^ 


fe^^fe^ 


=#^ 


1.  Life  wears^a^.  different  face  to^  me,    Since  I  found  my  Savionr; 

2.  He  sought  me  in t^  his  wondrous  love,     So  I  found  my  ^aviour,( 

3.  The  pass-  Ing  clouds  may  in  -  tervenej    (Since  I  found  my  Saviour,' 
4.xA  strong  hand  kindly  holds  my  own,  J^ince  I  found  my  [Sayiour, , 


^: 


^m 


m 


-¥-^. 


1^^ 


^v- 


1 


Eich  ^  mercy ';  at    ;  the  cross  I  ^  see".    My .  dy  -  ing,  liv  -  ingi  j  Saviour. 

He  brought  salva  -  tion  from '  a  -  bove,^  My  dear,  almight  -  y  ]  [  Saviouf. 

But  .he  j    is  with  me,  though  unseen,  My  ev  -  er-pres  -  ent     Saviour. 

It  leads_me  onward     to  the  throne.  Oh,  there  I'll  see£m  J^  Saviour ! 


t±:f: 


:*S±2|z 


ii 


5~P= 


-y-f*- 


r 


CHORUS.                                                                         ,^ 

::^^" 

Golden  sun'beamg  'round  me  play,       'Je^sus  turns  m y  night  to  - 

^____ — y-^tf_# — » — ^ — ^  ■#-">.  1    .V-*  ^»  »    0 — ft — ^^-1 

^^  7U  S^  1*  > — ^i — ^» — fl — 1 — <^-Sf-  -f3 y — n — \i — r — r~~ 

1 
^day, 

'^^^^V^^=V-^-r^                ^-^'_k^_'^Z^ 

i^-.:\    : 

^^ 


3EB 


'Heayjtienseemsxnbt;  ifar     a  •.way,^Since    J  fonndlmy)     Sayiour.;;^ 

--.  -..   .-   '  '-       -  --i       i'      ■-  .     -----  .    ■••     ■^     ^ 
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S 
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*J?^?i*^«!«W^ 
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No.  29. 

A.  B.  S. 


T$  it  Ridht  with  God? 


Rev.  A.  6.  Simpson. 


^^^mmw^^^m 


1.  There's  a    ques  -  tion  God    is     ask  -  ing  Ev  -  'ry  con-science  in    His  sight, 

2.  Is  there    a    -    ny-thing  un  -  lio  -  ly  Thou  art  hid  -  ing  from  the  light? 

3.  Should  the  sum- raons  come  to  meet  Him  Ere  shall  end     this    ve  -  ry   night, 

^      I 


$m^^^ 


33^ 


^ 


zt 


g^^^^ 


P» 1 J H i- 


ii^ 


=»=* 


Let     it  search  thine    in  -  most  be  -  ing, — "Is  it  right  with  God,  all  right  ?'■ 

Is  there    a    -     ny     sin  -  ful  se  -  cret.        Is  it  right  with  God,  all  right  ? 

Would  He    tind       thy  house  in  or  -  der.        Is  it  right  with  God,  all  right  ? 

^ 


m?. 


# 


^^^^mm-. 


^* 


^i5>- 


IE 


Chorus. 


^g 


E 


^ 


^m 


3E 


'f^^ 


E£|3 


-^^^ 


:S: 


Is      it  right    with  God,  my  broth  -  er,        Is      it  right,     all  right,  with  God  ? 


^^^mm^m^d 


Are  you  read  -  y  should  He  come  to-day,     Is     it   right,    all  right,  with  God  ? 

•■:    ^ 


f  fi?"  r  t  r 


t^^^^^^^^i^ 


4  Are  you  waiting  for  His  coming  5  He,  who  asks  the  searching  question, 

With  your  lamps  all  trimm'd  and  bright  ?  Waits  to  cleanse  thee  with  His  blood. 

Are  your  garments  pure  and  spotless  ?  Let  Him  search  thee,  let  Him  cleanse  thee, 

Is  it  right  with  God,  all  right  ?  Make  it  right,  all  right,  with  God„ 
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No.  30. 

Mrs.  J.  F.  K. 


Blind  Bartimeus. 


By  per.  Mrs.  Joseph  F.  Knapp. 
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^ 


*=i 


SE3H 


:^E£ 


T 


5» 


■0—^-0--- — 0 

1.  Whence  Je  -  sus  came,  I     can-not ;  tell,     Nor  why    He  came  to    me; 

2.  When  all  was  dark,  One  touched  my  eyes,  And  that ,'  y  \a     all   1 1 .  know, 
sJ   How  ^  it    was  done,   I  ^  can-not  ^  say,  "^j  Nor    e  -  ven  think  nor  dream ; 
4;    It      isJ   thel  Son  of  God!  His  grace  Makes  tt-embling  weakness  strong; 


^ETTf^ 


^m 


^=1 
i 


f^^^^^^^^pi 


One  thing  I  know,  and  know  it'  well.;   ^Tho    ^I    was  blind    I  '   see! 
For  light  came  down  from  i^ar-a'-dise'^    And    Set;  my  'soul     a- glow. 
Nor  Avhy     a,  touch  of  moistened  clay  Should  tiiake  things  what  they  seem. 
Wipes  tears  a- way  ^  from' sorrow's  face,    And  teach-es  grief     a':    ^on," 


m^^^^^m 


^ 


ri    la  1 

Chorus. 

S 

] 
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!• 

?! 

\ 

^ 

na  lib. 

" 
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:a^- 
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A                         •     ■ 
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.« 

4 

*i           1            J 

J  .          ^        ■  « 

1 

. 

• 

\\)  ■'^  ?    r        •         • 

^    .          WJ            'J 

1 

J 

I      once 
I      once 
I      once 
i      onceiv 

it   f' 

Vag    blind' 
Was    blind 
was    blind 
was    blind 

'  but 

but 
but 

— # — 

noW 
now 
iio\v 
|now 

— 1 

I 
I 

1 
I 

see! 
see! 
see! 
see! 

And 
And 
And 
And 

—fig 

that 
that 
that 
that 

t 

is 
is 
is 
is 
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—pj- 

"] 
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-Up— 

-r— 
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^   bU^ 
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_  _  ]^ 
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> 

\j 

— 2JZ^- — : 1 

\y           w 

1             .         ^         ».       1 

news    e-noughfor  me,    And  that  is    news  e-nough  for     me. 

light    e-noughfor  me,     And  that  is    light  e-nough  for     me. 

truth    e-noughfor  me.    And  that  is    trutl  e-nough  for     me. 

joy     e-nOughfor  me.    And  that  is      joy  e-nough  for    me. 

?!:  -It.      4L    ^  ^         ^,  it    ^  S^  /T 


» 


^ 
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E£ 
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No.  31. 

M.  A. 


^ 


May  Agnew. 


=i=P^ 


1.  Ma  -  ny       a    year  thou  hast  wan- der'd   Blind -ly     and  care  -  less  -  ly        on, 

2.  Think  of     thy  youth,  o'er    it     pon  -  der,  Trace  thence  the  path  thou  hast     trod; 

3.  Spurn  not  His     of-fers     of  bless-  ing,     Wel-come  Him    in-  to     thy     heart; 


Grasp-ing  each  earth -ly      de  -  lu  -  sion,     Find-ing     its   plea-sures   all      gone; 

See  how  each  step    of     the   jour  -  ney      Has  borne  you  furth  -  er   from      God ; 

Long  He    has  sought  to     ob  -  tain       it,      Walt- ed  sweet  peace  to     im  -    part; 


=#1^? — ^ — s: 

-rte=>    -^     h  1   1 ! .  1  J  ,  ^    .^    J    J    J- 

r-i.^,  \      1 

M^^ — ^- 

=^=3=3 — g-l  ;i'T;  .+j— ^ — g    J    j    ;  ra     r 

Rest-less 
Yet     in 
Might-y 

fe-;H7 — \ P- 

and  wea  -  ry    with  -  in, Long-ing  from   sin     to     be 

His   won  -  der  -  ful       love, . .      Show-ing    His  mer  -  cy      so 
His  love — be-yond  mea-sure,   Great -er   than  this  could  not 

free; 
free, 
be; 

k      u*      I*"      b^                         k      u*      u* 

=l=::sEJ 

Sweet   is     the  mes-sage     to  -   day, Je  -  sus 

Seek  -  ing     to    save  and     to       bless, . .         Je  -  sus 
Heav  -  en     the  won  -  der     is     tell  -  ing,       Je  -  sus 


s    look -ing    for       thee. 

s    look -ing    for       thee. 

look  -  ing    for       thee. 


— m ^ ^ s — ^—m — m m — m-^ — i—m • m •• m> •) — t—m — m—   _ 

^      *  W      ^      >      I  >      ^      >  ■ 

Je  -  sus    is  look-ing  for    thee, Je  -  sus    is  look-ing  for     thee; : 


is  looking  for  thee, 


is  looking  for  thee ; 


Sweet  is    the  mes-sage    to  -  day, . 


Je  -  sus     is  look-ing    for     thee , 

is   looking  for  thee. 
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No.  32. 

A.  B.  S. 


C;ome  Co  tbe  tbrone  of  dvm. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


|ig;Eg^gasa^j-tfjTti:j 


^==^=^ 


~m « « — 

-JL      -^.      .0. 

1.  Hark  !  tbe  gen-tle  voice  of  love  and  mer  -  cy,  Call  -  ing    to    our    siu  -  fnl  race; 

2.  Are    you  weak  and  fainting  in    the    conflict?  Are    you  sink -[ing    in     the  race? 

3.  Is    your  bod- y  torn  with  pain  and  sickness?  Does    it  seem     a    hopeless  case ? 

4.  Have  yoil  lost  the  love    of  all     a-round  you  ?  Are  you  sunk  in    sad    dis-grace  ? 


^«:Bz:pz±iir=P=P--=P±=5: 
— p ^ — t^— t^ — ^ — ^ 


^^ 


m^^^. 


-^^i 


Bid-ding  jiU  the  sick  and  sad  and  sin  -  ful  Come 
There  is  health  and  strength  for  all  your  fail  -  ures;Come 
Bring  it  all  to  Him,  the  Great  Phy  -  si  -  clan,  Come 
There  is    one  door  al  -  ways  stand-ing     o    -   pen ;  Come 


to  the  Throne  of  Grace, 
to  the  Throne  of  Grace, 
to  the  Throne  of  Grace, 
to  the  Throne  of  Grace. 


^^^^ 


:nfc 


-t   I 


T    u 


i^^^^$ 


^ 


Are  your  sins  like  gloomy  clouds  a  -  round  you  ?  Have  they  hid  your  Fa-ther's 
Are  you  burdened,  bruised,  brok  -  en  -  heart  -  ed  ?  Are  you  in  life's  hard  -  est 
Have  you  wandered  far  a-way  from  Je  -  sus,  'Till  your  steps  you  can't  re - 
Yes;  there's  one  door  always  standing  o  -  pen,  There  is  one    re -turn -ing 


w=f^ 


.?=t^: 


m 


face? 
place  ? 
trace  ? 
place, 

-M 


eSe£ 


Nr — ^ — \— 


^iF^i 


j=t:=3= 


He 
Je- 
He 


is  wait-ing,  longing  to    be    gra    - 
sus    is    the  Blessed  Bur-den-Beac 
will  free-ly  par-don  and    re  -  store 


There  is   one  voice  al-ways  soft-ly    call 


clous,  Come  to  the  Throne  of  Grace. 

■    er,     Come  to  the  Throue  of  Grace, 

you;   Come  to  the  Throne  of  Grace, 

ing: — Come  to  the  Throne  of  Grace. 


msfEm=f=n^- 


m 


m 


^^f==^ 


icHi=:k: 
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gome  Co  tfte  Cftrone  of  Grace.   Concluded. 


Chorus. 


^^^^^^m 


Come    to    the  Throne  of  Grace,  (just  now,)  Bold- ly,  be    not      a 
^.       .^.     -^    -^      -^       ^.   ^-   ^         -^      -^ 


fraid, 


rr 

afraid,) 


CiKe  Sbcep  (Ue  mem  Jlstray. 


^^^ 


rr-r 


Tr-  r 


1.  Like    sheep    we      went      a  -  stray,      And    broke    tlie 

2.  How    dread  -  ful        was     the    hour.     When     God      our 


fold      of 
wand -rings 


God; 
laid, 


3.  How      o:lo  -  rious      was     the    grace    Wiien    Christ    siis  -  tained    the     stroke; 


4.   His      hon 


and    His  breath    Were       ta  -    ken      both 


way; 


e5 


l^lE 


^    u 
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y  ,  ly     ^ 

1         1 
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^7          ry 

^              -^ 
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,<^ 
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yf              ,C? 
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1             1 

-^      ^1 
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^      1 
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(i?'       ^ 

^     ^'             ■ 

1      -J 

'^      tl 

Each  wand-.r\ng     in        a 
And       did      at    once   His 
His        life    and  blood  the 
Joijged    with  the    wick-ed 

,,    ,      77-        P     -F-      -^      <, 

diff  -  'rent    way.      But 
ven-geance    pour      Up  - 
Shep  -  herd    pays.       A 
in       His      death    And  i 

^  *   ■"   ^   -^ " 

all    the  down-ward    road, 
on    the    Siiepherd's  head, 
ran-  soni    for      the     Hock, 
nade  as    vile      as      they. 

/•V  K 

1—      r> 

r 

r^    r^ 

+t^    Itr^ 

(in      r^ 

f^      4t^- 

'^      1 

t^-^'i  V 
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u     ^ 

\ 

iff  ^    1  ff  ^ 

^       1 
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'^b 
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1 
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f9      I 
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1 

' 

5  But  God  shall  raise  His  head 
O'er  sons  of  men  to  reign, 

And  make  Him  see  a  numerous  seed 
To  recompense  His  pain. 


6  'Til  give  Him,"  saith  the  Lord, 
"A  portion  with  the  strong, 

He  shall  possess  a  large  reward, 
And  hold  His  honors  long." 


No.  34. 


OlonaroHsly  Redeemed. 


'^^^m 


By  per.^REv.  KLisrtA  A.  Hoffman. 


■:$E^E^ 
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-4- 


--f, 


■^^—'—'---r-:^r-:r^—4r-*—^rV- 

1.1  have  precious  news  to  tell,  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah  '.Christ  has  come  with  me  to 
2.  It  was  Christ's  redemption  blood.hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah !  That  restored  my  soul  to 
3.1    have  found  a  precious  friend,hal -le  -  lu- jah!  On  whose  help  I      can  de- 


s^ 


± 


i 


F     I       U— ^:[? 


4--^'— ?lv- 


^^i 


3£ 


!^^^^ 


dwell,  hal  -  le  -  ^  lu^  -  r  jah !  By '  His  grace  and  pow'r  di-  vine, :  He  .  has 
God,  hal  >  le  ^-  lu  ^  -  jah !  -  He  the  cleansing  stream  applied,  Flowing 
pend^      hal^-  le   -.^  lu  i^-^'jah !  Since  He  ^  took  my  sins  '  a  -  way,   He    has 


w^t=^m^ 


■:^ 


=pr= 


^^T^m 


£ 


*: 


tr— b- 


/?.5.  ioic  -  ing  night  and  day,  As     X 

FiNB, 


3= 


'PL 


chang'd  this  heart  of  mine.  And  He  whispers,  <«I    am  thine,*'  hal-le  -  lu^-  ■  ja^  ^ 

from  His  woujidQiJ  side  j  I     am  j^aved  and  jus  -  ti  -  filed,  hal-le  -  lu  -1  jah  I 

taught  me  how,  to    pray,]^And  to  -  ^o    His  will  each  (jlay,   hal-le  *  lu  ;-\[  jah  I 

j^   ^   j^  >.   ^'^  ^   '^   f.   :|t  :^    ^  '.4L? 


£=S=^M^: 


:£^ 


jXl 


■»-  -15?- 


iwaXk.  the  nar-row  way.  For  He  wash'dmy  sins  a  -  way,  hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jan! 
Chorus. 
Hal  -  le-lu jah!  I'm   re- deemed! 


|=^i=^i 


^ 


^ 


Oh,   BO 


i 


=it 


Hal  -  le-lu  -jah !  I'm  redeem'd !  oh,  hal  -  le  -  lu-jah !  I'm  redeem'd !  Oh,'  so 


-    drous-ly    re- deemed  1 


U.S. 


won-drous-ly   redeem'd,  yes,    oh,    so    won-drous-ly    redeem'd!  I'm    rC' 


^%t-t- 


s^^^^^^ii^^ 


No.  35. 

Anon. 


the  Sbepberd  true. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


^^l^i^^i^^lp 


1.  I    was  waiid'ring,  sad    and  wea-ry,  When    the  Sav-iour  came  un  -  to    me; 

2.  At      the  first    I  would      not  hearken,  Put        it  ofl"    un  -  til    the  mor-row, 

3.  Then     at  last    I  stopped  to  list  -  en,     For    His  voice  could  ne'er  deceive  me. 


r=r 


m^iUM^^-^  i  3  in  J 


*T=r 


For  the  paths  of  sin  were  dreary,  And  the  world  had  ceased  to  woo  me; 
Till  the  day  be-gan  to  dark-en  And  my  heart  grew  sick  with  sor-row; 
And     I    saw  His  kind  eye  glis-ten,  Look  -  ing,  long-ing      to    re  -  lieve  me ; 


^ 


^t=^ 


t=r 


^ 


=i=^ 


And  I  thought  I  heard  Him 
Then  I  thought  I  heard  Him 
Then    I      knew     I  heard  Him 


Ly,  As  He  came  a  -  long  the  way  :■ 
ly,  As  He  came  a  -  long  the  way: 
ly,     As    He  came     a  -  long    the    «vay : 


m~C   f— gsE 


p^^rrthffr^ 


ifSf 


!mi 


i^^ 


5fc 


i=rm 


^ 


s  i  i 


^^ 


-*-^ 


Wand'ring  souls,     oh,      do  come  near  Me,     My  sheep  should  nev  -  er  fear  me, 


I 


^  t^- 


w^r=v^^^^^^^^ 


r 


^jzittti-^^^ffl^ 


^~n" 


r 


am    the  Shepherd  true,         I  am    the  Shep  -  herd      true. 
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No.  36. 

mp  Moderato. 


follow  me. 


^ 


=J= 


:g^ 


^ 


^— ^-r 


L  I 


hear      my  dy  -  ing  Sav-iour  say,     "Fol-low    me,....   Come  fol- low 

^ 


plR^MJ^=g=^ 


3^ 


=t2=t: 


rtczrtc 
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fc=^ 


^ 


-iS— : N 


rf=f 


Me'' 


His    voice         is         call  -  ing        all        the       day, 


'Fol  -    low 


m 


:e^!E3e 


^ 


3^ 


w/ 


^ 


Me, 


come,  fol  -  low    Me !  " 


m^ 


^ 


For      thee      I  tread       the    bit  -  ter  way, 


:^i-git^ 


z^z 


^-^ U=4: — I \ 


;^^^— F 


-t/— t— ^ 


fm^n=ixpf^t^Yt-i^i:im 


For 


thee      I  give        my       life     a  -  way.  And    drink  the  gall        thy 


p£ 


rit. 


a 


lento. 


^ 


W=ti 


3i=3t==^; 


debt 


to        pa3%    "Fol   -   low      Me,, 


come,     fol  -    low     Me ! " 
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I'll      fol  -  low    Thee, of      life      the     giv 

I'll      fol  -  low  Thee, 
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I'll     fol  -  low  Thee,     I'll      fol  -  low    Thee,    sufF-  'ring    Re   -  deem  -  er ; 
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I'll       fol  -  low      Thee, , 


de  -  ny    Thee    nev    -    er, 


I'll      fol  -    low  Thee, 


2  Though  thou  hast  sinned,  I've  pardoned  thee, 
Follow  Me !  come,  follow  Me  ! 

From  inbred  sin  I'll  set  thee  free. 
Follow  Me  !  come,  follow  Me  ! 

In  all  thy  changing  life  I'll  be 

Thy  God  and  Guide  o'er  land  and  sea 

Thy  bliss  through  all  eternity. 
Follow  Me !  come,  follow  Me  ! 


;  Bring  unto  Me  thy  many  cares, 
Follow  Me  !  come,  follow  Me! 
Thy  heavy  load  My  arm  upbears, 
Follow  Me  !  come,  follow  Me  I 
Lean  on  My  breast,  dismiss  thy  fears. 
And  trust  Me  tlirough  the  future  years, 
My  hand  shall  wipe  away  thy  tears, 
Follow  Me !  come,  follow  Me  ! 


No.  37.      Don't  VOH  mi$$  tbe  Cigftt,  Brwber. 


By  pet.,  w.  Macombeb. 


H 


1.  Out  '  on  life's  o-cean  storm-y  and  deep,Seek-ing  the  port  where  gales  never  sweep» 

2.  Sa  -  tan  has  m"a-ny  lights  to  allure  Souls  who  would  enter  Ileav'n's  refuge  sure.; 

3.  Many  a  frail  bark  on  rock  has  he  tossed.Ilu-ined  for  -  ev  -  er,  fear-ful  the  cost; 

4.  Safe  in  the   har-bor  lovM  ones  will  greet.Hearts  al^u-ni-ted,  fel-low-shlp  sweet; 
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Dan  -gers  are  near  thee,Dark  is  the  night,Broth-er,take  heed, Do  n't  miss  the  light 

High  -  era-bove  them  mercy  shines  briglit.Brother.take  heed, Do  n't  miss  the  light. 

s't  to   the  warn-ing  mes  -sage  of  right,Broth-er,take  heed. Do  n't  miss  the  light, 

Je  -  sus   is  wait  -  ing,  glo  -  ri-ous  sight,Broth-er,take  heed. Do  n't  miss  the  light. 


Chorus. 
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Don't   you  miss 
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the  light,    Brotn-er,  Don't     you  miss      the 

light: 

1 
1 

4^ 

'Twill 

Pvrtt—b P— 

-i^— 

»_ 

.W—--W—W- 

_^»#_^_ 

-U 

1 

-f2_ 

_i_:] 

^     \~ — r 

:[=       1"  - 

-f-  ^  \j—ti 

■f — r~ 

-(2 

s»— 

-1 1 i 

_L — 

-(=::■■■ 

• 

'           J 

f=i 


Ei^r 


:^=- 


^ 


=1= 


9 


;t^- 


■« M— 


^n; 


guide    you     safe     in     the     har-bor.    Oh,  don't     you     miss      the       light. 
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No.  S8. 


3e$us  for  mt 


B3r  lien,  Wm.  Jt.  iCiKK*AT«jcie;. 
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1.  Je-sus,my  Saviour,    is    all  things  to    me,  Oh,  what  a  won-derful 

2.  Je  -  sus    in  sickness,  and    J'e-  sus  in  health,  Je  -  sus  in  pov-  er  -  ty, 

3.  He     is    my    Refuge,  my  Rock,  and  my  Tower,  He  is    my  Fortress,  mf 

4.  He     is    my  Prophet,  my  Priest  and  my  King,  He  is    my  Bread  of  Life, 
5._^Je-sus    in    sorrow,    in    joy,  or    in    pain,   Je  -  sus  my  Treasure  in 

^  ^  ^..  >.     -     Ji.   JP. 

y     I     r.#    f    g    i  ri=ipiz:i=it-tt--fL '^--v^ 
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iour     is       he:    Guiding,    pro  -  teet  -  ing,  o'er  life's  rolling  sea, 

,  €om-fort    or  wealth,  Sunshine    or    tern -pest,  whatev  -  er      it  be. 

Strength  and  my  power;  Life   Ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing,  my  Day'sman  is  he, 

Fountain  and  Spring;  Bright  Sun  of    Righteousness.  Day-star    is  he, 

loss    or      in     gain ;  Constant  Com- pan  -  ion,  where'er    I    may  be, 


&EE- 
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:^ 
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-t- 


CHORUS. 
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Might -y?  De ^  liv*  -  rei^—  Je  -  sus  for  me.     Je'- sus   for     me, 

He;^"^is    my^  safe  -  ty— »  Je  -  sus  for  me.) 

Bless -ed    Re- deem -er —  Je  -  sus  for  me.' 

Horn  I   of    Sal  -  va  -  tioa—  Je  -  sus  for  me.* 
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LiyJ- ing    or      dy-ing—     Je  -  sus    for     me! 
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I  Je  -  sus  for    me,       All     the  time,  ev  -  'rywhere,  Je  -  sus    for    me. 

^  ^     ^   ^     jz.  tt.    Jt..  J 
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No.  39.     there  i$  Rotbind  to  Do  but  to  Come. 


A.  B.  S. 


pi 


-A — \^ N- 


^^ 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  0    how  ea-sy    it     is      to    be  saved,     If     to      Je  -  sua  you  on-  ly  will 

2.  He  lias  said  He'll  in     no  wise  cast  out,        Tlie      soul   that  to  Je  -  sus  will 

3.  His  for-give-ness  will  cov- er  the  past,     If     to     Je  -  sus  you  on-  ly  will 

4.  Do    not  struggle  for   feel  ing    or  faith,  There  is  noth  -  ing    to  do    but  to 


^m^M^^^^M^u^ 
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come  ;       He    is      wait -ing  to    wel-come  you    just    as  you  are,  And  there's 

come  ;      On  -  ly      come    at  His  word,  and  His  prom  -  ise  be-lieve,  For  there's 

come  ;     And  His      love  and  His  grace  for  the      fu  -  ture  pro-vide,  Till    at 

come:       He    is       will -ing  to     till    vou  with    all    you  re-quire  From  the 
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Chokus. 
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noth-ing    to  do  but  to  come.\ 

nothing    to  do  but  to  come./     Oh,  there's  noth-ing      to    do    but 

last  to    His  glo-ry  you  come.j 

mo-ment  to  Je-sus  you  come.' 
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come;  (only'come;)  Oh,  there's nothin; 
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but  to  come ;  (only  come ;)  He  is 
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waiting  to  welcome  you  just  as  you  are.  And  there's  nothing  to  do  but  to  come.(only  come.) 
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No,  40. 

A.  B.  S 


Come  to  3e$n$  now. 


Rev,  A.  B,  Simpson, 
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1.  Lin  -  g'rin^i;  soul    at    Mer  -  cy's    gate;       Why  wilt  thou  for  -  ev  -  erwait? 

2.  Why,     oh,    why,  will    you     de  -    lay?     Christ  is    here  to    point  the  way; 

3.  Lin  -  g'ring  soul,  de  -  lay      no    more,      Hast.e  ere  life's  brief  hour  is    o'er  , 


i^^E^ 


^h=^=H-- 


^m 
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Hast  -    en    ere       it       be      too        late,  Come  to  Je  -  sus  now. 

You       may  come,  and  come     to    -    day,  Come  to  Je  -  sus  now. 

Haste      ere    Mer  -  cy      shut    the        door,  Come  to  Je  -  sus  now. 
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mr^.4.i:±^^4-t4^ 
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Chorus. 
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Come  to   Je  -  sus    now,  Come    to  Je  -  sus  now,    '  Think  it  may  be 

Come  just  now,  Come  just  now, 
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now    or  nev-er,    Ling'ring  souls  are  lost    for  -  ev  -  er,  Come  to  Je-sus  now, 

Come  just  now. 
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Cbere  i$  notbing  to  Do  but  to  Come.   Concluded. 

5  It  ia  not  the  coming  that  saves,  6  Oh,  how  easy  it  is  to  be  saved  ! 

But  the  Christ  to  whose  mercy  you  come.  There  is  nothing  to  do  but  to  come  ; 

Then  come  unto  Him,  He  is  waiting  for  thee,     But  how  fearful  if  thou  after  all  shouid'st  be 
And  there's  nothing  to  do  but  to  come,  lost, 

When  there's  nothing  to  do  but  to  come. 


No.  41. 

M.  A. 


H  Sinner  Once  game  to  the  Saviour. 


May  Agnew. 
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1.  A     sin  -  ner  once  came  to    the   Sav  -  iour,     So    wea  -  r}^  and    sin  -  sick  was 

2.  And   ev  -  er  since  tlien  to    tlie   Sav  -  iour    Poor  sin-ners    of   all  kinds  have 

3.  And  Je  -  sus  still    pi  -  ties   the    sin  -    ner.  He'd  glad  -  ly      a    par  -  don  be  - 
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she,         But     Je  -  sus      in      ten  -  der  -  est      pi     -     ty      Her  Friend  and  Re  • 

cried,  A     wel-come    has  sweet -ly    been    giv    -    en,       A     par-dou  has 

-  stow;         No  sight    to    His  heart     is      so     pre  -  cious     As    these   at    the 
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-  deem  -  er  would  be ; 
ne'er  been  de  -  nied ; 
cross  bend-ing     low; 


1/  y 

He  turned  not  a  -  way,  but  to  her     did    say: 

He    turns  none  a  -  way,  but  to  all  would  say: 

He   turns  none  a  -  way,  but  to  all  would  say : 
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1.   "Daughter,  thy  sins   be 
2, 3.    "  Wand'rer,  tby  sins    be 


*: 


for  -  giv  -  en;     Rise,  go     in  peace,     sin  thou  no  more; 
for  -  giv  -  en;     Rise,  go     in  peace,     sin  thou  no  more; 


^^^^^^^ 


Daughter,  thy  sins    be    for -giv  -   en;      I       o  -  pen    to  thee  me 
Wand'rer.   thv  sins    be    for-triv  -   en:      I       o  -  pen    to  thee  me 


o  -  pen    to  thee  mer-cy's  door." 
o  -  pen    to  thee  mer-cy's  door." 
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Xo.  42. 


0  $amd  Read. 


TPASSIO'N  "CHORA  LE.*'7s.  6s.  ^ 


l.'S.  Bach. 


TKr-r"^. 


cred  Hea(;i  once  wound    ^    ed.'^AVith    grief    and       /shame  bow'd  down, 


iNow;  Cscorn-Jul  -  ly        snr  -  round  .-•    ed      With    thorns,"  Thine'  on   -    1y         crown 
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O        sa  ^.  cred  Head,  what 


rrrr 


glo  '    -       ry,    What      bliss    till      now    was    Thine  I 


Yes,  tho^    des  -  pised  and    ,go 


^-^-".T: 


Joy      to  :  call  Thee  miner    A-men, 

I 


What  Thou,  my  Lord,  hast  suffered. 

Was  all  for  sinners'  gain; 
Mine,  mine  was  the  transgression. 

But  Thine  the  deadly  pain: 
Lo,  here  I  fall,  my  Saviour! 

'Tis  I  deserve  Thy  place; 
Loo-^  on  me  with  Thy  favor, 

Vouchsafe  to  me  Thy  grace. 


What  language  shall  I  borrow 

To  thank  Thee,  dearest  Friend, 
For  this  Thy  dying  sorrow, 

Thy  pity  without  end? 
O  make  me  Thine  for  ever; 

And  should  I  fainting  be. 
Lord,  let  me  never,  never 

Outlive  my  love  for  Thee. 


Be  near  me  when  I'm  dying, 

O  show  Thy  cross  to  me; 
And  to  my  succor  flying 

Come,  Lord,  and  set  me  free. 
These  eyes,  new  faith  receiving. 

From  Jesus  shall  not  move; 
For  he,  who  dies  believing, 

Dies  safely  through  Thy  love. 
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Cecilia. 

Andante  dolce. 
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Thomas  J.  Rayner. 
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1.  I    beard    the  voice      of 

2.  I    heard    the  voice      of 

3.  I'    heard    the  voice      of 
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sus    say. 

"Come  un  - 
'  Be  -  hold, 
"I      am 
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to    Me,      and 

I     free  -  ly 

this  dark  world's 
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rest, 
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Light: 
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Lay  down,  thou  wea  -  ry    one,      lay  down    Thy  head    up    -  on 
The    liv   -  ing    wa  -  ter —  thirs  -  ty    one.  Stoop  down,  and  drink 
Look  un  -    to     Me,     thy    morn  shall  rise,    And  all       thy     day 
I  ■  " 


A  lA  lA  la 


my  breast." 
and  live." 
be   bright.'' 
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I  came  to  Je  -  sus  as  I  was  "Wea  -  rj'',  and  worn, 
I  came  to  Je  -  sus,  and  I  drank  Of  that  life-giv  - 
I     looked    to    Je  -   sus,      and      I  found      In    Him      my   Star, 


and    sad ; 
ing  stream.: 
my     Sun  ; 
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I  found  in  Him  a  rest  -  ing  place,  And  He  has 
My  thirst  was  quenched,  my  soul  re-  vived,  And  now  I 
And  in       that  Light     of     Life    III     walk,    'Till  trav'-  ling 


live 
days 


me  lad. 
in  Him. 
are  done. 
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No.  44.       Salvation!  Ob,  Cbe  Joyful  Sound. 


1  Salvation  ! — oh,  the  joyful  sound  ! 

'Tis  pleasure  to  our  ears  ; 
A  soverio^n  balm  for  every  wound, 
A  cordial  for  our  fears. 

2  Buried  in  sorrow  and  in  sin, 

At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay  ; — 


But  we  rise  by  grace  divine, 
To  see  a  heavenly  day. 

3  Salvation  ! — let  the  echo  fly 
The  spacious  earth  around  ; 
While  the  armies  of  the  sky 
Conspire  to  raise  the  sound. 
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Calvary!  Dear  Calvary. 
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1.  When  I      sur-vey .".' the  wondrous  cioss. On  which  the 

2.  On  Calv'ry's  brow. my  Sav  -  ior  died 'Twasthcremy 

3.  See,  from  hishead, his  hands, his  feet, Sor-row  and 
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love 
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.    of  glo-  ry  died, My  richest  gain I  count  but 
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.  flow  mingled  down, Did  e'er  such  love and  sorrow 
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loss, 
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Andpourcon-tempt.........    on  all  my  pride 

And  purchased  there-..".....    my  par-don  free 

Or  thorns  compose so  rich    a    crowi 
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va  -  ry !  dear  Cal-va  -  ry!  My  long-ing  heart  is  turned  tothee; 
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va-ry!  dear  Cal-va  -  ry !  Speak  to 
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mv  heait  from  Calvary 
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No.  46. 


Jam  m\  vou  do  lam  3m$,? 


A.  B.  S. 

Andante  con  moto. 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Je  -  sus    is  standing  in    Pi-late's  hall.  Friendless, for-sak-en,  be-trayed  by    all; 

2.  Je  -  sus    is  standing  on    tri  -  al    still ;  You  can  be  false  to  Him  if     you  will; 

3.  Will  you    e-vade  Him  as    Pi  -  late  tried  ?  Or  shall  you  choose  Him  what-e'er  be-tide  ? 
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Hark  -  en,  what  meaneth  the    sud  -  den  call —  Wliat  will  you  do  with  Je  -  sus  ? 

You  can    be  faith-ful  thro'  good    or     ill—    What  will  you  do  with  Je  -  sus  ? 

Yaia  -  ly    you  strug-gle  from  Him     to    hide —  What  will  you  do  with  Je  -  sus  ? 


^ 


-:^ 


^HHn^-^=^ 


*-^- 


^ 


^4-^ 


i 


Chorus. 

Eiirnestly. 


Eg^£ 


with  Je 

-I- 


sus, 

4- 


t 


-1^— ^ 


Z±=r 


-4 — ^Z 


mrT 


^ — ^ — ^- 


rrf 


What  will  you   do  ? 


^ 


-t—i-T 


What  will  you  do  ?    Neu-tral  you   can  -  not        be . 

can-not  be. 

h  h  1^        f^  I    ^  I 

-^  -^  -^  -g- :     i     -^    -g-    -g-     -f-  ^  -#-  1;^ J  l>#  . 


— K K N P^ P^ 


5^ 


m 


What  will  He  do    with   me . 


:t^ 


;1= 


^=^ 


-P— P- 


Someday  your  heart  will  be    ask 


ritard. 
ing,     What  will  He  do  ? 


^      b      ^     I 
WhatwillHedo? 

ritardandn. 


S=Bi 


i^:[-'-'irrttg 

k      u^      ^      k* 


4  Shall  you  like  Peter,  your  Lord  deny  ? 
Or  shall  you  scorn  from  His  foes  to  fly  ? 
Daring  for  Jesus  to  live  or  die — 
What  will  you  do  with  Jesus  ? 


5  "  Jesus,  I  give  Thee  my  heart  to-day  ; 
Jesus,  I'll  follow  Thee  all  the  way. 
Gladly  obeying  Him,  will  you  say — 
"This  will  I  do  with  Jesus." 


Copyright,  1897,  by  A.  B.  Simpson. 


No.  47.  Co  Save  a  Poor  Slitwer. 

Rev.  John  0.  Foster,  A.  M. 


Grace  I.  Poster. 


■h 


diE^ 


n 


:-fc=JvrzKz:±z 


-A— N— 


-ff 


MiTJSr 


-^^^^^ 


1.  I'll    sing     of  the  sto  -  ry,  how    Je  -  sus  from  glo  -  ry,   Has  saved  a  poor 

2.  His    glo  -  ry  im  -  mor-tal  bright  o  -  ver  the  por  -  tal,    Has  banished  the 

3.  Tho'  sea  -  sons  of    er  -  ror,  and  mo-ments  of     ter  -  ror,  Like  bil-lows  of 

4.  My  peace  like  a    riv  -  er  Hows  on-ward  for  -  ev  -  er,      A    tide  to    e  - 


iJ 1 i_j Hj f-j — ^-m-- — » — m 1 H 1 t-s~ — « — m— 


r^ 


sin  -  ner  like    me;  That  all  who  believe  Him, and  all  who  receive Jl^m,  His 

gloom  from  the  grave;  The  Lord  has  as-cend-ed,  the  darkne^rS  is    end  -  ^d.  And 

sor-rpwraay  roll;  In  Christ  I'm  contid-ing,    in  Him    I  am  hid  -  iih^,With 

-  ter  -  ni  -  ty's     sea;  To  swell  the  old  sto-  ry  with  voic-es  in    glo  -  ry,   He 


^^m^mm^mm 


Chorus. 


S 


g 


M^ 


^m^f^m 


¥=" 


bless  -  ed   sal  -  va  -  tion  may  see.    Then  sing  the  glad  cho  -  rus.    His 

now    He     is  •  might  -  y  to  save.  ~ 

"    -  ty    and     rest    to  my  'soul, 

a    poor   sin  -  der  like  me. 


^m 


pg^i^^^ 


^^PPp 


f^=^-1i^=f 


ban-ner    is  o'er  us.  His  mer  -cy    is  boundless  and    free,  From  heaven  de  - 


.UN.  ^  rif. 


« 


scended.  His  love  is     ex-tended,   To  ^  save     a  poor  sin-ner  like     me. 


S^ipSi^^ 


,=f=f=': 


■t=r=:r- 


^  Copyright,  1895,  by  W.  P.  Diimi  &  Co.,  Chicago.    By  per. 
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Mo.  48. 

J.  W.  H. 


0rim  Dot  tbe  Spirit. 


J.  W.  HOLTON. 


s^^^^^l^^ 


1.  The      Spir     -      it,     O     sin  -  ner,      is     call  -  ing      thee  home, 

2.  Long      hast  thou  wan  -  dered     in    darli  -  ness      and  sin, 

3.  Oh,        come         to    the   Sav  -  iour,  He's      wait     -     ing     for       thee, 


^^^^^^^^^ 


fe^= 


=1^ 


Ten  -  der 
Seek  -  ing 
Taste       the 


ly  call  -  ing,. 
in  plea  -  sure, 
sal  -   va    -    tion. 


call    -    ing        to    -    day ; 

con  -  science     to          drown; 
of   -    fered       to    -    day; 


p^^-i4j=£ 


f=f^^=^ 


^^pb^ 


^~T^rrp^ 


^ 


He       gent    -    -    ly      en -treats 

O         heed  the   still  voice 

Sweet     peace  it    will  bring, 


you 
that 


no       long 
is        striv 
from      sin 


-    er      to    roam, 

ing  with  -  in, 
make  you     free, 


^=:f=fz 


^ 


JEE^z 


^ 


mM 


mB=i=nFm 


O,        hear       His      sweet       voice         and      o    -    bey 

Ac    -    cept       now       the  cross         and     its       crown.. 

O,      grieve      not       the  Spir    -    -    it        a    -    way. . . 


m^ 


■0-^ — 9  '  \    9 


m 


t^. 


-^-^ 


Copyright,  1894,  by  Myland  &  Kirk. 


6riWe  Hot  tbe  Spirit.     Concluded. 


Refrain. 


Call     -     ing  tliee    home,    

calling  thee  home, 


no        more    to       roam, 

yes,    no  more   to  roam, 


-j--=^ 


m^^^U^4M^^mMMi 


^fct;^fcf=f^a^;^^fe^=|^ 


Ten    -    der  -  ly       call     -     ing    to  -  day 

yes,  ten  -  der  -  ly    call  -  ing    to    -    day. 


m- 


j^^^j^ 


'■^^^-,t^ 


t-t^-p- 


$^^ 


i 


J j_ 


+-. b W f— 


ipi=i=ii 


^       \^       ^ 
Yield        to    His    voice, 


and  make  heav'n  your  choice. 


^m. 


pr= 


to  His  voice. 


-^ ^ (•- 


esShE^^e 


1^ 


yes,  make  heav'n  your  choice, 

I 


^• ^- 


1i=f?: 


-4^=i= 


!^ 


Xi=^ 


^_^ 


^^ 


^m 


=1= 


n 


-t=4z 


-^- — -• #- 


n'~r"^"^^ 


O,  grieve    not     the   Spir  -  it a  -    way 

O,  grieve  not  the  Spir-it      a  -  way. 


m=^ 


-h — h^h^^=^i h-  ^-.  -^—. F-£- 
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r^^^^r- 


-n-^ 


No.  49. 


A     !NI.  tORlTRL 


tife  at  tfte  &m 


By  per.,  D.  C.  WnffittT. 


1.  Con:.e.  weary  soul,  by  sin  oppress'd,  Nor  wait  and  suffer  loss;  Come,  "heavy 

2.  One  prayer  a  -  lone   is  all  you  need,  ''Lord,  save  a  sinner  lost;*'  One  mer-it 

3.  I    came  be-neath  my  load  of  sin,      I  fear'd  my  soul  was  lo8t;The  blessed 

4.  I   live  beneath  the  Saviour's  smile,  And  seek  to  save  thelost;  And  feed  on 


SHi^E 


t:LU^-^=:h.f^. 


WMi 


la -den,"  seeking  rest,  You'll  find   it .  at  the  cross.  A   healing  tide  from 

on  -  ly  may  you  plead — The  mer  -  it  i.  of  the  cross ;  His  po w'r  alone,  your 

Saviour  took  me  in,      And  sav'dme  -at  the  cross ;  His  word  eachday,  I 

heavenly  manna  while    I  >  glo-  ry  in  the  cross;  His  word  I'll  plead,  for 


mE^^EiS^^^^EEEi: 


Cal  vary'sside.  Is  flow-ing  for  the  lost ;    For   sinful  bane  and  guilt-y  stain,^    \ 
heart  ofstone,Can  melt  and  burn  its  dross.  And  give  you  peace  and  sweet  re]ease» 
now  o -bey.  And  count  all  things  butloss,  For  joy  divine,  that  He    is  mine, 
ev  -  ery  need.  His  blood  has  paid  the  cost;  H  e  saves  niys6ul,and  makes  me  whole. 


ii-^^z 


Chorus. 


There's  cleansingVat  the  cross. 

By     kneeling  >at  the  cross. 

Thro'  par- don  ;  at  the  cross. 

By    trust-ing  J  in  the  cross. 


^i^ 


A  cleansingjtide. ."'.. .  .^  by  faith  1 


Acleansiiigtide^ 


^^m^^^^^^^^^^^ 


■^-^'^-^^ 


side is  flowing   free Behoh.L  he^j 

From  Jesus' sid^      ^   "    isflowingfree. 
_f-^#-#- «-#-#-# 


see, From  Je-sus' ,  side is  flowing   free Behoh.L  \^J 

by  faith  I  see,  From  Jesus' sid^      ^'  ^    isflowingfree. 


w&^^m 


Copyright,  \^/i,  by  P.  C  Wuight. 


Clfe  at  Cbe  Cms.     Concluded. 


hold ....   on  Cal-  va-ry The     cross,  the  won-der-  ful  cross 

Behold,  behold  on  Calvary,  wonderful  cross. 


No.  50. 

Samuel  Msdlbv. 


Western}  Melody. 


=J==}= 


M^S^mM 


ESEEfe* 


1.  A -wake,  my  soul,  to       joy- ful  lays,  And  sing  thy    great  Redeemer's  praise 

2.  He    saw  me   ru  -  ined    in   the  fall.  Yet  loved  me    not-  withstanding  all; 

3.  Tho'num'roushostsof   mighty    foes,  Tho' earth  and  hell      my  way  op -pose. 

4.  When  troubled,  lik'e  a     gloomy  cloud.  Has  gath-ered  thick  and  thunder'd  loud 


m 


m^^^ 


_j — 2J — J 


•  ly  claims  a  song  from  me,  Hislov 
me  from  my  lost  es  -  tate,  His  lov 
ly  leads  my  soul  a  -  long.  His  lov 
my  soul  has  al-ways  stood,  His  lov 


ing  -  kind  -  ness'j  oh,  how  free !  j 
ing  -  kind -ness,  oh,  how  great!  ■ 
ing- kind- ness,  oh,  how  strong! 
ing  -  kind  -  ness,  oh,  how  good  I 


^^^^^^^i^^pi 


■L,ov-ing  - Icindness,  lov  -  ing-kindness,  His  lov  -  ing-  kind-ness,  oh,  how  free ! 
Lov-ing  -  kindness,  lov  -  ing-kindness,  His  lov  -  ing  -  kind-ness,  oh,  how  great ! 
Loviing  -  kindness,  lov  -ing-kindness,  His  lov  -  ing  -  kind-ness,  oh,  howstrongl 
Lov-ing  -kindness,  lov  -  ing-  kindness,  His  lov  -  ing  -  kind-ness,  oh,  how  good ! 


No.  51. 

B.  C. 

mp  Moderato. 


Cbc  thm  Biddm  Tor  tDc  Soul 


$ 


\     N 


I 


B.   COLLER. 


4- 


aSEjE^JEPf^^^g^E^ 


"^ 


-d 1 p — ^ 


1.  In  bright    an  -  gel  -  ic  garb  ap  -  pear  -  ing,    "With  words    so  seem-ing  -  ly     di  • 

I 


BPfPlT^  i[[[  -0^^^^^^ 


1      s 

A      sun  -  ny         sl?:y, 


m 


^ 


I  b  b  I   t  b   r 


a      smil  -  in; 
A      sun  -  ny      sky, 

-    '    '  ^ — fr 


^- 


%- 


p^ 


ife 


of   sweet  -  est 


a     smil  -  ing    sea, 


^m 


A    brim-ming  cup 

^   r 

-•-        -#-        -9-         ^ 


^^ 


m. 


m 


^-pc 


ZU  Zhm  Bidders  Tor  tbe  Soul.    Concluded. 


i 


/  Chorus,  a  tempo. 


=P=^- 


?3^^=^=i^r 


:t 


^^^ 


:^ 


^ 


Choose     ye       to  -  day,      'tis     the   Spir  -  it's  plead  -  ing  voice ;    Choose     ye       to  - 


^ 


It 


^ — F- 


i 


^^i 


=1=^ 


-day,    make  the   Sav  -  iour  now  your  choice ;      Je    -    sus       a  -  lone      can  your 


=t 


l^feE£ 


fe^cfc 


Si6 


4=t= 


=t=^ 


m 


2  The  World  with  manifold  attractions, 

Is  also  bidding  for  thy  soul ; 
"O  give  me  now  thy  heart's  affections, 
I'll  bring  thee  to  thy  cherished  goal. 
Is  wealth  and  glory  thy  ambition  ? 

Is  it  to  fame  thou  dost  aspire  ? 
If  thou  wilt  close  with  my  condition, 
I'll  give  thee  all  thy  heart's  desire." 

3  One  Bidder  more  thy  choice  is  waiting, 

He  yearns.  He  claims  thee  as  His  own 
**  Child  of  My  heart,  why  hesitating  ? 
For  thee  I  left  the  Father's  throne. 


For  thee  I  trod  the  path  of  anguish, 
For  thee  endured  the  crown  of  thorn, 

Thro'  death  and  darkness  1  did  languish 
To  bring  to  thee  a  brighter  dawn." 

4  Thou  bleeding  Lamb,  Thy  love  has  broken 

This  stony  heart,  my  choice  is  made ; 
The  deed  is  done,  Thy  Blood  the  token, 

My  all  is  on  Thine  altar  laid; 
The  Temiiter^s  snare,  the  WorWs  alluring, 

Shall  never  draw  me  from  Thy  side, 
Henceforth  for  Thee  the  worst  enduring, 

I'll  dwell  beneath  Thy  riven  side. 


No.  62. 


A.S. 


3e$u$  T$  tenderly  Pleading. 


I 


Tenok.     Very  effective  if  played  hy  Violin  or  Cornet. 

[v  [N  ^  [N   |s  ,N   ^  ^  1^  I        ^  ^ 


Anna  Simpson. 


-J^-J^ 


-l-^^^-l 


§3^: 


km^  t  I  r 


^^nnrr 


Era 


Soprano. 

1.  Je  -  sus    is    ten  -  der  -  ly    plead-ing    to  -  daj^  O  wea  -  ry   sin  -  ner  why 

2.  Je  -  sus   has  knocked  and  so  oft  been  de  -  nied,  See,  He  stands  waiting  with 


cfcft: 


i 


■iJLU._a 


N       N        N       N 


^ 


i 


^ 


r^n^=^H^=^ 


v=i^- 


turn  you     a  -  way? 
sword-pierc-ed    side, 


Great  is    His    of  -  fer,    ac  -  cept     it      I    pray, 
Oft    He  has    striv-en  tho'    you  have  de  -  tied; 


** 


Copyright,  by  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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3e$tts  T$  Cewderly  Pleading,   concluded. 


rit. 
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^ 
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*En-  ter    Lord  here," 


Oh  !  how  His  heart  for    j^ou       bleeds . 


No. 

J.  A. 


53. 


Kcdecming  Cove. 


i 


C. 

Moderato. 


Judge  Thos.  E.  Lowe. 

-Pi-  "*• 


w^m 


=1= 
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Re-deeming  Love  !  Re-deeming  Love  !  This  is  the 
The  an -gel  hosts  all  wond'ring  see,  But  fail  to 
And  here  on  earth    the  pow'r  is  giv'n,      To  sing  this 


^ 


^  *  ^ 


theme      of    Saints  above; 
solve       the     mys-te-ry; 
sweet  -  est  song  of  heav'n  ; 
tid    -    ings     o'er   a-gain; 


^ 


e^ 


kSS 


J-J^ 


fe^rrjE 


i 


rit. 


E 


K --j;^;t--n-k-^- 


^^ 


ijt::it=if: 


Ar-ray'd  in  heav'ns  own  spotless  white;  Chant  they  this  song  with  pure  de  -  light. 
They  hear  en-tranced,  this  no-blesong,  Of  souls  re-deemeOx  a  migh -ty  throng. 
And  our  poor  voic  -  es  e'en  to  raise.  In  notes  of  loud  ana  joy  -  ous  praise. 
Oh,  earth  be  -  low,     oh,  heav'n  a  -  bove,  Sing  ye  the    song,    Re-deem-ing    Love. 


Chorus.  slowly.  ritard. 


Re  -  deem  -  ing    Love, 


Re  -  deem-ing    Love,         Re  -  deem  -  ing  Love. 


1 1 y y L. 1 1 


No.  54 

Rev.  a.  S.  HtJuoff. 


aiaiting  at  tbe  Pool. 


Wm.  G.  Fischbb, 


i^^ 


1.  Thousands  stand  to-day  inisorrow,  Waiting, at  the  pool;  Saying  they  will 

2.  Sonls,  your  filthy  garments  wearing,  Waiting  at  the  pool;  Hearts,  your  heavy 

3.  Thousaudsonce  werestanding  near  you,  Waiting  at  the  pool;  Come  theirvoices 

4.  Mother  leaves  the  son,  the  daughter,  Waiting  at  the  pool;  Calls  to  them  a- 

5.  Step  in  boldly— death  may  smite  you,  Waiting  at  the  pool ;  Je  -  sua  may  no 


wash  to  -  morrow.  Waiting 
bur  -  den  bearing,  Waiting 
back  to  cheer  you.  Waiting 
^ross  the  wa  -  ter,  Waiting 
more    in'-vite  you.  Waiting 


at  the  pool; 

at  the  pool; 

at  the  pool; 

at  the  pool; 

at  the  pool; 


H^   r_^ 


0th  -  ers  step    in 
Can      it      be  you 
Back  from  Canaan's 
You    can    nev  -  er 
Faith    is  near  you, 


leftand  right,  Wash  their  stained  garments  white,  Leaving  you  in  sorrow's  night, 
never  heard,  Jesus  long  a  -  go  hath  stirred  The  waters  with  His  mighy  word, 
happy  shore,  Sorrows  past  and  labor  o'er,  Where  they  stand  in  tears  no  more, 
more  embrace  Mother,  or  behold  her  face\  If  you  keep  the  sinner's  place, 
take  her  hand,  Seek  with  her  the  better  land,  And  no  longer  doubting  stand 


^^^^^^^m 


^m 


fe^^EH^ 


^^te 
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■0-i-^-, 


f^-^-f^^r^ 


Waiting    at    the  pool.      Waiting,  wait  -  ing,  waiting  at  the      pool. 


i^fe^^fei 
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V>}  -jxi"i Mission* 
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No.  55.       VesKraav,  Co-Day  and  Co»momw. 

J,  E.t»  —  Rev.  J.  E.  LiSCEtCT. 


'"^LJ''  I   ^  ^•^^"^"^^^^^~^^^T~^ — rir: — 


:zt5zr»sr:;v-i- 


:aE 


s=i=i=i^=s^ 


1.  Yesterday  I\varider'din  the  paths  of      sin»        Danger  all  around  me, 

2.  To-day I'mstandihgaskingjoh^whatshallldo?   Sorrow  overwhehns  me, 

3.  To-morro'wl'mdreadmg»formyfoe3willassail,    E  -  vil  passions  in  me. 


-* — C — ^ — IS? — 1- — I I    I — 
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liE^^E^^t^ 
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Death  straight beforeme;  Yesterdaytheworldcrazedmysoul  with  its  din, — 
Cal  -  vary  constrains  me;  To-dayI'm  halting  here  with  forgiveness  in  view, 
Temp-ters  all  about  me;  To*morrowI'm  sure  all  my  own  strength  will  fail» 


1 


H»    '■■f    »- 


■»■     •0-    ■»-  -m-  ■9-  ■»-  ■^  ■$-  -^t^    V-    t     £ 


t=t: 
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'  CHORUS. 
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I  . 

_  JercyBanghersweetnotesinvaiu. 

^ercysingshersweetnotesagain.  Oh!  hear  her  calling,  0-ver  ami  o-ver, 
Mercy  thou  '  altnot  sing  in  vain. 


■^  -P-  *■  *-  -^ 


^^ 
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^3^E^? 
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^^5^^ 


;^  i/ 


^  li^ 


yTi? 


^     ^ 


Oh!  hear  her  calling,    .   Lis- ten!      be    still  I  X     can -not  bear  to  re- 


^ 


sist    a-nylotiger.SiJeakonce  a- gain  and   ni  hearken,—         I    will. 
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No.  56. 


fic  Set  m  3oy'Ben$  Ringing. 


E.  E.  Hewitt. 


By  per.,  Jno.  R  SwENmr? 
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m 
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1.  Ob,  bless  the  Lord,  he  cleansed  my  soul,  And  filled  my  lips  with  singing; 

2.  He  placed  roy  feet  up  -  on  the  Rock,  The  on  -  ly  sure  foundation;^ 

3.  His .  promise  is     -  for  "  all  the  days,"  His  love  for  me  is    car-  ing; 

4.  Then  let  me  tell    the  hap- py  news  To  oth  -  er  ^ou Is  around  me ; 
6.        His  love  is  call -ing,  seeking  still,  Come,  ev-  'ry  burden  bringing; 


i!^ 
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He  came  in' my  poor,  sin- ful  heart,  And  set    the  joy-bells'ringing. 

He  shows  me  wonders  of  his  grace,  The  blessings  of  sal  -  va  -  tion. 
While  in  the  "  Father's  House  "  above,  A    mansion  hfe's  pre-  par-  ing, 

I'm  safe  within  the  blessed  fold,  For  Je  -  sus  came  and  found  me,^ 
The  touch  of  Christ  within  your  heart  Will  set  the' joy-bella  ringing. 
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Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  he  first  loved  me,   I    feel    new  life  up- springing; 
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He  came  in  my    poor,  sin-  ful  heart,  And  set    the  joy -bells  ringing. 
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0,  1  timr  Can  forget. 


By  per.,  Rev.  Elisha  A.  HoFJiFkAN. 


,    <  Oh,        I      nev-er    can    for  -  get,  For    It      lin-gerswith  me   yet, 

^'  \  When  the    bur-den  rolled  a  -  way,  And  my  night  was  tur'ndto  day, 

o  ]l  re  -  mem-ber    It     so    well,  And  my  grief     I     can  not  tell, 

'^'  X  But       I  turned  un  -  to    the  Lord,  And    by    trusting      in    His  Word 
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The    sweet  joy  when  my  sins   were   for-giv'n;    > 
Earth  seemed  almost  transformed  in  -  to  heav'n.  J 
When  con -Vic  -  tion  first  came     to    my   soul; 
I        was   saved  and  made  coi^clous-  ly  whole, 


was  down  at:  the 
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woiidrous  grace  receiVed,  And  my  sins  were  washed  away,    happy  day  I 
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Now  my  heart  is  full  of  song.  Brother,  burdened  with  your  sin. 

Halleluiahs  thrill  my  tongue,  1  Do  you  long  for  peace  within? 

For  His  love  and  His  goodness  I  know ;  I    Come  to  Jesus,  your  Savior  and  friend; 
How  can  I  but  praiseHls  ijame,  I  Unto  Him  your  sins  confess, 

And  His  matchlesslove  proclaim,  [snow,  j  He  will  pardon,  save,  and  bless, 

Who  has  washed  me  as  white  as  the  |    And  of  sorrow  and  sin  mako^an  end,   ' 
•I    '  Copyright,  1894,  by  The  Hoffman  Music  Co.,  Cleveland. 
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Come  U  jt$m. 


Louise  Shepard. 
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1.  Come      to       Je  -  sus,    heart  -  sick  broth  -  er,    Come      to  -   clay.   Come    to-day, 

2.  Ev    -    'ry     sin  -  spot     He      is       tak  -  ing     All  a  -  way,     Ail       a-way; 

3.  Bless  -  ed      Je    -    sus,     I       will     trust  Thee,  Though  Thou  slay,  Though  Thou  slay; 

4.  Hearts  are  strung  with  chords   of    pleas  -  ure,     On      them  play,     On   them  play, 
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He      will  nev  -  er  cast    thee  from  Him,  Ne'er    say      nay.  Ne'er    say    nay ; 

Walk  -   ing  in      His  ho  -    ly  foot  -  steps  Day      by      day,  Day       by    day ; 

Mould    and  fash  -  ion  all      my  be  -    ing    Like     the     clay,  Like     the  clay; 

Breath     of  God,     di  -  vin  -  est  meas-ure,   Some  sweet  lay,  Some  sweet  lay; 
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Broth  -  er,     all      thy    vain     en  -  deav  -  or,    Doth       it  pay?     Doth       it    pay? 

Cast    ■'  ing    all      thy    care     up  -    on    Him,    He  doth  say,      He       doth  say, 

Let    me  through  these  days    of      test  -  ing  Watch  and  pray.   Watch  and  pray, 

Hard  -  est    toil    and    heav  -  y        la  -    bor    Seem  like  play.  Seem    like  play, 
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thee.  Yes,        al  -  way.  Yes,       al  -  way. 

thee,  Ev    -    'ry    day,  Ev  -     'ry    day." 

wer,  Al  -    ways.  Yea,  Al  -  ways.  Yea. 

pects  Like      a      ray.  Like        a    ray. 


Come     to    Him,   He  will     up  -  hold 

"I        am    car  -  ing  al  -  ways    for 

And      to     all     Thy  prov  -  ing    ans  ■ 

Cloud  -  ed  skies    and  drea  -  rv    pros  - 
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6  Oh  !  the  coming  of  the  Saviour — 
Soon  He  maj^ 
And  my  heart  is  turning  ever 

Up  that  way. 
Never  could  these  throbbing  he  tr^,  .strings 

E'er  betray; 
For  He's  soon  and  swiftly  comi  ,^, 
Some  sweet  day. 
Louise  Shepard. 


5  Heavenly  strength  and  health  are  given 
As  my  day. 
No  assault  of  fierce  temptation 

Can  waylay; 
Every  sickness.  He  will  take  it 

All  away, 
He,  His  strength  in  hours  of  weakness 
Will  display,, 

Copynght,  1897, 
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/I.  yAU  glo  -  ry  to  ,.  Jc-sus  be,  giv'ii,Tliat  life  and  sal  -  va-tion  are"  ffreel 
2.*  From  clark-ncss  and  sin  and  des^^  pair, /Out  in  -  to  the  light  of  His  ,  love,\ 
^3.  Oh,  the  rap  -  tur-ous  heights  of  His^  love,'  The  mea-sure-less  depths  of  His  grace  ; 
.4.^  -^In  :^  Him  ^  all  my  mnts^arc^ip  -  plied,  His  lovejmakes  my  hea-ven  be  ,-  low,/^ 
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il.  And  fall    may  be  washV  and  for^  giv'u,  And  Jo  -  siis  can  save  ^  e -Yen~y  li  e  t,  ,    j 
2.  He  has  brought  me  and  made  me  $  an'^  he  r^To  king-doms  and  man-sions  a .  -  bove:^  \    i 


3.'^,Myfsoul  "all  His  fiil-uess  would  pre  re,  And  live    in  His  lov-ing  em-biace.\ 
4.   Andf  free'Slyj.  His  blood  is/'^ap,  -  plied,  His  blood  that  makes  whiter  than  sriow  ! 
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blood^akes  meJjileaii^For  His  blood  wash  -  es;    whi^_-ter^thau       snow  f 
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No.  60. 

E.  E.  K8WITT. 


It  3u$t  Suits  me. 


WM.  J.  KlRJtPATRtCK; 


1.  What     a     won-der-M    sal  -  va-tion  !For    its  length, and  breadth  and  height 

2.  Oh,       this  bless  -  ed  "who- so  -  ev  -  er,"Call  -  ing  ev  -  'ry     one    who    willr 

3.  Pre  -  cious  prom  -  is  -  es     of     Je-sus,  Sweeping  ev  -  'ry      hu  -  man  need  T- 

4.  What      a     per-fect.pres-ent  Sav-iour!What  a     true  and    lov  -  ing  friend, 
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Far  ex -eel  the  grandest  knowledge  Of   the      ser  -  a  -  phim^  in  light; 

To  the  sparkling,liv  -  ing   wa  -  ters  Flowing    ful   -  ly,   free  -  ly     still ; 

For  the  grace  of    our    Re-deem-er     Must  our  high  -  est  thought  ex-ceed ; 

Can  we  ev-  er  praise  Him  rightly?  Tell  how  grace    and  glo  -  ry  blend? 
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I       can    nev  -  er,  nev  -  er  "fath-om  Half  its    ho  -  ly  mys  -  te  -  ry, 

No,     I      know  not  why  He  loves  me,  But  His  blood   is  all  '  my  •  plea ; 

To     the   might- y,  roy  -  al  storehouse  Lpt  me    use  the  gol  -  den  key. 

Now  the  Prince  of  Peace  is  reign-ing,  O  -  ver  -  rul  -  ing  all       I       see; 
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But  I  know  it  is  for  sin-ners,  And  it  just  suits  me. 
I  can  trust  His  "who- so- ev  -  er,"  For  it  just  suits  me. 
Find  the  spe- cial, ten- der  promise  That  will  just  suit  me. 
So,  what-ev  -er    lot     He  or-ders,  May    it   just  suit  me. 
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me,    It   just  suits  me.  This  won-der-ful  sal-va  -  tion,  It  just 


suits  m 
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No.  61.         Qracc!  'tis  a  Cbarmind  Sound. 

Philip  Doddridge.  SILVER  STREET.    S.  M. 
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Isaac  Smith. 
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1.  Grace!  'tis  a  charm -ing  sound,  Har  -  mo-nious      to      mine  ear; 

2.  Grace    first  contrived     a       way      To      save      re  -    bel  -  lious  man ; 

3.  Grace    led  my  wandering     feet      To    tread    tlie  heaven  -  ly  road; 

4.  Grace     all  the  work  shall  crown,  Thro'     ev  -    er  -    last-  ing  days; 
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with  the       ech  -    o    shall    re    - 

all  the     steps    that  grace  dis 

new  sup  -  plies    each  hour    I 

lays  in    heaven    the    top -most 
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sound,  And  all  the  earth  shall  hear, 
play,  Which  drew  the  won  -  drous  plan, 
meet,  While  press  -  ing  on  to  God. 
stone,      And   well     de  -  serves    the   praise. 
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No.  63.      0  tbat  tny  Coad  of  Sin  were  Gone. 


C.  Wesley. 
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Thomas  J.  Raynee. 
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1.  0     that  my  load  of    sin     were  gone !     O     that    I  could  at  last     sub  -  mit 

2.  When  shall  mine  eyes  behold     the  Lamb  ?  The  God  of    my   sal  -  va  -  tion    see  ? 

3.  Rest     for  my    soul    I   long      to    find;    Sav  -  iour  of    all,     if  mine  Thou    art, 

4.  I  would,  but  Thou  must  give  the  pow'r.  My  heart  from  ev  - 'ry    sin       re -lease; 
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At      Je-sus'  feet  to  lay    it    down,  To     lay   my  soul    at      Je  -  sus'    feet. 

Wea  -  ry,    O  Lord,Thouknow'stIam;  Oh,    that    I  now  might  come  to    Thee. 

Give    me  Thy  meek  and  low-ly    mind.  And  stamp  Thine  image    on      my   heart. 

Bring  near,  bring  near  the  joyful    hour.  And    fill    me  with  Thy    per  -  feet  peace. 
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Jlinazind  Grace. 


«feremlah  Ingalls,  1804.    Apr.  H.,  1883. 


maz  -  in  g  grace!    how     sweet  the  sound,That  saved  a    wretch  like    me  I 
once  was  lost,       but       now  am  found;  Was  blind,  but  now    I         see. 


"f  was  grace  that  taught  my  heart  to  fear.  And  grace     my  fears  re  -    lieved ; 


I        ^  '  w  r        r 

-^  How  pre- clous  did  that  grace  appear,       The     hour  I       first  be    -    lieved; 


Through  many  dangers  toils  and  snares,   Yes,  when  this  flesh  and  heart  shall  fail, 
I  have  already  come;  And  mortal  life  shall  cease; 

'Tis  grace  has  brought  me  safe  thus  far,    I  shall  possess  within  the  veil, 
And  grace  will  lead  me  home.  A  life  of  joy  and  peace. 

The  earth  shall  soon  dissolve  like  snow, 

The  sun  forbear  to  shine; 
But  God  who  called  me  here  below, 
Will  be  forever  mine. 
,  John  Newton,  ab.,  1779. 
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T  Saw  One. 


I  saw  One  hanging  on  a  tree, 

In  agonies  and  blood, 
Who  fixed  His  languid  eyes  on  me, 

As  near  His  cross  I  stood. 

Sure  never  till  my  latest  breath 

Can  I  forget  that  look; 
It  seemed  to  charge  me  with  His  death. 

Though  not  a  word  He  spoke. 

My  conscience  felt  and  owned  the  guilt. 
And  plunged  me  in  despair; 

I  saw  my  sins  His  blood  had  spilt. 
And  helped  to  nail  Him  there, 


Alas,  I  knew  not  what  I  did! 

But  now  my  tears  are  vain: 
Where  shall  my  trembling  soul  be  hid? 

For  I  the  Lord  have  slain! 

A  second  look  He  gave,  which  said, 

"I  freely  all  forgive; 
This  blood  is  for  thy  ransom  paid; 

I  die  that  thou  mayst  live." 

Thus  while  His  death  my  sin  displays 

In  all  its  blackened  hue, 
Such  is  the  mystery  of  grace. 

It  seals  my  pardon  too. 

John  Newton,  ab..  1779. 


No.  65.        On  Calvary  tftere  Stood  a  &m. 


Rev.  Elisua  a.  Hoffman. uy  per* 

Slow. 


Rev.  J.  H.  WelcHv 
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1.  On     Cal  -  va  -  ry  there  stood  a  Cross,  And  nailed  thereon  was  One 

2.  There  the  Re-deem-er  gave  His  blood  To  ran-som     me  from  sin, 
.S.  Up  -  on  that  Cross,  that  bit  -  ter  Cross,  My  weight  of  guilt  He  bore, 
4.  Be  -  fore   that  cross   I   weep  and  pray,  And  worship  and  a  -  dore, 
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Who'^as  the  bear- er  of  my  sin,  God's  well-be  -  lov  -  ed  Son 
And  made  an  end  of  all  my  guilt,  And  brought  redemption  in. 
Se  -  cured  a  clear-ance  for  my  sins;  My  soul  can  ask  no  more, 
And  God's  free  grace  I   will  lexntol    And^  laud  for   ev-er-more. 
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Oh,  the  blood    of     the  Lamb  I  Oh,    the   l^lood  of     the  Lamb 
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,That   was  shed    on      Cjar^vfiT -'ry!       It' wag*  shed  for    you, 

:         ■    J.    !    ^•-     _      -      . 


i 


fe 


i 


P^^^i^ 


1 


i 


=1= 


=1= 


r^-f—r 


^ 


it    was  shed    for     me,  When  _  He    died     up  -  on      the    tiree.! 
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STEPHANOS.    P.  M 


JM  Cbott  aieary. 


fi.  W.  Bakeh. 


Hath  He  marks  to  lead  me  to  Him, 

If  He  be  my  Guide?— 
"In   His   feet   and   hands   are   wound- 

And  His  side."  [prints, 

Is  there  diadem,  as  Monarch, 

That  His  brow  adorns? — 
"Yea,  a  crown,  a  very  surety; 

But  of  thorns." 
If  I  nnd  Him  if  I  follow. 

What  His  guerdon  here? — 
"Many  a  sorrow,  many  a  labor, 

Many  a  tear." 


If  I  still  hold  closely  to  Him, 

What  hath  He  at  last?— 
"Sorrow  banished,  labor  ended, 

Jordan  passed." 
If  I  ask  Him  to  receive  me. 

Will  He  say  me  nay? — 
"Not  till  earth,  and  not  till  heaven 

Pass  away." 
Finding,  following,  keeping,  struggling. 

Is  He  sure  to  bless?— 
"Saints,  apostles,  prophets,  martyrs, 

Answer,  Yes." 
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Come,  Saitb  3e$u$. 
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Come,  saith  Jesus'  sacred  voice, 
Come,  and  make  my  paths  your  choice; 
I  will  guide  you  to  your  home, 
Weary  pilgrim,  hither  come! 
Thou  who,  houseless,  sole,  forlorn, 
Long    hast    borne    the    proud    world's 

scorn, 
Long  hast  roamed  the  barren  waste, 
Weary  wanderer,  hither  haste. 


Ye  who,  tossed  on  beds  of  pain, 
Seek  for  ease,  but  seek  in  vain; 
Ye,  by  fiercer  anguish  torn, 
In  remorse  for  guilt  who  mourn: 
Hither  come!  for  here  is  found 
Balm  that  flows  for  every  wound; 
Peace  that  ever  shall  endure, 
Rest  eternal,  sacred,  sure. 
Anna  Letitia  Babbaulp,  ab.,  1825. 
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Ulben  tiny  Crucified  my  Cord. 


PLANTATION  SONfi. 
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how  they     cru  -    ci  -  fled 
how  they  crown'd  Him  with 
how  they  nail'd  Him      to 
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the  thorns, 
the     tree, 

J 

1 

my 
the 
the 

1 

Lord, 
thorns, 
tree, 

r 

^•^•+t  It        1       r 

•        P        P        •        P  - 

[^4f,.'^/i        , 

11                    M                »                ^      • 

^^-y  '^  '  t  /      ^ 

/._ 

Pill 

1 

W              b         r          ! ,          ! ,          1 7 

r^  •                        1 

r 

[,        ^        '         '         ' 

r 

i 


z$^- 


^m 


^3-3-:^Tlf 


-t9- 
I 

my 
the 
the 


When      I       tliink       how    they    cm  -   ci  -  lied        my    Lord, 


When      I 
When      I 
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think       liow    they  crown'd  Him  with     the  thorns, 
thing       how    they  nail'd  Him      to        the    tree, 


Lord, 

thorns, 

tree, 
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to  trem  -  ble,  trem  -  ble,  trem  -  ble, 
to  trem  -  ble,  trem  -  ble,  trem  -  ble, 
to    trem  -  ble,  trem  -  ble,  trem  -  ble, 
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I      think       how     they    cru  -    ci  -  tied     my      Lord,       my  Lord. 

I      think       how    they  crown'd  Him  with    the    thorns,      the  thorns. 

I      think       how    they  nail'd  Him      to      the      tree,        the  tree. 
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4.  When  I  think  how  they  pierced  Him  in  the  side. 

5.  When  I  think  how  they  laid  Him  in  the  tomb. 

6.  When  I  think  how  the  stone  was  rolled  away. 

7.  When  I  think  how  He  rose  up  from  the  grave. 

Copyright,  1837,  by  May  Agnew. 
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in  tenderness  Re  Sougbt  lite. 
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W.  Spsmcer  Walton 


By  per,  A   j.  Gordon 


^EE£ 
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1.  In       ten  -  der  -  ness    ITe     sought     me,  Wea  •    ry    and  sick   with  sin,  And 

2.  *Hc    wash'd  the   bleed  -  ing      sin  -  wounds, And  poured  in     oil      and  wine;  He 

3.  He    point  -  ed      ta      the      nail  -  prints.  For       me    His  blood  was  shed,  A 

4.  I'm        sit  -ting    m       His     pres  •  ence.    The     sun-  shine  of      Hi§  face.  While 
5..  So      while     the  hours    are     pass    •  ing.j   [AH     now      is    per  -  feet  rest. 

-    _^  ,  "— ^ 


I  I        I       • 


on  His  shoulders  brought  me,.Back  to  His  fold  a  -  gam.  While,  an  gels  in  His 
whispered  to  as  -  sure  me, "I've  found  thee, thou  art  Mine;'"  I  nev  -  er  heard  a 
mock-ing  crown  so  thorn  -  y,  Was  placed  upon     His   head:  1     won-dered  what     He 

with     a-dor'-ing   won  -  der    His  blessings  I        re  -trace.  It  seems  as      if  e   - 

wait  -  ing  for  the  morn  -  ing.The  brightest  and  the     best.  When, He  will  call       us 

^    .«.  .^.    If:    ^..    ^    -£:    #. 
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-W^t^- 


pres  -     ence  sang  Un   ., 
sweet  -    er     voice,       It 
saw        in       me,        To 

ter    -     nal     days  Are 

to        His    side,  To 
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til 
made 
suf 
far 
be 
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the  courts      of       Heav 
my      ach        ing      heart 


fer    such 

too    short 

with     Him, 


deep      ag 
to       sound 
His      spot    • 


His 
less 


rang, 
joice! 
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praise 
bride. 
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Chorus. 
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Oh,    thebloodthatbought  me  I    Oh,  the  grace  that 
-•-      -0^  ■»-  .  -m-     ^        -  .       -^-    -^-  -^-    -^ 


Oh,    the  love  that   sought    me ! 
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brought  me   to      the      fold, 
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Wondrousgrace  that  brought  me  to     the      fold! 


No.  70. 

8S  &  8s. 
Lord,  I  hear  of  showers  of  blessing 
Thou  art  scattering  full  and  free; 
Showers  the  thirsty  land  refreshing; 
Let  some  droppings  fall  on  me.  Even 
me. 

Pass  me  not,  O  gracious  Father! 

Sinful  though  my  heart  may  be; 
Thou  might'st  leave  me,  but  the  rather 

Let  Thy  mercy  light  on  me. 

Pass  me  not,  O  tender  Saviour! 

Let  me  love  and  cling  to  Thee; 
I  am  longing  for  Thy  favor; 

When  Thy  comest,  call  for  me. 

Pass  me  not,  O  mighty  Spirit! 

Thou  canst  make  the  blind  to  see; 
Witnesser  of  Jesus'  merit. 

Speak  the  word  of  power  to  me. 

Pass  me  not,  this  lost  one  bringing, 
Satan's  slave  Thy  child  shall  be, 

All  my  heart  to  Thee  is  springing; 
Blessing  others,  oh,  bless  me. 

Elizabeth  Codner,  1860. 


No.  71. 

H.  M. 
Blow  ye  the  trumpet,  blow. 

The  gladly,  solemn  sound; 
Let  all  the  nations  know. 

To  earth's  remotest  bound.    Chorus. 

Extol  the  Lamb  of  God, 

The  all-atoning  Lamb; 
Redemption  by  His  blood. 

Throughout  the  world  proclaim.  Cho. 

Jesus,  our  great  High  Priest, 

Hath  full  atonement  made; 
Ye  weary  spirits,  rest; 

Ye  mournful  souls,  be  glad.     Cho. 

"le  who  have  sold  for  nought. 

Your  heritage  above. 
Shall  have  it  back  unbought, 

The  gift  of  Jesus'  love.    Cho. 

Wesley,  1750. 


No.  72. 

L.  M. 
Just  as  I  am,  without  one  plea, 
But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me. 
And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to  Thee 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 


■  Just  as  I  am— poor,  wretched,  blind; 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind, 
Yea,  all  I  need,  in  Thee  I  find, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 

Just  as  I  am — Thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt  welcome,  pardon,  cleanse,  relieve, 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 

Just  as  I  am — Thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down: 
Now,  to  be  Thine,  yea,  Thine  alone, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come!  I  come! 

Charlotte  Elliott,  1841. 

No.  73. 

7s,  6l. 
From  the  cross  uplifted  high. 
Where  the  Saviour  deigns  to  die. 
What  melodious  sounds  we  hear. 
Bursting  on  the  ravished  ear! 
"Love's  redeeming  work  is  done; 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come, 

"Sprinkled  now  with  blood  the  throne, 
Why  beneath  thy  burdens  groan? 
On  my  pierced  body  laid. 
Justice  owns  the  ransom  paid; 
Bow  the  knee,  embrace  the  Son; 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come, 

"Spread  for  thee,  the  festal  board 
See  with  richest  dainties  stored; 
To  thy  Father's  bosom  pressed 
Yet  again  a  child  confessed. 
Never  from  his  house  to  roam; 
Come  and  welcome,  sinner,  come, 

Thomas.  Haweis,  1792. 

No.  74. 

L.  M. 

Oh,  do  not  let  the  word  depart. 
And  close  thine  eyes  against  the  light. 

Poor  sinner  harden  not  thy  heart; 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved —  why  not  to- 
night? 

Tomorrow's  sun  may  never  rise 
To  bless  thy  long-deluded  sight. 
This  is  the  time;  oh,  then,  be  wise! 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved —  why  not  to- 
night? 

Our  God  in  pity  lingers  still, 
And  wilt  thou  thus  his  love  requite? 
Renounce  at  once  thy  stubborn  will. 
Thou  wouldst  be  saved —  why  not  to- 
night? 
Elizabeth  Holmes  Reed,  1842. 
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KO.E.- 


I've  m$m  my  Rol>e$. 


By  per.,  e.  O.  Excelu 


1.  My  robes  were  once  so  stain'd^witib  sin)^  I^khewnothbw  to  make  them  clean^ 

2.  Tli^t  pro-mise,*' Who-so  -  evL-_^ertwill,'*  In-cliid-ed  me— in-cludes  me  still  ? 

3.  ,1      do  ^  not  doubt^  nor  do S^ I    {say,  **  I  •  hope  the  sin    is  wash'd  a-way," 

4.  Oh  !  who  will  come  and  wash  Jo  -  dayi  Till  all  their  stains  are  wasK'd  a-way ; 

z£±z 


i}^lU4±.ii=Lmm^S=4H^ 


1 .  Un  -  til    ^'a  voice  said,sweet  and  low,  *'  Go, wash — Fllmake  them  white  as  snow ! " 

2.  I    came,  and  ov  -  er,  "^.since    I  know   His  blood   it  cleans-eth  white  as  snow  I 

3.  For    in     His  Word  1 1  ^ read    it     so:    His  blood  it  cleans-eth  white  as  snow  ! 


4.    Un  .-  til     by  faith  they  see  and  know  Their  robes  are  wash'd  as  white  as  snow  ? 


I've  wash'd  my  robes .......... ..'..'. ', .  .V  i  n^gj^ejisus^  blood  ; And  He  has 

*  I've  wash'd  my  robes  ^  lin   Je- sua'  blood  ; 


made.. them  white  as  snow  ! «...  I've  wash'd  my  robes........'! ; in  J e-su? 

And-Uo'haa  made  thenj  white  aa  snow !  .    I've  wash'd  my  robes 

p  p  ^ ^ , M  m  p 


\)lood  ; And  He  has  made them  white  as  snow  ! 


And  He  has  made  them  white  as  snow,  whitcT  as^siTow 


No.  76. 

A.  B.  S. 


Step  I>y  $m 


Rev.  A.  B.  SiMPSOJ^. 


P^^^^^P^^ 


iE 


1.  'Tis     so    sweet     to  walk   with  Je-sus,     Step  by  step    and  day    by    day; 

2.  'Tis      so      safe       to  walk   with   Je  -  sus,    Lean-ing  hard     up  -   on   His    arm, 

3.  Step    by     step     I'll  walk  with  Je-sus,     Just  a       mo-ment    at       a      time, 


Jl 
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^^p^^^^^ 


I       I 

Step-ping     in        His    ve  -  ry  footprints  Walk-ing    with  Him    all    the    way. 

Following  close   -   ly  where    He  leads  us.      None  can   hurt  and  naught  can  harm. 

Heights  I      have    not  wings    to  soar    to      Step    by    step  my     feet  can  climb. 
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Choeus. 
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^^F=i^ 
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,  Step    by       step.        Step    by     step,       I      would  walk  with    Je     -      sus, 

Walk  with   Je  -  sus, 


s=t= 
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All      the 


^^ 


day, 

J 


all 


the      way,     Keep  -  ing  step    with     Je      -      sus. 

^ <K3 


^^ 
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=^: 


4  All  the  way  I'll  walk  with  Jesus, 

Thro'  the  sunshine,  thro'  the  gloom, 
Tho'  His  blood-marked  steps  may  lead  me, 
To  the  garden,  to  the  tomb. 


6  Here  a  while  we  walk  with  Jesus, 
But  the  time  will  not  be  long 
Till  the  night  shall  change  to  mornin 
And  the  sorrow  into  song. 


6  Then,  with  all  who  walked  with  Jesus, 
We  shall  walk  with  Him  in  white. 

While  He  turns  our  grief  to  gladness, 
And  our  darkness  into  light 

7  Jesus,  keep  me  closer— closer, 
Step  by  step,  day  by  day: 

Stepping  in  Thy  very  footprints. 
Walking  with  Thee  all  the  way. 
Copyriglit,  1897,  by  A.  B,  Simpson. 
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J.  O.  H. 


3m$,  1  mm  Taitbful  Be. 


J.  O.  HlLLYEtt. 
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1.  Je  -  sus,      I  would  faith  -  ful     be,      Give  me  the  pow'r,  Give    me  the  pow'r; 

2.  Je  -  sus,      I  would  talk   with  Thee,   While    in  the  waj',    While    in  the  way ; 

3.  Give  me,  Lord,  Thy  burn-ino;  heart,      To  dwell  wiih-iu,       To  dwell  within; 

4.  Thus  my    dai  -  ly    walk    shall  be  In   Thy  sweet  will.     In   Thy  sweet  will; 


£^ 
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Je  -  sus,      I  would  walk   with  Thee,  Each  passing  hour,  Each  passing  hour. 

Joy  -  ful,  while  Thy   smile    I       see.  Each  hap  -  py  day,  Each  hap  -  py  day. 

Thine  own    na  -  ture,  Lord,  im  -  part,       To    free  from  sin,       To    free  from  sin. 

Je  -  sus     on  -  ly,       on  -  ly     Thee,      My  heart  can  fill.  My  heart  can  fill. 
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Chorus. 
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In    Thy  foot-steps  place     my    feet,       As  Thou  dost  will,      As  Thou  dost  will; 
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And      if    thorns  my      path  -  way  meet,      Bid      me    be    still,     be       still. 
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By  permission. 


No.  78. 

Kev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


not  T,  but  Cbrist. 


Miss.    L.    SlIEPAllD. 
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1.  There    is        a    foe  whose  liid-den   pow'r    Tlie   Chris-tian     well    may    fear, 

2.  Tliere     ie,     like   A-nak's  sons   of      old,         A    race      of       gi  -ants     still: 

3.  Oh.  save  me   from  self-will,  dear  Lord,  Which  claims  Thy    sa  -   cred  throne; 
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More  sub  -  tie  far  than  in  -  bred  sin.  And  to  the  heart  more  dear. 
Self  -  glo  ~  ry  -  ing,  self  -  con  -  ti  -  deuce,  Self  -  seek-ing  and  self  -  will. 
Oh !      let   my  will      be     lost      in    Thine,    And      let   Thy   will      be     done. 


^^^M^_ 
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It        is    the  pow'r    of     self  -  ish  -  ness,     It        is    the   wil   -  ful  I, 

Still  must  these  haught-y     An   -    a    -  kims    By      Ca-leb's  sword  be        slain, 
Oh,    keep   me  from   self  -  con   -  fi  -  dence,  And   self  -  suf  -  fi   -   cien    -    cy; 


^^b^^ 


^^ 
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And  ere  my  Lord  can  live  in  me,  My  ver  -  y  self  must  die. 
Ere  Hebron's  heights  of  beav'n-ly  love,  Our  conqu'ring  feet  can  gain. 
Let     me    exchange  my  strength  for  Thine,     And  lean  a  -  lone    on    Thee. 


m 


^ 


4  Oh,  save  me  from  self-seeking,  Lord, 

Let  me  not  be  my  own ; 
■  A  living  sacrilice  I  come. 
Lord,  keep  me  Thine  alone. 
From  proud  vain  glory  save  me,  Lord, 

From  pride  of  praise  and  fame; 
To  Christ  be  all  the  honor  given, 
The  glory  to  His  name. 

Copyright,  1897, 


5  Oh,  Jesus,  slay  the  self  in  me 
By  Thy  consuming  breath  ; 
Show  me  Thy  heart.  Thy  wounds,  Thy  shame, 

And  love  my  soul  to  death. 
When  the  Sechinah  llame  came  down, 

E'en  Moses  could  not  stay  ; 
So  let  Thy  glory  fill  me  now, 
And  self  forever  slay, 
by  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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Consecration. 


MARY_BROWN. 


By  per.,  CARRIE  E.  ROUNSEFELL., 


1.  It       Tnay       not       be  on     the  moun  -  tains  height,    Or        o   -   ver     the 

2.  Per  -  haps       to  -  day       thei-e  are     lov    -   2ng  words  Which  Je  -  sus  would 

3.  Thera's  sute   -   ly       some  where   a      low    -  ly     pUce,    In     earth's  har  -  vest 

f^-     -m-     -^ 


6Uonn  •  y  Be?i;  It  may 
have  me  speak— Thero  inay 
fields     so    wide— Where        I 


not       be  at     the   bat  -  tie's  front  My 

be      now        in     the  paths    of      sin     Some 
may        la  ^-    bor  thro'  life's  short  day     For 
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Sav  -  iour,    if 
trust*  -  ing    my 

Still     small 
Thou     wilt 
all    to  Thy 
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voice  He  calls  ,To  ^  paths  that  I  do 
be  ','*  my  guide,  Tho'  dark  and  rug  -  ged 
ten  1-    derjicare.    And      know    -'  ing     Thou    lov    -"^ 


not     know. 
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Consecration,   concluded. 
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Thine,  Fll 
sweet,  I'll 
-cere,  I'll 
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be 


where      you      want      me  to 

What       you      want       me  to 

what       you      want      me  to  be 
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I'll      go        where  you       want      me 


go 
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dear      Lord       O  -  ver 
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moun-tain,  or      plain,    or     sea 


I'll     say      what    you     want    me 


No.  80. 

A.  B.  S. 


Umh  me,  0  6oa. 


Rev.  A.  B.  SiMPSONi 


1.  Search  nie,      O  God, 

2.  Thou      art     the  same 

3.  Give      me      the  heart 

4.  Take     my    poor  heart 


search  me  and  know  my    heart,  Try  me     and 

to  -  day  and   yes  -  ter  -  day,  0  make  Thy 

that  naught  can  change  nor  chill,  The  iove  that 

and      on  -  ly     let     me      love  The  things  that 


prove      me      in    the    hid -den    part;  Cleanse   me    and  make,    me       ho  -  ly, 

life         in      me    t!ie  same    al  -  way,  Take    from   my  heart      the  things  that 

loves       unchang'd  thro' good  or      ill.  The  ~    joy    that  thro'       all        tri  -  als 

al  -  ways  shall    a  -  bid  -  ing  prove;  Bind       all    my  heart-strings    to     the 
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as   Thou    art,      And    lead 

pass      a  -  way;    Lead,  lead 

tri-umphs  still,     And    lead 

world     a  -  bove.     And    lead 
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riie,  lead  me, 

Sav  -  iour,  lead  me, 


lead  me     in    the  way     ev  -  er  -  last  • 


Lead  me,  Sav-iour, 
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Keep  me  from  the  things  that  with  -  er    ami   de  -  cay;   Give  _to    me 
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the  things  that 
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•■^         can  -  not  pass     a  -  way.    And  lead   me     in    the    way 
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5  Help  me  to  lay  my  treasures  up  on  high; 

Teacli  me  to  seek  my  future  in  the  sky; 

Give  me  my  portion  yonder  by  and  by, 

And  lead  me  in  the  way  everlasting. 
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6  Oh,  let  my  work  abide  the  testing  day 
That  shall  consume  the  stubble  and  the  hay; 
Oh,  build  my  house  upon  the  rock,  I  pray, 
Aiul  lead  me  in  the  way  everlasting, 
by  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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Sweet  Re$t  oT  Purity. 


''There  remaineth  therefore  a  rest  unto  the  people  ofQoo.y—Be^ 
J.  B.  GuiNN.     From  S.  F.  Smitm. 
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1.  Our       Fa  -   tber,      'tis 

2.  My       Sav  -  iour,      'tis 

3.  Our      Fa  -   tlier,      'tis 

a-                ^             P             P             »    • 

^        .J.            #            #            # 

of    Ttiee,  Sweet    rest       of 
of    Tliee,    Rest   prom  -  ised 
of    Tliee,     Giv  -    er        of 
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pur 
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Rest  wiiere    we 

I     now       0   ■ 

Be     now     our 


-f— r 


tlie 


Pre-cious  and  best; 
Giv'n  from  a  -  bove; 
To     Tliee     we      sing; 


do         a -bide,   Rest     in 
bey     Thy  will,    Thy  prom 
fa  -  ces  bright,  With    Je  - 


Wj 
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crn  -  ci-fied,  From 
now  ful  -  fill,  May 
ho    -    ly  light,    Per- 


my 
feet 


-  'ry 

heart 


sin  -  ful  pride,  Thy  pow'r  doth  save, 
al  -  ways  thrill  With  per  -  feet  love, 
in        the  right,  Great  God     our    Kingi 
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Copyri^^ht.  1896,  by  J.  B  Guian.    By  per. 

T  am  Cbine  Own,  0  €bri$t! 


No.  82. 

Mrs.  H.  Bradley. 

P  Slowly  and  tenderly. 


Rev.  A.  A.  Wright, 


1  I  am  Thine  own,  0  Christ; 

Henceforth  entirely  Thhie; 
And  life  from  this  glad  hour. 
New  life  is  mine. 

2  No  earthly  joy  can  lure 

My  quiet  soul  from  Thee ; 
.  This  deep  delight,  so  pure, 
Is  heaven  to  me. 


3  My  joyful  song  of  praise 

In  sweet  content  I  sing ; 
To  Thee  the  note  I  raise, 
My  King !  my  King  ! 

4  I  cannot  tell  the  art 

By  which  such  bliss  is  given 
I  know  Thou  hast  my  heart, 
And  I— have  heaven. 


5  0  peace, — 0  holy  rest, 

0  balmy  breath  of  love; 
O  heart,  divinest,  best, — 
Thy  depth  I  prove. 

6  I  ask  this  gift  of  Thee— 

A  life  all  lily-fair. 
And  fragrant  as  the  place, 
Where  seraphs  are. 


No.  83. 

A.  B.  S. 


T  JIiii  Entering  Tn. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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^S=1F 


li=& 


^=F 


1.  I     have    come  with    my    guilt       to    the     al  -   tar       of    blood,     Id      the 

2.  In      my     blood  sprink-led  robes        I     can  stand  with  -  out  dread,  When  the 

3.  I    have    passed  thro'  the     vail        to    the     sa  -  cred       a  -  bode,  Where  His 


^ 


i=j_j'ii  £-7-Ei^^ 


la  -  ver       of    cleans-ing,     I'm  washed  from  my      sin ;    And    now,    to  the 

lamps  of        the    Lord  o'er     the    Cher-  u-    bim    shine;  I'm      feast -ing  my 

glo  -  ry,       the    Sav  -  lour     re  -  veals    to      His    own ;    And    now     in  the 

t   t  t- 
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in  -  ner-most  pres-ence  of  God 
soul  on  the  heav-en  -  ly  bread, 
in  -  ner-most  pres-ence  of  God, 


To  the  Ho  -  ly 
I  am  breath-ing 
I    am  dwell  -  ing 


of  Ho  - 
the  0  - 
for  -  ev    - 
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lies,     I    am 
dors       of 
er,      with 
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Chorus. 
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ng  in.  \ 
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a   -   lone. ) 


I    am      en  -  ter  -  ing     in,       I    am    en  -  ter  -  ing 
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To    tlie  Ho  -   ly        of      Ho  -  lies,        I     am      en    -    ter 
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No.  84. 

Rev.  D.  W.  Myland. 


Dwelliiid  in  €<in(i<in. 


Jas.  M.  Kike. 
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1.  I     was     so    wea    -    ry,    sad  and  sore  distressed,     By  un  -  be  -  lief     and 

2.  Wait-ing,     I   heard     the  Spir  -  it  sweet  -  ly     say,     Yield  self,  and   all       to 

3.  I've  yield -ed     all         un  -  to    His  bless -ed    will,      And  He    my  wait  -  ing 

4.  The   Jordan's  cross'd  and     I  have  en-tered     in,       The  land    of   rest  from 


^^^^S^See^^^^ 
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P^=^- 


fe^E 


ma  -  ny  fears   op-pressed;  Yet   longed  to  reach    the  "promised  land    of  rest," 

Christ  thy  Lord   to-day;  He'll  cleanse  and  keep  you        in     the    ho  -  ly  way, 

heart  just  now  doth  till;  Now      Je  -  sus  comes     to      reign  with -in    my  soul, 

self   and    in -bred  sin;  Now      in    fair    Ca  -  naan      ev  -  er-more     I  sing. 
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Chorus. 
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u    b  b 

0  -  ver  in  the  promised  land  of  Ca 

Dwell-ing  in  the  promised  land  of  Ca 

Dwell-ing  in  the  promised  land  of  Ca 

Dwelling  in  the  promised  land  of  Ca  -    naan. 


naan. 
naan. 
naan. 


0  -  ver      in     the    land, 


Dwell-ing      in     the    land. 
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o-ver    in  the  land,       0-ver  in  the  promised  land  of     Ca  -  naan; 
dwelling   in  the  land,  Dwelling  in  the  promised  land  of     Ca  -  naan ; 
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Ca 
Ca 
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No.  85.         none  of  Self  and  Jfll  of  Cbee. 

PASTEI/K  THEUl>riVIoNOD.'  J.  MOUNTAIN. 


1.  oh,   the  ,  bit  -  ter    shame,    ajid  ,  sor-  row, 

2.  Yet   He  found  me ;       I  be  -  held  Him 

3.  Day    by  day    His       ten   *   det    mer-cy, 

4.  High-er  thaii_the      high  .-  est     hea-vens, 
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That    a  time    could 

Bleed -ing  'on       the 

Heal  -ing,  help  >  %ing^ 

Deep-er/  than     |he,) 
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e   •   ver  be, 

curs  •  ed  tree, 

full      and  free, 

deep  •  est  Sea, 


"When  'I         let     the         Sa  -^viour'^s  '  pi  •  ty. 

Heard  Him  pray, "  For ,-  :give  "^.thera,  •  Fa  *  ther,"- 

Sweet  and  strong,  and       ah  l      so  ^    pa»tient, 

Lord,  Thy  lov<j  "  at/      last (^  hath;  eon•c^^ered  1 
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Plead   in     vain,  and      proud  -  ly     answered,-^ 

^'AU:     of 

self,    and 

And.  my     wist-  ful        heart    said  faint- ly,-—      ' 

*Some     of 

self,     and 

Brought  me.     low  -  er        while     I    ■whispered,— 

*'Less     .of, 

■self,    and 

'  Grant,  me     now  ,  my       spi   -  rit's-  long-ing, — * 

jpu  %0L    :^   _^-     .^  '  -.0^    .p_  ^.. 
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^*None     of; 

self,    .and 
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Chorus,  jf 
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none 

3ome 

'more 

all 


of  Thee,"  ''All  of 

of  Thee,"  ''Some  of 

of  Thee,"  '*Less|  of 

of  Thee,"  *'None  of 


^=Sz 
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self,  and  none  of 

self,  and  some  of 

self,,  and  more  of 

sel£,  and  'all  '  of 
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Thee.", 
Thee." 
Thee." 
Thee," 
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No.  86. 

^Dr7HVBonar., 

Calmly.  ^ 


Give  me  Strength. 


I 
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::|=iq 


I.  I        said— My 

1 2.  Come  near  -  ci;,' 

j3.  Less    way -ward 

4.  Less,    less  Hot" 

(5.  Moire  mould  -  ed, 


M^ 


=§= 


God,  at^  length.  This 
near  -  er'  .  still,  ;'  The. '1 
let  inc  \  be,  *  More 
self  each  'day,  Less^ 
Uo    .Thy,     will,    '  Inj 


Rev.  Canon  Havergal, 

J-Qzd-ia=:3g-;-^~-^^-S-:L 

e    -:  vil     heart  -'  re  ;  move, 

hid  -  den  i  i  life  '    hn'^  part ; 

'■  '     a   -.Ijle'    fliicl     inild ; 


of       the'  world  and 
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alMhings  would    I         be;: 
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De  -.  ny  /all.  f  o  -ther  strength,*, But  give  me  strength  to' 
Ben^/.  break  this-;  stub-born  will,  Dis-  solve,  this^^^sto  -  ny, 
^  la'  iiieek'sini,,  ^pli  •>  ci  ^  ^ty  More  like;  /  a^rust-  ful; 
More'  of  Thy ^  Son' ^I'  pray.  More  j of/  Thy^  self  with 
^High  *  er      AncJ.^  high -er      stilly    (Lik«-„er      and   Vlik-er/' 


'  love.^ 
I  heart, 
'child. 

^-^  in. 


Theei, 


No.  87. 

t,  H.H. 

Plaintwt;, 


notbiitd  Between. 


^fTHauNTAiN; 


I.  Nothing  between,  Lord,  nothing  between ;  Let  meThy  glo-ry  see.  Draw  my  soul 
2i  Nothing  between,Lord,nothingbetween;Xet  not  earth'sdinandnoise,  Stifle  Thy 
'3.  Nothing  between, Lord,nothingbetween;  Nothing. of  earthly'eare,  Nothing  of 
4.  Nothing bctween,.Lord;t-nothing between ;  Un^bedief  .dis - ap-  pear-j/Vanish  each 


blose  to  Thee,  Then  speak  in  love  to  tnej  —Nothing  between,  Ngthing  between, 
still  small  voice ;  la .  it  let  me  re-joice,— Nothing  between,  Nothing  between^ 
[tear-  or  prayer;  Norobethat  self  may  wear>— Nothing  between.  Nothing  between, 
idoubt  and  fear,  Fading  when  Thou  art  neai-,-TNothing  between,  Nothing  between. 


No.  88. 

Anon. 


De  £ow. 


Mel.  Mrs.  D.  M.  Kerr. 
Arr.  Jas.  M.  Kirk. 
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1.  Lie 

2.  Lie 

3.  Lie 

4.  Lie 

low, 
low, 
still, 
still, 
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0 
0 
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heart 
heart 
heart, 
heart, 

1 

at 
at 

up  - 
up  - 

Je  ■ 
Je  - 
on 
on 

1                V 

sus,   feet.     For     then   all     bit  -   ter 
sus,    feet,   Then   thou  canst  ev  -  *ry 
His  breast,  And  prove  the  peace    of 
His  breast.  For    He     can  work     if 

m         ^         -9-       -P-        ^        ^        -P- 

2            'm 
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1              1            L/ 

r 
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F            V         \              V 
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things     are    sweet,  Then  thou    canst    know     the       heart  of  God.  Canst 

tern   -  pest    meet,  Canst  hear     His       whis  -  pered,  "Peace  be  still,"  And 

ut    -    ter       rest.    Then    un   -    be    -    lief        will       And  no  place,  And 

thou      wilt     rest,     The    jour  -  ney       is          too       great  for  thee;  Un  - 


-J=^- 
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Choeus. 


i^^FFS^PNfe^^E^M^-n^g 


use  the    staff  and  kiss    the  rod. 

love  as    well  as  learn  His  will, 

fear  die    out  be -fore    His  face, 

less  the  Lord  thy  shel  -  ter  be. 


Lie       low,      lie       still,      lie 
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low, 


rjir 
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No.  89. 


Keep  Close  to  3c$u$. 


John  Lanb. 


Hp-r^iii^ 
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ifWhen  you  start  lor  the   ,luud  'of  heuycB^nyj     re&t,  Keep  close  to 

2.      -Never       mind  "^theVstorius  jor.  triiil^   as  you  go/  Keep  close  to 

SJ     To!  be^safe  from  the  darts  of  the  Je    -^  jvil    ^one,  Keep  close  to 

[4.5     We  shaUT  reach'     our  home  in  heaven  by >nd  bye,  Keep  close  to 


m 


Jesus  all  the  way  ;L^For     he  is  the  Guide,  and  he  knows  the  way  best, 
Jesus:all  the  way; /TisTa^com-  fort  andj   joy^    his?  ;fa -^vor^to  know, 


Jesus  ^11  the  way:  Take  the  shield]   ofAfaith  till  tbe.victo- ry  lis  won, 
Jesus  all  the  way ;  Where  to  those  wwe^      (love^weUl  never  say  good-bye, 


=£ 
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CHORUS. 
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Keep    close     to    Je-sus    all     '^ the  way. 
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Keep'close    to    Je-siis, 


itjzzit:— : 


•^-  f-f-r 


Keepjclose^to^Je- sus,'    Keep  close^  to   Je-sus^U  the    way;      ]',y 

^i-» ' 's- — ^ ^- ^ ^- — ^ — ^ — " — • — !*- '^-I- r—  - 


— I tr }/ 


day  or  by  night  never  turn  from  the  ri'^ht,  Keep  close  to  Jesus  all  tho  way. 


1^^ 


Ctpxtifbt.  iim.  im,  bj  Jotta  J.  Hpod  1 


<-      *  By 
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per. 


No.  90 

A.  B.  S. 


Say,  1$  It  Jill  Tor  Jesus? 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


'hrB^ 


a^?=¥«- 


Es^ 


1.  Say,     is      it     all      for      Je  -  sus  ? 

2.  Has    He  your  heart's  af  -  fee  -  tions, 

3.  Are    you    ab-sorbed  in       Je  -  sus, 


As  you  so  oft  -  en  sing  ? 
Your  be-ing's  ransomed  pow'rs  ? 
And  dead  to     all    be  -  side  ? 


tfc: 


;b3e 


~Q-r^ ^ s s 1 h- 

M ^1 1 

1            re        re      H \~ 
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/T  b  h                   1         1       J          J 

J                       1            N»           N* 

n        ^      m       hJ 

U^^  ^      m          d       d        *i          H 

*| 

J          J        J          1        P*^ 

Is      He  your  roy  -  al      Mas 

Your  tho'ts  and  ways  and     do  - 

Is      all   your    be  -  ing    cen  - 

-  ter?                Is      He  your  heart's  true, King? 
ings,            Your  days  and    all       your  hours  ? 
tered,             On  Christ  the  Cru    -  ci  -    tied? 

rm\*  u    r      1      ^            1 
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Is        it      a    well  learned  les  -  son, 
Do    you  per-form     His    bid  -  ding  ? 
Is       He  your  soul's  Be  -  lov  -    ed, 


Whose  ac~cents  light-ly      fall  ?       Or 

Do    you  run    in    His    ways?     Do 

Your    glo-rious  King  of    Kings  ?    Do 


m 


fefc 


mm 


m 


i^ 


m 


is        it       all       for  Je  -  sus? 

you    see      Je  -    sus  on   -  ly  ? 

you     be  -  hold    His  glo   -  ry, 

-^ — ^—8 — "g"  iT  r 


Is      He    your    all     in        all  ? 
Do     you  show  forth  His    praise  ? 
And    rest    be-neathHis    wings? 


*  fi 


fc 


mrz 


fl: 


Choeus. 


1^ 
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Yes, 


it      is      all      lor      Je  -  sus. 


Low    at    His  feet     I      fall ;        I 
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to    Him  the 


roy  -  al    di   -  a  -  dein,      I     briiv 
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di  -    a    -    dem,     And    crown  Him      Lord  of      all. 
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Ho.  91. 

L.  S. 


€bri$t  i$  Jill 


Louise  Shepard. 
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1.  More  than  grief's  heart-bro  -  ken  sigh,  More  than  foes'  most    cru  -  el    blow, 

2.  More  tlian  cups  filled    to     the  brim,  More  than  bless  -  ings    like     the    sea, 

3.  More  than  plans   and  hopes  at-ta,ined,  More  than    for  -  tune's  high  -  est    tide, 

4.  Christ    is  more  than    an  -  y  grace,  Mqre  than  aught  His    hand  could  bring, 
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More  than 

More  than 

More  than 

Christ  is 


friend-ships'  sweet  -  est  tie,      More  than 

grace    re  -  ceived  from  Him,   More  than 

bat  -  ties  fought  and  gained,  More  than 
more   than    an  -   y    place,  Christ      is 


hours 
sweet 
be  - 
more 


of 

-est 
ing 
than 


bit  -  ter  woe: 

tho'ts  could  be : 

sat  -    is  -  lied : 

an   -    y  thing: 
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Christ  is 

Christ  is 

Christ  is 

Christ  is 


all- 
all- 
all- 
all~ 


all 
all 
all 
all 
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all;  Christ    is    more 

all;  Christ    is    more 

all;  Christ  more  all 

all;  Christ    is    more 


than 
than 
than 
than 


all  be  -  low. 
all  to  me. 
all  be  -  side= 
ev  -  'ry  -  thing. 


Copvrisrni,  iswi,  by  .. 
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No.  92. 

A.  B.  S. 


I  hwi  Given  myself  Jlway. 


Rev,  A.  B.  Simpson. 


-•-ir— (•— 5--; — 5^ 
I      ' 

1.  I   have  given  my  -  self     a -way    to    Je    -    sus,    Who  gave  Him-self    for     me; 

2.  I   have  given  my  -  self     a  -  way    to    Je   -    sus,     And    I        am  all     His    own ; 

3.  I    have  given  mv  -  self     a -way    to    Je    -    sus,     And  oh,      the  rest     it   brings; 
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I     am  His     to    do  whate'er   He  bids     me,     To    be  what  He  wants  me  to    be; 
There  is  no      re-serve    in  my  sur-ren  -  der,  There's  naught  that  I  count  as  my  own; 
I     am  free  from  ev  - 'rv  anx-ious  wor  -  ry       A -bout  all  the  less    -    er    things; 


Twas    so      ea  ~  sy     to  make  a  full  surren  -  der.  Because     I love  Him     so; 

I    have  given       to     Him  my  heart's  affec-tions,  And  all      my  .     be  -  ing's  powers. 
He     has     ta  -  ken  my  life    in -to  His  keeping,  He  has  giv- en  Himself     to      me; 
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'Tis    so  sweet    to     do  whate'er  He  bids       me,     To  go  where  He  wants  me  to    go. 
For  my  life        is     laid  up  -  on  the    al    -    tar.     My  tal-ents,  my  means  and  my  hours. 
He     is  liv  -  ing  for    me       o  -  ver  yon  -    der,  And    I  should  be  liv  -  ing    as  He. 


g 
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Won't    you     give your-self 

Won't  you  give, 


-r— ^— C— ^— r 

to      Je      -      -      -      -      sus,     Who 
give  your-self     to    Him, 
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1  hm  6l»e«  myself  nmy.    Concluded. 
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gave 

Him -self    -for     you?                  Won't  you 
for    you  ? 

« w m 1— ^ 1^ 1 -^ 

I 

go 

where'er 

Won't  you  go, 

He 
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do? 


sends  you,  Won't  you  do     what  He  wants  you    to 

go  where'er    He  sends,  what  He  wants  you    to   do  ? 
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No.  93. 

J.  O.  H. 


$0119$  in  tbe  niabt. 


J.   O.  HiLLYEE. 
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1.  0    hap-py    day !  bright  hap-py    day !  When  Je  -  sus  washed  my  sins     a -way! 

2.  O  soul    of   mine,  since  that  glad  hour,  When  Je  -  sus  saved  thee  by   His  pow'r, 

3.  When  sor- row  gives     its  deep -est    call     And  griefs  in  -  fold     me    as       a    pall, 


Hetouch'd  my  heart,  my  life  made  briglit,  And  gave  me  "sweet  songs  in  the  night!" 
Thy  darken'd  life  has  chang'd  to  light ;  And  i  hrills  with  ' '  sweet  songs  in  the  night ! " 
Then  love's  bright,  gold-en  sheen  of   light  Brings  to    me  "sweet  songs  in   the  night !" 


m 


Egi 


eSs 


Songs  in    the  night,  songs  in    the  night!   He  gives  me  sweet  songs  in    the   night! 
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By  permission. 


No.  94. 


Draw  nic,  Saviour. 


1.  Drawme,  Sav-iour,near -er,        Near-er and near-er  to     Thee;  Lettne    see, still 

2.  As    the  ea -glesjsoar  ing,        High-er ^^nd  high-er  as  -  cend ;  Thus.whileThee  a- 

3.  As    the  riv  -  er   flow  -ing,       Dai  -ly  draws  near-er  the  sea ;  Thus  may  I    keep 


^^^^^^^^ 


clear  -  er, 
dor  -  ing, 
go    -  ing, 


All   Thy  love  for     me. 
Up -ward  I    would  tend. 
Till    I'm  lost    in     Thee. 


Freed  from  self,  and  whol  -  ly  Thine, 
Far  from  earth  and  sin  a  -  way. 
E'er     ad  -vance  and  grow   in  grace, 


Let   me    in    Thy  beau -ty  shine ;  While  I    sing,    oh,  may  I     be  \ 

Near-er     heav-en's  per  -feet  day ;  E    -  ven  nOw,    oh,  may  I     be  ^  Drawn  still  closer. 

Till    i      see  Thee  face    to  face  ;  Then  I  '11  sing     e  -  ter  -  nal  -ly. 
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Thee. 
1^  ) 


clos  -  cr    to  Thee ;  Clos  -  er, 


clos  -er. 


clos  •  er    to 


my  Cboice. 
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Louise  Shepard. 

I      I 


choose      to     give    to     God 

2,  I    choose      to      live    for     God, 

3.  I    choose      to     love    in     God 


What  -  ew-  er     He    may  say;  He 

Wheth  -  er      in     sun     or  gloom;     Why 

The    lives    He   links  v^'ith  mine,         I 


mw. 
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has  some  bet  -  ter  thing  for  me,  I  choose  to  have  His  way. 
should  I  fear,  what  -  e'er  may  come  ?  He  lives  to  bring  me  home, 
choose   to     take   Thy    heart   in       me,     And    lose     my    love     in     Thine. 


■^ 


-^      -i-      -^       -#-  ^ -•- .       - 
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Chorus. 
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I    choose    Thy  will      0    Lord,        Thy    love       my  heart  has    won; 


^ 


$ 


=^ 
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Thy    way  not  mine,        My     will    is   Thine,    Thy  will,     0    Lord 


done. 
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4  I  choose  to  work  for  God ; 
Doing  each  little  thing 
As  unto  Him,  while  evermore 
I  hear  His  answer  ring; 


5  "Well  done,  beloved  child; 
Choosing  My  will  for  thine; 
I  choose  to  come  and  work  in  Thee 
And  count  thy  interest  Mine." 
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M.  A. 


0  £<ittib  of  God. 
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May  Agnew. 
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1.  I've  giv  -  en      all 

2.  He  sought  me    when... 

3.  Oh,  hap-py    choice! 


I    have  to       Je    - 
I    wan-dered  blind 
0  bless -ed     Sav 


sus,    I  could  not 
-    ly     In  paths  of 
lour,  What  gladness 


^^^i^^^i^-N-Ff^E^^^g 
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dare  to  say  Him     nay Between  my    heart and  earth's  fair 

world    -       -     li  -  ness  and  pride, He  won  me     by His  matchless 

fills my  heart  to  -  day, Thy  love  and  grace  outpoured  up- 
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vis       '-        -  ion     I     see  His    cross., 
beau     -        -    ty,  This  wondrous  Je 
on  me    Is  more  than  heart. 


and  hear  Him  say, . 
sus  cru  -  ci  -  fied 
or    lips  can    say, . 


^=fg^ 
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"For   thee     I      suf 

And     as       I      list 

There's  peace  in    dark 

L 


fered  pain  and  sor 
ened  to  His  sto 
est  storm  or     sor 


row.  For  thee    I 

ry    Of  tears  and 
row,  And  joy  com  - 
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died  in    ag  -  o  -    ny." No  pow'r  on  earth . . 

shame and  ag  -  o  -    ny I  turn'd  me   from  . . 

plete : . . . .      Thy  love  so    free Has  charm'd  my  soul ; 


can  woo  me 
the  world  for 
'tis  mine  for  - 
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0  Camb  of  60l     Concluded. 
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made . 
made- 
made. 


from 

ev    - 


Him,  My  choice    is 

-  er,     My  choice  was 

-  er,    My  choice    is 


e  -  ter  -  iial  -    ly 
'twas  "  Christ  for      nie." 
e  -  ter  -  nal  -    ly . . 


m^ 


^^^- 


Ohokhs. 


latzz 


^- 


^^ 


I 


^  h    r- 


^^^^3 


^ 


-i- 


3E 


TTTb 


^'=R=^ 


1    X 

O    Lamb 
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of      God, I      love  Thee     so, 

O  Lamb  of   God,  I    love  Thee  so. 
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I    would    with     Thee, life's   jour  -  uey      go ; 

I  would  with  Thee  life's  jour-ney 
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Charm'd  by 
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Thy      love^....' .....         so      rich    and      free,'! 

Charm'd  by  Thy  love,  so  rich   and 
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My      life,     my      love 


Wl 


My    life,  my  love. 


^'^-^ 
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I      give      to      Thee. 


r 


I    give    to  Thee. 


^ 


No.  97. 

^  Entrdatingly, 


0.  Give  me  Rest  from  Self. 


Sir  George 'Smart. 


1.  My  Sa-viour,  Thou  hast  of-fer'd  rest:  Oh  !  give    it,    then,    to     'me;^ 

2.  This  cm  -  el     self,    oh,  how  it    strives  And  works  with -in     my   breast,^ 

3.  How  ma  -  ny     sub  -  tie  forms  it    takes       Of  seem-ing  ver  -  i.  -_   ty, 

4.  O  Lord,  I     seek    a     ho-ly    rest,  ^A    vie-  t'ry    0  -  ver      sin! 


1.     i     IJ^- 


The  rest     of  ceas-ing  fromTmy'7|^self,'     To     find     my    all  in   Thee, 

To  come   be-tween  Thee  and  ^^^my' ^  soul,,'   And    keep    me  back  from  rest.' 

As  if       it  were  not   safe     to      rest    'And     ven  -  ture .  all  on    Thee, 

,1  seek  ,  that  Thou   a  •  lone shouldstreign  O'er    all     with  -  out,  with  -  in?j> 


m 
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In  Tfty  strong  hand  I  lay  me  dow^J 
So  shall  the  work  be  done : 

;F6r  who  can  work  so  wondrously 
As  the  Almighty  One? 


6  Work  on,  then.  Lord,  till  on  mysoul; 
Eternal  light  shall  break, 
<lnd,  in  Thy  likeness  perfectedi 
„  I  ** satisfied"  shall  wake.; 


No.  98. 

Dr.  H.  BONAR. 


not  to  Ourselm  aie  Cive. 


Peter  Abelard.^ 


i 


aasills 


Not    to   our- Selves  a 


gam, 

The  time  past    of    our   lives 
No   long-er      is    our    life 


MW^: 
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Not    to    the  flesh  we    live;     Not    to    the 
Suf  -  fi  -  ceth    to  'have  wrought  The  flesh-ly   • 
A    thing  un  -  used  or     vain ;  i  To  "  us  e'ea 
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.  world  henceforth  shall  we  Our  strength,  our  being  give, 
will,  which  on -ly      ill     Hath  to   us      e-ver brought 
here  to   live  is    Christ,  To    us  to     die  i§   gain. 


n  4  Our  life  is  hid  with  Christ, 

^    With  Christ  in  God  above, 
J     Upward  our  heart  would  go 
to  Him, 
Whom,  seeing  not,  we  Io\'e. 


'simm 


33 


5  He  liveth,  and  we  live  ! 

His  life  for  us  prevails  ; 
I     His  fulness  fills  our  mighty 

void, 
'        His  strength  for  us  avails. 


No.  99. 

DONCASTfis.    L 


Olben  1  Survey. 


Edward  Miller. 


My  rich  -  est    gain     I     count  but  loss.  And  pour  con  -  tempt  on  all     my  pride.    A  -  MEN. 


^^^fm^^ 
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2  Forbid  it,  Lord  !  that  I  should  boast, 

Save  in  the  death  of  Christ,  my  God  ; 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  most, 
I  sacrifice  them  to  his  blood, 

3  See !  from  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 

Sorrow  and  love  flow  mingled  down  ; 
Did  e'er  such  love  and  sorrow  meet  ? 
Or  thorns  compose  so  rich  a  crown  ? 


4  His  dying  crimson,  like  a  robe, 

Spreads  o'er  his  body  on  the  tree  ; 
Then  am  I  dead  to  all  the  globe. 
And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me. 

5  Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mine. 

That  were  a  present  far  too  small ; 
Love  so  amazing,  so  divine. 
Demands  my  soul,  my  life,  my  all. 

Isaac  Watts,  1707. 


•No.  100» 


Stana  Up. 


L.  M. 


Stand  up,  my  soul,  shake  off  thy  fears, 
And  gird  the  Gospel  armor  on; 

March  to  the  gates  of  endless  joy,  [gone. 
Where  thy  great  Captain   Saviour's 

What  though  thine  inward  lusts  rebel; 

'Tis  but  a  struggling  gasp  for  life; 
The  weapons  of  victorious  grace 

Shall  slay  thy  sins,  and  end  the  strife. 


Then  let  my  soul  march  boldly  on, 
Press  forward  to  the  heavenly  gate; 

There  peace  and  joy  eternal  reign,  [wait. 
And  glittering  robes  for  conquerors 

There  shall  I  wear  a  starry  crown, 
And  triumph  in  Almighty  grace; 

While  all  the  armies  of  the  skies 
Join  in  my  glorious  Leader's  praise. 
Isaac  Watts,  ab.,  1709. 


No.  101. 


timt  Turtfter. 


Never  further  than  Thy  cross; 

Never  higher  than, Thy  feet; 
Here  earth's  precious  things  seem  dross; 

Here  earth's  bitter  things  grow  sweet. 

Gazing  thus  our  sins  we  see, 

Learn  Thy  love  while  gazing  thus — 
Sin,  which  laid  the  cross  on  Thee, 

Love,  which  bore  the  cross  for  us. 


Here  we  learn  to  serve  and  give  , 

And,  rejoicing,  self  deny; 
Here  we  gather  love  to  live. 

Here  we  gather  faith  to  die. 

Till  amid  the  Hosts  of  light. 
We  in  Thee  redeemed  complete. 

Through  Thy  cross  made  pure  and  white. 
Cast  our  crowns  before  Thy  feet. 
Mrs.  Charles. 


No.  102. 

May  Agnew. 


1  Seek  M  to  follow. 


Aff.  by  May  Agnew. 


f¥M^=iMzr-i^-^-^^ 


1.  I         seek    not      to      fol  -  low      the       ways      of       the    world, 

2.  Thro'     all  the    chan^      -       ing     scenes  of       life, 


I 
Thro' 
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crave     no  Ion  -  ger    its    joys  "  to      be  -  hold,     Since  Christ  my    Sav  - 
dark  -  est    hours      and    bit  -  ter  -  est    strife.    My    Sav  -   iour  near 


iour    has 
me     His 


:Sr^ 
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giv  -  en    to    me,    His    own  full      sal  -  va  -  tion  so    per  -  feet  and    free ;    No 
watch        doth  keep ;  He    car  -  ries     me  thro'  when  the  wa  -  ters  are    deep.  How 
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long  '-    er     a    slave,      I'm    a    child      of    the   King,    With  glad  - 
could      I     for  -  get       Him  or       turn  a  -  way  ?  He's  the  joy 


ness     of 
of     my 


^^ 
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heart         I        praise  Him    and  sing,        No      long    -    er  doubt  • 
life,  and    the        Sun    of     my      day,      With  -  out         His  Spir  - 


ing     His 
it       how 
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1  Seek  not  to  follow,     concluded. 
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pow  -  er     1  know    The  blood  of       my  Sav  -  iour  does  cleanse  white  as    snow, 
could         I  know    The  blood  of       my  Sav  -  iour  does  cleanse  white  as    snow. 


sr 


3  When  fiercely  the  tempter  my  spirit  assails,    Sweet  haven  of  refuge,  for  earth's  weary  ones, 
And  over  me  darkly  life's  waters  roll;  To  Thee  for  my  souls  needs,  unfailing  I  go, 

His  presence  sweetly  assures  me  of  rest,         And  herald  with  gladness  the  mercy  I  know, 
And  sorrow  is  banished.  His  love  fills  my  "The  blood  of  my  Saviour  does  cleanse  white 
soul.  as  snow. 


No.  103.  0  Eora  In  me  Cby  migftty  Power  exen. 

Anna  Simpson. 
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1.  O  Lord,  in  me        Thy  might-y   pow'r   ex  -    ert,  En  -  light  -  en, 

2.  I  want  to  bring    poor    sin  -  ners    to    Thy     throne,  I      want    to 

3.  I  want  a  meek,      a      gen  -  tie,  qui  -  et        frame,  A     heart  that 

4.  I  want  to  do       what  -  ev  -   er  God    re  -    quires ;  I      want   my 
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love 
glows 
heart 


fort,  sane  -  ti    -    fy       my    heart ;  Sweet  -   en 

and  hon  -  or    Christ     a  -    lone;  I        want 

with  love     to       Je    -  sus'  name;  I        want 

to  burn  with  pure     de  -  sires:  I        want 


my 


tern 
feel 
liv 


per, 
the 

ing 
what 
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and  sub-due  my     will,         Make  me  like  Je-sus— with  Thy  Spir  -  it  fill. 

Spir-it's  in-ward  pow'r.      And  stand  prepared  for  death's  e  -  vent  -    ful  hour. 

sac  -  ri  -  fice  to      be             To    Him  who  died   a    sac  -  ri  -  fice       for  me. 

Christ  my  Lord  com-mands.    And  leave  my-self^  my  all,   in      His    blest  hands. 
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No.  104. 

CHiftioTie  Elliott. 


'tl)y  will  Be  Done/' 


(Erdikoton.  S.8.8.4.) 


A.  E.  Griffiths  ib^/pst-.y. 
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.   IMy  God,  my  Fa-ther,  while  I 
iWhat  tlio'  in  lone  •  ly    grief  I 


stray  Fai*  from  my  home,  on  life's  rough  way, 
sigh  For  friends  be-lov'd.  no  long-  cr   nigh  ; 
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Oh,  teach  mc  from  my  heart      to    say, ' '  Thy  will  be  done,  Thy  will  be  done ! " 
.Sub:niis-sive  still  would  I         re  -  ply,  **Thy  willbe  done,  Thy  will  be  dope!" 


iip4^. 


i  If  Thou  shouldst  call  me  to  resign 
vWhat  most  I  prize — it  ne'er  was  mine  ; 
I  only  yield  Thee  what  was'Thine  ; 
*VThy  will  be  done  !" 

If  but  my  fainting  heart  be  blest 
With  Thy  sweet  spirit  for  its  guest, 
My  God,  to  Thee  I  leave  the  rest ; 
»'Thy  will  be  done!" 


No.  106. 


"Let  us  go  f'^r.a!"  a      leave  the  world 
behind  us,  [way; 

And  meet  the  perils  of  the  pilgrim 
Where  Jesus  ^alked  let  mocking  scof- 
fers find  us,  [us  stay. 
Still  hastening  onward,  as  they  bid 

"Let  us  go  forth!"  and  tell  the  same 

sweet  story,  [became; 

How  Christ  for  us  a  helpless  babe 

Point  to  the  dying  Lamb,  the  Lord  of 

glory,  [Jesus'  name. 

Strong   in  the  might  that   lives   in 

No.  106. 

Rise,  my  soul,  and  stretch  thy  wmgs; 

Thy  better  portion  trace; 
Rise  from  transitory  things, 

Towards  heaven,  thy  native  place: 
Sun,  and  moon,  and  stars  decay; 

Time  shall  soon  this  earth  remove; 
Rise,  my  soul,  and  haste  away 

To  Beats  prepared  above. 


Renew  my  will  from  day  to  day ; 
Blend  it  with  Thine,  arid  take  away 
Whate'er  now  makes  it  hard  to  say, 
*'Thy  will  be  done!" 

Then  when  on  earth  I  breathe  no  mora 
The  prayer  oft  mixed  with  tears  before, 
I'll  smg  upon  a  happier  shore, 
** Thy  will  be  done!'* 

lis  &  10s. 

"Let  us  go  forth!"  The  pilgrim  and  the 

stranger  [must  tread; 

Owns  not  the  earth  his  weary  foot 

God's  sinless  Son,  once  pillowed  in  the 

manger,  [head. 

Had  not  below  whereon  to  rest  his 

"Let  us  go  forth!"  Where  Jesus  walked 
before  us,  [ing  breath; 

Unmoved  by  praise  or  censure's  fleet- 
God's  eye  of  love  is  fondly  watching 
o'er  us,  [neath. 

The  arms  eternal  stretching  under- 

7s  &  6s 
Cease,  ye  pilgrims,  cease  to  mourn; 

Press  onward  to  the  prize; 
Soon  our  Saviour  will  return. 

Triumphant  in  the  skies: 
Yet  a  season,  and  you  know 

Happy  entrance  will  be  given. 
All  our  sorrows  left  below, 

And  earth  exchanged  for  heaven. 

ROBEBT  SEAGBAVE,  X742. 


No.  107. 


6oa'$  Best. 


A.  B.  S. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  God  has  His  best  things  for      the  few    That  dare    to  stand    the    test; 

2.  It      is    not    al    -  ways    o    -    pen  ill     That  risks  the  prom  -  ised   rest; 

3.  There's  scarcely  one  but  vague  -  ly  wants    In  someway    to       be    blest; 

4.  And    oth-ers  make  the     high  -  est  choice,  But  when   by    tri    -  als  pressed, 


^^±ittrH^^m 


God    has  His  sec  -  ond  choice  for  those  Who   will      not  have  His  best. 

The    bet  -  ter  oft   -   en       is       the  foe     That  keeps    us  from  the  best. 

'Tis    not  Thy  bless  -  ing,  Lord,     I    seek,     I      want    Thy  ve  -  ry  best. 

They  shrink,  they  yield,  they  shun  the  Cross,  And    so      they  lose  the  best. 


^         ^ ^ ^ ^ ^     ,   s ?' — s ^ 


Chorus. 


p^mH^m^m^^^ 
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Give    me,       0    Lord,  Thy    best    things,  Let     oth  -   ers  take      the    rest; 


-^ f P »    I   P  ' ^ p- 
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^^ 


I       do       not    want    their  goo^  things,  For       I      have    got      the    best. 

I 

— f— « — t- 
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5  I  want,  in  this  short  life  of  mine. 
As  much  as  can  be  pressed. 
Of  service  true  for  God  and  man ; 
Help  me  to  be  my  best. 


6  I  want,  among  the  victor  throng. 
To  have  my  name  confessed; 
And  hear  my  Master  say  at  last, 
"Well  done,  you  did  your  ^est" 
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No.  108.     cftere  1$  a  name  T  tm  to  Bear. 

C.  M. 


There  is  a  name  I  love  to  hear, 

I  love  to  sing  its  worth; 
It  sounds  like  music  in  mine  ear, 

The  sweetest  name  on  earth. 

It  tells  me  of  a  Saviour's  love, 

Who  died  to  set  me  free; 
It  tells  me  of  His  precious  blood. 

The  sinner's  perfect  plea. 

It  tells  me  of  a  Father's  smile. 

Beaming  upon  His  child; 
It  cheers  me  through  this  'little  while,* 

Through  desert,  waste  and  wild. 


It  bids  my  trembling  soul  rejoice. 

And  dries  each  rising  tear; 
It  tells  me  in  a  "still  small  voice," 

To  trust  and  not  to  fear. 

Jesus,  the  name  I  love  so  well. 

The  name  I  love  to  hear! 
No  saint  on  earth  its  worth  can  tell, 

No  heart  conceive  how  dear. 

This  name  shall  shed  its  fragrance  still 

Along  this  thory  road — 
Shall  sweetly  smooth  the  rugged  hill 

That  leads  me  up  to  God. 

Rev.  F.  Whitfield. 


No.  109. 


0»  3e$u$  c;i)ri$t. 


CM. 


O,  Jesus  Christ,  grow  Thou  in  me, 
And  all  things  else  recede; 

My  heart  be  daily  nearer  Thee, 
From  sin  be  daily  freed. 

Each  day,  let  Thy  supporting  might 
My  weakness  still  embrace; 

My  darkness  vanish  in  Thy  light; 
Thy  life  my  death  efface. 

In  Thy  bright  beams,  which  on  me  fall, 
Fade  every  evil  thought; 


That  I  am  nothing,  Thou  art  all, 
I  would  be  daily  taught. 

Make  this  poor  self  grow  less  and  less, 
Be  Thou  my  life  and  aim; 

O,  make  me  daily, through  Thy  grace, 
More  worthy  of  Thy  name. 

Let  faith  in  Thee  and  in  Thy  might 

My  every  motive  move; 
Be  Thou  alone  my  soul's  delight, 

My  passion  and  my  love. 

Rev.  J.  C.  Lavateb 
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In  tbc  &m  of  enim. 


Autumn.  8s  &  7S. 


In  the  cross  of  Christ  I  glory, 

Towering  o'er  the  wrecks  of  time; 
All  the  light  of  sacred  story 

Gathers  round  its  head  sublime. 
When  the  woes  of  life  o'ertake  me, 

Hopes  deceive,  and  fears  annoy, 
Never  shall  the  cross  forsake  me: 

Lo!  it  glows  with  peace  and  joy. 


When  the  sun  of  bliss  is  beaming 

Light  and  love  upon  my  way. 
From  the  cross  the  radiance  streaming. 

Adds  new  luster  to  the  day. 
Bane  and  blessing,  pain  and  pleasure, 

By  the  cross  are  sanctified; 
Peace  is  there,  that  knows  no  measure, 

Joys  that  through  all  time  abide. 
John  Bowbinq,  1825. 


No.  111. 

A.  B.  S. 


Cni$t  and  Rest. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Trust    and  rest     in   Christ    for-ev  -  er,   Lean  Thy  head    up  -  on    His  breast; 

2.  Trust    and  rest    for     full      sal-va-tion,   Till    the  land     is       all     possessed, 

3.  Trust   and  rest     in  Christ    for  heal -ing,  You  who    are    with  pain    oppressed; 
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Noth  -  ing  from  His  love  can  sev  -  er  Those  who  ful  -  ly  trust  and  rest. 
God  will  seal  your  con  -  se-cra-tion  As  you  simp-  ly  trust  and  rest. 
Do     not  wait    for    sign      or  feel  -  ing,  Claim  His  prom  -  ise,  trust  and    rest. 
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Chorus. 
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Trust  and  rest,    trust  and  rest,  Lean  thy  head  up  -  on  His  breast,  God  is  working 
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for   the  best;     O,  how  hap-py, 
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0,  how  blest,  They  who  ful  -  ly  trust  and  rest. 
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4  Trust  and  rest  in  hours  of  sorrow 

Every  wrong  shall  be  redressed 
In  some  happy  bright  to-morrow ; 
If  you  only  trust  and  rest. 

5  Trust  and  rest  when  all  around  thee 

Puts  thy  faith  to  sorest  test; 
Let  no  fear  or  foe  confound  thee, 
Wait  for  God  and  trust  and  rest. 

CopyrigUt,  l 


6  Trust  and  rest  with  heart  abiding. 

Like  a  birdling  in  its  nest. 
Underneath  His  feathers  hiding, 
Fold  thy  wings  and  trust  and  rest. 

7  Trust  and  rest  till  gentle  fingers 

Fold  thy  hands  across  thy  breast, 
While  the  echo  softly  lingers 
Everlasting  trust  and  rest. 
K),  by  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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Famnt  J.  OlcOSB?. 


Olc  Olalk  By  f  aitb. 


By  jfte^j'^WM.  J.  ItxKKrAtRieif. 
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1.  We  walk  by  faith,      .    ,  ,  and  oh,  how  sweet  .  ,  The  flow' rs  that 

2.  We  walk  by  faith,  .    .  .  he  wills  it    so,    .  •  ,  ,  And  marks  the 

3.  We  walk  by  faith,  «     ,  ,  di-vine-ly    blest,  .  ,  .      On  him  we 

4.  And  thus  by  faith,  .    .  .  till  life  shall  end,  .  .  We'll  walk  with 
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grow  , 
path 
lean, 
him, 


.  beneath  our  feet, 

,  that  we  should  go ;  . 

,  in  him  we  rest ;  .  . 

.  our  dearest  Friend, . 


And  fragrance  breathe        a -long  the 
And  when  at  times  ,  .  .   our  sky  is 
The  more  we  trust  ,  .  our  Shepherd's 
Till  safe  we  tread  ....  the  fields  of 
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way 
dim,  I 
care,  , 
light, 


That  leads  the  soul 


1  >; 
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to  end -less  day. 

Hegen-tly    draws.    .     .      us  close  to  him.    ,   ,    ♦ 

.     The  more  his  love  •   .    .     T     'tis  ours  to  share.  .   •    . 

.  Where  taith  is    lost.    .'    .     .      in  per -feet  sight.'.   •    . 
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CHORUS. 
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We  walk  by  ^th,  but    nox  alone.  Our  Shepherd^s  tender  voice  we  hear, 


And  feel  his  hand  within  our  own,  And  know  that  he  is  al- ways  nesir. 


feg^iir^^Jipg^ffl-ngi. 


CopTright,  1885,  V  ^M.  J.  KdtxrATiucK. 


No.  113. 


JOSIAH  CONDER.      1837. 


Day  By  Day. 


Mrs.  Abby  ClaRK-ForD 
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I.  Day  by      day    the   man  -  na      fell;      Oh,       to      learn    this  les  son  well, 

2.'Day  by      day."ihe    prom-ise     reads;  Dai   -   ly   strength   for  dai  ly  needs; 

3    Thou  my  .  dai  -  ly      task   .shaltgive;    Day    ;by        day       to  Thee  I        live: 

X.  Fond  am    -  bi  •  tion,  whis  •  per      not;     Hap    •  py         is      my  hum  blc       lot: 

5.    Oh,  to      live    ex  •  empt  from  care,        By      the        en    -    er  -    gy  of  prayer. 


i 
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Still   by     con-stant   mer  -  cy      fed.     Give  me.  Lord,  my  dai    -    ly 

Cast  for  •  bod  -  ing     fears    a     way;    Take  the  man  -  na  of         to 

So    shall  add  -  ed    years  fui  -   fill       Not  mine  own,  my  Fa  -  ther's, 

Anx-ious  bus  •  y      cares,   a  •  way;     Tm    pro  -  vi    ded  for        to 

Strong  in  faith  with  mind  sub  •  dued,    Yet      e  -  late  with  grat    -    i     • 
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bread, 
day. 
will, 
day. 
tude! 
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Chorus. 
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Day     by      day    He    feeds  me, 


Hour    by     hour  He      leads    me, 
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He     feeds.  He    feeds,  me. 


^zz^t; 
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He    leads.    He    leads    me. 


To      the      Fa  -  ther  •    land. 


I — r 


Cop/rlgbt  b;  Coronation  OTmsftl.  1891. 
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A.  B.  S. 


6od  T$  my  Iconic. 


Kev.  A.  B.  SiMfsoN. 
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1.  Lord,Thou  hast  been  our  dwell  -  ing  place      All  thro' the   ag  -  es  past, 

2.  Wea-ry   and  lone    my     soul  would  fly,      E'en   as      a   bird  to  its  nest; 

3.  Gov -ert  Thou  art   when  tem-pests  beat,  Spring  in   the  des  -  ert  sand, 

4.  Fortress  when  ang  -  ry     foes     as  -  sail,      Hav  -  en     on  life's  rough  sea, 
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And  we  will  trust  Thy   shelt-'ring  grace    Long  as  our    life    shall  last. 

Un  -  der  Thy  feath  -  ers  sweet  -  ly     lie,      And    on  Thy    bo  -  som  rest. 

Shel-ter  and  shad  -  ow    from     the  heat,     Rock   in     a   wea  -  ry  land. 

An-chor-ing  place  with  -  in      the  vail.  Where  I  so  soon    shall  be. 
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Chokus. 
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God  is   my  home,   God  is  my  home,  God  is  the  home  of  my  heart  for-ev-er; 
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Nev  -  er    to  roam,  I've  come  to  my  home.  The  home  of  my  heart  for  -  ev  -  er. 


^ 


6  Weary  and  tempest-tossed  no  more,  6  Wandering  one,  why  wilt  thou  roam, 

All  of  my  wanderings  past.  Far  from  thy  Father's  face  ? 

Doubting  and  strife  and  grief  are  o'er,  Prodigal  child,  come  home,  come  home, 

And  I  am  home  at  last.  God  is  thy  dwelling  place. 
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1^  Vve  yield'^  t6  God,  and  I'm  saved  ev'ry  hour;  I've  3  ielded  to  God,  and  I 
2,'  I've  entered  the  rest  of  the  peo-ple  of  God,  The  ho  -  ly  of  holies  made 
3,    I've  reckoned  my-self  to  be  dead  un-to  sin,'  And  risen  with  Christ,  and  novr 

^    .#.    #-  mJl  ^  #.  ^e. 
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feel  riis  sweet  pow'r;  I've  trusted  His  |irom-is-e8,  not  one  has  failed  Of 
pure  by    Hia blood;  His  law  is  with-in,   I   de- light  in   His  will,   I've 
He  lives  with -in;   *The  life  more  abundant*  He  uives  un-to  me,    This 
^    ^   ^   ^   ^ 
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CHORUS. 
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M  His  good  word,  tho*  the   tern p-ter  as-sailed.        Sweet.    qtjL-  et^ 
learned  how  to  wait  up  -  on   God   and  be  stilU 
",^0  •  verjs.flow  life  gives  me   full    vie  -  to  -  ry. 
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yield  -  ed  life.    Bless  -  ed°  rest  from  all    storm  and- strife ; ,  God's  own 
"        -!^  .!      \     "^         -f.    4^    ^ 
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Copyrlglit,  1894,  by  Myi^nd^A  Kibk. 
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A.  B.  S. 


Only  Ulait 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Oft  there  comes    a     gen  -  tie  whis  -  per    o'er  me     steal  -  ing,  When  my 

2.  When    I      can  -  not    un  -   der-stand  my     Fa-ther's    lead  -  ing,     And  it 

3.  When  the   prom  -  ise  seems  to      lin  -    ger,  long  de  -    lay  -  ing,     And  I 

4.  When    I      see      the  wick  -  ed  pros  -  per     in    their      sin  -  ning,  And  the 
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iri-als     and    my    bur-dens   seem  too  great;  Like  the  sweet- voiced  bells  of 

seems  to      be      but  hard  and   cru  -  el  fate.  Still    I       hear  that    gen -, tie 

trem  -  ble,  lest,    per-haps,     it    comes  too    late.  Still    I      hear  that  sweet-voiced 

righteous  pressed  by  many    a      cru  -  el  strait,  I     re  -  mem-ber   this      is 


^^t>    "u i^      V      V      1/ — V — ^' p— Hg--— ^- 


4= 


-r^-rr 


_^_JL. 


say-ing  to  ray  spir  -  it — On  -  ly  wait, 
work-ing,  God  is  faithful— On  -  ly  wait. 

tar  -  ry,  it  is  coming— On  -  ly  wait, 
whis-per    to  my  spir -it— On  -  ly  wait. 


eve-ning  soft  -  ly    penl  -   ing,  It    is 

whis-per      ev  -  er  plead  -   ing,  God  is 

an  -  gel     ev  -  er     say   -  ing,  Tho'  it 

on  -  ly      the  be  -  gin  -  ning,  And  I 
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Choeus. 
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On  -    ly      wait, 


On   -  ly  wait, 


ly      wait; 
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working— trust,   and  on  -  ly    wait ; 

wait,     on 
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ly  wait, 


Wait,  and    ev-'ry  cloud  will 


^  wail,     on  -  ly  wait,  i 
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bright-  en;  Wait,       and    ev  -  'ry   load   will     light  -    en; 

bright  •  en,    bright-en  ;  light  •    en,    light  ■  en  ; 
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Wait,     and  ev  -  'ry  wrong  will  right  -  en.  If       you  on  -  ly    wait, 

right  -  en,    right  -  en, 
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£i0bt  of  tbe  Eonely  Pilgrim. 


Denmt. 


(  WiNCHESTKK  OUJu"  CM.) 


1.   Light    of '    the  loue  •  ly      pilgrim's  heart  |^. Si  ar      of    the  com-  ing  day  f 
?.  Come,  bloss-ed  Lord  !  let       t^v  . 'ry  shoro     And    ans-wring  is  •   laud  sing 
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L    A  -  rise,  yand  ^^'itU•Thy^I^u1  n  -  ing  beams    Ghasc  all  ,  our  griefs    a  -  wayA, 
2.  The    prais-  •  cs     of    Thy    roy  •  al     name.  ^  And  own  Thee  .  as'  their  -King. 
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3.  Jestis  !  Thy  fair  creation  gfoans^— 
The  air,  the  earth,  the  sea— 
In  unison  with  all  our  hearts, 
And  calls  aloii'd  for  Thee. 


4."  Thine  wis  the  Cross '"with  all  its  fruits 
Of  grace  and  peace  divine  ; 
Be  Thine  the  crown  of  glory  now, 
'The  palm  of  victory  Thine. 


W.  S.  MARSHAL!,. 

Adapted  by  James  M.  £ibs^ 


1.  Joys  are  flow-ing  like    a     riv  -  er,  Since  the  Com-lort-er  has  come ;' 

2.  Bringing  life,  and  health  and  gladness,  All  a-rotl^d  this  heavenly  Guest, 

3.  Like  the  rain  that  falls  from  heaven,  Like  the  sun-lip;ht  from  the  sky, 

4.  See     a  fruit-  ful  field    is    grow-in^,  Blessed  fruits  of  righteousness : 
6.  What  a  won-  der  -  ful    sal  •  ra-tion,  Where  we  al-ways  see  His  face  ? 
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He     a-bides  with  us    for  •  ev  -  er,  Makes'th^'frusting  he^rt  His  home* 
J^anished  un  -.be -lief  and  sad-ness,  Charfged  our  weariness  to-  rest 
feo    the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost  is    giv-en,  Com-ing    on    us  from  on  high. 
And  the  streams  of  life  are  flow-ing  .la  jthe    l0A?-ly    wjl  •  der-  ness» 
What  a    per  -  feet  hab  •  i  •  ta  •  tion.  What  a  qui  •  et    rest-  ing  place. 
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REFRAIN. 
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Repeat  eoflly  ad  lib* 
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Bless-ed  qui  -  et  -nesa,  ho  •  ly  qui  •  et  -ness,  What  as  -  snr-ance  in  my  soul  I 
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On  the  storm-y  sea.  He  speaks  peace   to  me,  How^tlie  billows  cease  to  roll. 


By  perj 


^    I 


No.  119. 


1  must  cell  3e$u$. 


By  per..  Rev.  ElishAi Jl;  Hopfman. 


V,t\  mirst  tell  Je  -  80%  all  of  my  tri  -  als;  I  cannot  bear  these 
a»  ly  must  tell  Je  -  eus  alL  of  my  trou-bles;  He  is  a  kind,  com- 
JJsi  tompted  and  tried  I  ,  need  a  great  Sav-  ior,  One  who  can  help  my 


4^  O     how  the  world  to 


vil  allures  me!     O  how  my  heaurt  id 


burdens  a  -  lone;  In  my  distiress  He  kindly  will  help  me;  He  ev-  &t 

passionate  Friend ;  If  I  but  ask  Him,  He  will  de-liv-  er,  Make  of  my' 

burdens  to    bear;  I  must  tell  Jesus,   I  must  tell  Jesus;  He  all  my 

tempted  to     sin!  1  must  tell  Jesus,  and  He  will  help  me  Overthe^ 


#ftfttftfWHtpftii 


^ 


^ 


Chorus. 


wu^iiwtrm 


^'^'tr^ 


loves  and  cares  foi"  His  own. 
trou  -^bles  quickly  an    end. 
cares  and  sorrows  will  share, 
"world  the  vict'ry  to    win. 
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I mudt tell  Je  •  flus J  liQiist  tell 
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f^^m^mm^W. 


¥=?= 


M^ 


Je  -  sus!     1   cannot"Bear  my  .  burdens  a     Iqide 


ii 
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Imusttelf 


N    1^    jv     "    ^       Hit 


Je-sus!  I  must  tell  Jesus!  Jesus  can  help  me,  Jesus  a^lo 


lone. 


ni  r  r  f  f  Pir  rn  [  [ipftlitf^^ 


Cbe  Peace  of  6oa. 


^aARTETTE.  p 


Eev.   A.  B.  Simpson. 


1.  There's  a    peace    that  pass-eth    un  -  der  -  stand  -  ing,    For  the  pray'r  -  ful, 

2.  Are  you    fear  -  ing,  fret-ting,   or     re  -    pin    -  ing?  You  can  nev    -    er 

3.  You  may  bring    Him   ev  -  'ry  care  and     bur   -  den,     You  may  tell        Him 

4.  Faith   can    nev    -    er  reach  its    con-sum  -  ma    -  tion      Till  the      vie  -    tor's 
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trust -ful,  thankful 
know  God's  per-fect 
ev  -  'ry  need  in 
thank-ful  song  we 


^ Ij— 

ri  -  son  the  soul  com-mand  -  ing, 
som  all  your  weight  re  -  clin  -  ing, 
Him  for  the  dark  -  est  mo  -  ment, 
rious    cit  -  y      of        sal  -    va  -    tion, 

I 


heart;  Like    a     gar  - 

peace;  On  His    bo  - 

pray'r,  You  may  trust 

raise;  In    the    glo  - 


^^ 
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^ 
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rallentando. 
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It  will  shield 

All  your  rest  - 

He  is      car   - 

God  has    told 


from    ev  -    'ry  fi  - 

less  doubts  and  cares 

ing,  where-fore  need 

us      all      the  gates 


^^fe^^^ 


ery  dart.  Would 
must  cease.  Would 
you  care?  Would 
are  praise.  Would 


you 

know 

to 

you 

know 

the 

you 

know 

the 

you 

claim 

the 

^^^4^^^^^^mm 


whom  the  peace  is 
peace  that  God  has 
peace  His  grace  has 
peace  that  God  has 


jiv  -  en  ?  Would  you 

giv  -  en  ?  Would  you 

giv  -  en  ?  Would  you 

giv  -  en  ?  Would  you 


find 

the 

ve 

-  ry 

find 

the 

ve 

-  rv 

find 

the 

ve 

-  ry 

find 

the 

ve 

-  ry 

Jl 


^^^^m^ 


joy  of  heav'n. 

joy  of  heav'n. 

joy  of  heav'n. 

joy  of  heav'n. 
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Chorus. 


^^^^^^^^^ 


Be    care  -  ful  forTioth-ing,    Be  pray'r-ful    for    ev-'ry thing,  Be  thank-ful    for 

^       1 ^__|^_ 


Cbe  Pe««  of  ttOd.     concluded. 


^sr^z 


E^ 


3^ 


Pr FN 1 1 \ 1 ^ d * ^ d \ 


a    -  ny  -  thing,  And  the   peace     of     God    that   pass-eth  un-der-stand-ing  Shall 


J- 


g:^ 
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ik=dk^ 


IL 


V     1/ 
keep, 
your  mind 


shall  keep,  shall   keep    your  minds  and    hearts. 

I  and  hearts,       your  minds  and  hearts. 
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No.  121. 

W.   F.   I  LOYD. 

„  Sustained. 

iil 


Our  times  are  in  Cby  l)<ind. 


Lutheran  Melody. 
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1.  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand—    O      God,  we  wish  them  there- 

2.  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand— What  -  e  -  ver  they  may  be; 
3    Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand— Why  should  we  doubt  or  fear? 

4.  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand :      Je   -  sus,    the  Cru  -  ci   -  fied, 

5.  Our  times  are  in  Thy  hand :  We'll    al  -  ways  trust  to  Thee, 
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Our  lives,  our    souls,  our  all   we    leave      En  -  tire  -  ly       to    Thy    care. 

Pleas  -  ing   or      pain  -  ful,  dark  or    bright,     As     best  may  seem    to    Thee. 

.A      Fa-ther's  hand  will  ne-ver    cause      His    child    a   .  need- less   tear. 

Whose  hand  our      ma  -  ny  sins  have  pierced     Is      now  our  guard  and  guide. 

Till     we  pos  -  sess    the  premised   land,     And     all  Thy    glo  -  ry     see. 


No. 


,  ^-  jBAW'SOPHtXTlGOTT, 
Joyfully. 


!)e$ii$!  T  am  Resting,  Resting. 


* 


J.  MOUNTAII*. 
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rt^Fj^ 
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2.   Oh 


'sur!  I    am    rest  -  ing,  rest  •  ing       In     the  joy    of    what  7%<^«  art ; 

►h,  how  great  Thy  lev- ing-kind-ness.    Vast  -  er,  broad-cr    than  the   seal 

C^<?r«j.  Je-sus!  I   am    rest -ing,  rest -ing,       In     the  joy    of.  what  T'^iiw  art. 


^CT^tfr^lr^1 


^^-M4^-ht II ^  j.  J  ji,ii 


am  find  •  ing 
Oh,  how  mar  -  vel  •  lous   Thy  good-ness. 


I     am  find  -  ing 


out  the  great-ness 
lous  Thy  good-ness, 
out     the    great-ness 


Of  Thy  lov-ing  heart. 
La  -Vished  all  on  me ! 
Of   Thy    lov  •  ingi   heart. 

FlNR 


ffi 


Thott  fiast  bid   me 
Yes,     I    rest  -in 


gaze  up  -  on   Thee,  And  Thy  beau-ty      fills  my  soul, 
Thefe,  Be  -  lov  •  ^   Knowwhatwealthgf  grace  is  Thine, 


m 


D.C.  CnotLVs, 
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For,    by  Thy  trans  •  form  -  ing  pow 
Know  Thy  cer  •  tain   •  ty      of    pro  - 


•  er, 
mise, 


whole, 
mine. 


Thou  hast"  made  me 
And  have  made    it 

-*-  *  r-  ,..a-c 


3  Simply  trusting  Thee,  Lord  Jesus, 
I  behold  Thee  as  Thou  art. 
And  Thy  love  so  pure,  so  changeless, 

Satisfies  my  heart ; 
Satisfies  its  deepest  longings. 

Meets,  supplies  its  every  need, 

Compasseth  me  round  with  blessixigs 

Thine  is  love  inclvsa  I 


4  Ever  lift  Thy  face  upon  me. 
As  I  work  and  wait  for  Thee  j 
Resting  'neath  Thy  smile,  Lord  Jesu% 

Earth's  dark  shadows  flee. 
Brightness  of  my  Father's  gloiy. 
Sunshine  of  my  Father's  face» 
Keep  me  ever  trusting,  resting. 
Fill  me  with  Thy  grace. 


No.  123. 

L.  S. 


l)e  Knows. 


Louise  Shepard. 


f^nmi-JHH^^^^^m 


1.  Je-sus  knows  thy  sorrow,  Knows  each  dread  tomorrow,  There  will  no  temp-ta-tion  come, 

2.  Je-sus  knows  that  tri  -  al.  Knows  that  sad  de-ni  -  al.     He  thus  proves  thee  but  to  know 

3.  Je-sus  knows  thy  sadness,  Comes  to  give  thee  gladness,    And   to  fill  thy  heart  with  praise. 
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=^m4m 


l-M-f 


-# — # — # — #- 
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^ 


thou'lt  find    in     Him     a    home.  There  will    no     temp  -  ta  -  tion      come. 
If     He's  more  than    all      be  -  low,    He    thus  proves  thee    but     to       know 
Wheth-er     dark   or      sun  -  ny    days,    And     to     fill      thy    heart    with     praise, 


-ji 
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Chorus. 


jj,       y  ^JHORUS.  n 


sus  knows  He  has  thy  care,    Je  -  sus  loves  thy 


But  thou'lt  find  in  Him    a  home. 

If  He's  more  than  aU   be  -  low. 

Wheth-er  dark    or   sun-ny  days. 


e.| 
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griefs  to  bear;     All  the  day  and  all   the  way,        'Till  the  glo  -  ry  we  shall  share. 


'    V    V    r   ^  ^    i^—u    I    [^    i/    \        '  ^ — ^ — ^ — 1^    ^    V    I 


4  Jesus  knows  thy  weakness,  5  Jesus  knows  thy  trying, 

'Tis  to  teach  thee  meekness  On  His  bosom  lyjng, 

That  He  takes  from  thee  thy  power.  Lean  and  let  Him  live  His  life, 

Holding  thee  to  Him  each  hour.  Ceasing  all  thy  weary  strife. 

Copyriglit,  1897,  Louise  Shepard. 


No.  124. 

A.  B.  S. 


It  means  3u$t  Ulbat  it  $(iy$. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


p^gz#£g^n^^r^^^ 


1.  There  are  some  who  believe  the    Bi  -  ble,    And  some  who  be  -  lieve     a     part, 

2.  It    as  -  sures     me      of    sal  -  va  -  tion,    Thro'   Je  -  sus'         pre  -  cious  blood, 

3.  And  it     tells     me    there  is    cleans-ing     From  ev  -  'ry  se  -  cret     sin, 
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Some  who  trust 
For  the  souls 
And     a  great 


with  a  res  -  er  -  va  -  tion, 
that  trupt  His  -  mer  -  cy, 
and         full   sal  -  va  -  tion. 


And  some  with  all  their  heart. 
And  yield  themselves  to  God. 
To    keep    the  heart  with  -  in. 


gizUzz^zztj; 
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But  I  know  that  its  ev  -  'ry  prom  -  ise  Is  firm  and  true  al  -  ways, 
And  I  claim  for  my  -  self  the  prom  -  ise,  And  just  be  -  gin  to  praise, 
And    I     take     Him         in    His     full  -  ness,  With  all        His  glo  -  ri-ous  grace, 
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It  is  tried  as  the  pre-cious  sil  -  ver,  And  it  means  just  what  it  says. 
For  it  says  I  am  saved  by  trust -ing.  And  I  trust  just  as  it  says. 
For  He  says    it      is  mine  for    tak  -  ing,   And     I    take    just  what  He  says. 
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i=Zt=  lli=p=feZl J-  lit: 
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Kefrain. 
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Yes,     it 


^    \^   y   [i   "1   ^ 

means  just  what  it 

Yes,  it  means, 


says, 


what    it 


Yes,     it 
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Copyright,  1897,  by  A.  R.  Simpson. 


It  WliUm  3u$t  Ulbilt  it  Uy$.    Concluded. 
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ineans just  what  it     says, 


Yes,    it  means, 


just  what    it  says, 


No 


word    He    has 
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spok  -  en    can    ev  -  er 
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^^^ 


brok-en,      For    it  means   just    what  it 


4  And  it  tells  me  He  will  heal  me, 

And  hear  my  feeblest  cry, 
And  that  all  His  royal  bounty, 

Will  all  my  need  supply. 
And  I  seem  to  know  no  better, 

Than  trust  Him  all  my  ways, 
For  He  says  I  may  trust  Him  fully, 

And  I  trust  just  as  He  says. 


5  It  is  strange  we  trust  each  other. 

And  only  doubt  our  Lord ; 
We  will  take  the  word  of  mortals 

And  yet  distrust  His  Word  ; 
But  oh,  what  light  and  glory, 

Would  shine  o'er  all  our  days. 
If  we  always  would  remember 

That  He  means  just  what  He  says. 


No.  125.      T  am  Crusting  Chee,  Eora  3e$w$* 

X-RANCES  R.  HaVERGAL.  REV.  SiR  H.  W.  BAKKR. 

Tenderly. 
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3^^ 


Trust-ingThee  for 
For  Thy  grace  and 

Trust-ingThee  to 
Ev  -  'ry  day  and 


-c^ 
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1.  I  am  trusting  Thee,  Lord  Je-sus,Trust-ing  on  •  ly  Thee! 

2.  I  am  trusting  Thee  for  par-don,  At  Thy  feet  I     bow; 

3.  I  am  trusting  Thee  for  cleansing,  In    the  crimson  flood  ; 

4.  I  am  trusting  Thee  to  guide  me, Thou  a  -  lone  shalt  lead, 
I 


^•^i4^fftf^^ 
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full     sal  -  va  -  tion.  Great   and      free, 
ten  -  der    mer  -  cy,    Trust  -  ing      now. 

rt'^^.lV.'L     ^A     '^1''^:     6IamtrustingThee,LordJes«s, 


5  I  am  trusting  Thee  for  power, 
Thine-  can  never  fail ; 
Words  which  Thou  Thyself  shalt 
give  me, 
Must  prevail. 


hour    sup  •  ply  •  ing     All     my      need. 
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Never  let  me  fall ! 
I  am  trusting  Thee  for  ever, 
And  i&c  all. 


No.  136. 


Ceaning  on  am. 


CiONSDALU. 


By  per- Jas.  M.  KtRK. 
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1.  I  have  been  alone  with  Je  -  sus, 

2.  Shall  I  tell  you  what  I    told  Him, 

3.  Shall  I  tell  you  what  He  told  rae, 
4.Then  He^ldjne  1 .  was^welcome. 


My  head  up-on  His  breast, 
While  I  was  waiting  there? 
While  I  was  waiting  there? 

Xostay  with  Him^fpr  aye. 


1^ 
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For   I  was  80    ve  -  ry  wea-  ry, 

I  .  told  Him  all  my  troU-  ble, 

*For  it  took  a-way    my  trou-  ble, 

4nd  Uq  S8^i4that  He  would  oevec 

-  -  -#• 
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I  wanted  there  to    rest, 

1  told  Him  all  my  care. 

It  took  a-way   mv  car^* 

CastJii§iaMl?g^hjIjl.iw§3^ 
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!l  have  been  alone  with^Je-  sus, 

,1  told  Him  Satan's  whisperings 

_)He  told  me  how   He  loved  me, 

*!Harkl"  he_said,'Vlj.m  your,, Saviour, 
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He  l3id  me  stay  ,''^a  -  while* 
Oft  called  me  in  •  to     sin,' 

His  wayward,  errins;  child, 
Firm  as   a  rockj  stand, 
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And  I  felt  it  ve  -  ry    /precious, 
And  I  asked  Him  if     1    might  not 

-  And  I  felt  so  ve  -  ry      hap  -  py. 

(Come and  rest  befleath  my  shadow. 
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^^ 


The  sun -shine    of    His  smile. 
For  -  ev-er  slay  with  Him. 
For  still  on  me  He  smiled. 
When  weary    m    the  land.'*' 
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Ck)pyright.  1894,  by  Mylasd  &  KiBK. 


EeanfMfi  On  3m$.   concluded. 


BEPEAIN. 
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For       I      was  wea-  ry,    wea  -  ry,      And  longed  to    be     at    rest* 
After  last  verse — 

Oh, 'tis    precious,  ve  -  ry     precious,      To    lean    on  Je  •  sua' breagtj 
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And  oh!     it  was  so  peaceful  thcre.While  lean  -  itig  on    His  breaac 
For  when  the  heart  is    wea  -  ry,  'Tis  the  on  -  ly  place  of    rwU 
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No.  127. 


Our  eod.  Our  6elD. 


.c.iS. 


Aaron  Williams,  itJSS^fi'om  tbd  1V<iUtt 
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■'    Our]   rshel^ter^firomithe)   [storm-y  blast,  AndJ   our  [^-rter-'nal^  [ndifle^ 
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Beneath  the  shadow  of  Thy  t-rone. 

Thy  saints  have  dwelt  secure; 
Sufficient  is  Thine  arm  alone. 

And  our  defence  is  sure. 

Before  the  hills  in  order  stood. 
Or  earth  received  her  frame, 

From  everlasting  Thou  art  God, 
To  endless  years  the  same. 


A  thousand  ages  in  Thy  sight 

Are  like  an  evening  gone, 
Short  as  the  watch  that  ends  the  night 

Before  the  rising  dawn. 

Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  past. 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come. 

Be  Thou  our  guard  while  troubles  last. 
And  our  eternal  home. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab. 


No.  128.      my  Grace  T$  Sufficient  for  Cbee. 


A.  B.  S. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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My  grace  is     suf  -  fi  -  cient  for  thee." 
And   give  me  His  Spir  -  it  with  -  in. 
Like    bil-lows  roll    -  o  -  ver    the    soul. 
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And    lest    my  poor  heart  should  for- 
His  grace    is      suf  -  fi  -  cient  for 
His  grace    is      suf  -  fi  -  cient  for 
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-    get    it, 
tri  -  als, 


Or  ev  -  er  for  -  get  -  ful  should  be, 
No  mat  -  ter  how  hard  they  may  be, 
It     sets    us   from  self -ish  -  ness  free, 

4— =g— f-^— r— . 


He  still  keeps  re  - 
This  prom-ise  stands 
And  sends  us      to 
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Itty  firace  T$  Sufficient  for  Cbee.   concluded. 


peat  -  iug  the  prorn  -  ise, 
0  -  ver     a  -  gainst  them, 
tell    to    the  tried    ones, 


My  grace  is 
My  grace  is 
His    grace    is 


suf  -  11  -  cient 
suf  -  li  -  cient 
suf   -    li  -  cient 


for  thee, 
for  thee, 
for    thee. 
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Yes      o  -  ver  and    o  -  ver  and 


ver,     My  Sav-iour  keeps  saying  to    me; 
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My  strength  is  made  perfect  in  weak-ness.   My  grace  is  suf  -  li  -  cient  for  thee. 
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4  His  grace  is  sufficient  to  live  by,  5  It  is  not  our  grace  that's  sufficient. 

And  should  we  be  summoned  to  die  But  His  grace,  it  ever  must  be: 

'Twill  light  up  the  valley  of  shadows.  Our  graces  are  transient  and  changi 

And  bear  us  away  to  the  sky.  His  grace  is  unfailing  as  He. 
Aud  when  we  shall  stand  with  the  ransom'd,     And  so  I  am  ever  repeating, 

And  Christ  in  His  glory  shall  see,  His  wonderful  promise  to  me. 

We'll  fall  at  His  footstool  confessing,  My  strength  is  made  perfect  in  weakness, 

Thy  grace  was  sufficient  for  me.  My  grace  is  sufficient  for  thee. 


No.  129. 


Carry  m\\i  me. 


8  &  7s. 


Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour! 

For  the  day  is  passing  by; 
See!  the  shades  of  evening  gather, 

And  the  night  is  drawing  nigh. 
Deeper,  deeper  grow  the  shadows. 

Paler  now  the  glowing  west, 
Swift  the  night  of  death  advances 

Shall  it  be  the  night  of  rest? 
Lonely  seems  the  vale  of  shadow; 

Sinks  my  heart  with  troubled  fear; 
Give  me  faith  for  clearer  vision, 

Speak  thou.  Lord,  in  words  of  cheer. 


Let  me  hear  thy  voice  behind  me, 

Calming  all  these  wild  alarms; 
Let  me,  underneath  my  weakness, 

Feel  the  everlasting  arms. 
Feeble,  trembling,  fainting,  dying. 

Lord,  I  cast  myself  on  Thee; 
Tarry  with  me  through  the  darkness; 

While  I  sleep,  still  watch  by  me. 
Tarry  with  me,  O  my  Saviour! 

Lay  my  head  upon  Thy  breast 
Till  the  morning;  then  awake  me — 

Morning  of  eternal  rest! 

Caroline  Sprague  Smith,  1855. 


No.  130. 


A.  B.  S. 


Ctm  Sour  tbinkiiid. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Cease  your  thinking,   trou-bled  Christian,  What     a- vails  your  anx  -  ious  cares ; 

2.  Like      a     lit-   tie,   help  -  less  in  -  fant     On       a  moth-er's  lov  -  ing  breast; 

3.  How    our  bur-dens  would  be    light-ened,  Could  our  hearts  at  length  be  taught 

4.  Je  -  sus  knows  the  way    He  leads  me,      I      have  but    to  hold    His  hand; 
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God      is    ev  -  er     think-ing    for    you,  Je  -  sus  ev  -  'ry     bur  -    den  bears. 

Like      a     lit  -  tie,  help  -  less  bird  -  ling  In      it's  soft    and    down  -  y     nest. 

At     the  Mas  -  ter's  feet     to     bu  -  ry  Ev  -  'ry  earth-born,  anx  -  ious  thought. 

Noth  -  ing  from  His  thought  is    hid  -  den,  Why  need  I      to       un  -    der  -  stand  ? 
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^^ 
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Cast  -  ing  all    your  care     up    -    on    Him,  Sink  in  -  to  His  bless  -  ed 

Let     me  lie     up  -  on       Thy     bo  -  som,  Los  -  ing  all  my    life     in 

Ev  -  'ry  doubt  and  fear    would  van  -  ish,     Ev  -  'ry  strife  and  con-flict 

Let     me,  like  the  loved    dis  -    ci  -  pie,   Hide  my  head  up  -  on  His 
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will; 
Thine; 
cease ; 
breast; 
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While  He      folds   you     to    His    bo  -  som,  Sweet-Iy  whisp'ring,"  Peace  be  still." 

Hide  me       un  -  der  -  neath  Thy  feath  ers,    Sweet-ly  whisp'ring, ''  Thou  art  mine." 

Love  would  sway  a    bound-less  em  -  pire,     O'er  a  realm   of     end  -  less  peace. 

'Till  up    -    on    His    faith  -  ful    bo  -  som.  All   my  cares  are  hushed  to    rest. 
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Chorus. 
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Cease  your  think-ing,  Cease  your  thinking,   Stay  your  heart  up  -  on      the    Lord; 
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On      His    (J  bo  -  som  sweet-ly    sink  -  ing,  Trust  His  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  Word. 
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No.  131. 


Give  to  tbe  lUinds  CDy  Tears. 


TfeentuMi  Melody^ 


Vait  thou/ His  \timef  sortshall  tlieTfiightk  Soan,. 


rihallTEft    (tn^^  thy^ead.1 
endfirt'    ^joy  *  ous    day.' 
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(S^Hi^eest  <)\^'wealm^s;r  Lord, 
^iOur  hearts>re  known  to  Thee": 
Qh  lift  Thou  up  the  sinking  jiand,' 
Confirm.the  feeble  knee!/ 


7  X£t  us,  in  lifeand  death, 

TTiy  steadfast  truth  declare ;  ^ 

Proclaimmg,  iwith  our  latent  breath, 

Thy  loveiiBd  guardian  carei^ 
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1.  What  a.  fel- low- ship,  what  a  Joy   divine,  Lean-ing    on"  the  ev-  cr» 

2.  Oh,  how  sweet  to  walk  in    this  pilgrim  way,  Lean-ing    on    the  ev  -  cr» 
5.  "What  have  I     to.dread,whathaveI    to  fear,  Lean-ing    on   the  ev  -  er- 


^^P^^Wi 


I* 


'^^^^^m 


i^ 


last  -  ing  arms ;  What  *  a  bless  -  ed-ness,  what  a  peace  is  mine, 
last  -  ing  arms;  Oh,  how  bright  the  path  grows  from  day  to  day, 
last  -  ing    arms?       I     have  bless  -  ed  peace  with  my    Lord    so  near, 
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Lean-ing    on     the    ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing    arms.      Lean    -    -  ing, 

Lean  -  ing     on     the    ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing    arms. 

Lean  -  ing     on    ^  the    ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing    arms,    Leanring  on  Je  -  sns, 
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lean    -    -    -    ing,  Safe   and  ee- cure  from    all       a-latms; 

'Lean  -  ing  on    Je  -  sus, 
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Lean  -    -   ing,      lean  -   -   ing,    Lean-ing  on  the  ev-er-last-ing  arms. 
Leaning  on  Jesus,  leaning  on  Je-sus, 
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No.  133. 

Dr.  H.  Bonar» 

Moderato. 


(Saint  me,  my  God 
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1.  Calm    me,  my   God,  and  keep  ipe  calm,  While  these  hot  breez  -  es    blow; 

2.  Calm    ^e,  my    God,  and   keep  me  calm.    Soft  rest,-  ing     on    Thy  breast ; 

3.  Yes,  keep  me  calnv^  though  loud  and  rude     The  sounds  my  ear  that  greet, 

4.  Calm     in  the    hotit^  of    buoy-ant  health,  Calm   in    my  hour    of   pai?:, 
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Be    likfr'then^fMew's  cool- ing  balm     Up  -  on  earth's  fe-vered  brow. 
Soothe  me  with     ho  "Hy    hymn  and  psalm,  And    bid    my    .  spi  -  rit      rest. 
Calm    in    the      clo- set's     so  -  li  -  tude.  Calm     in    the     bus-tling  street; 
Calm    in    my      po-v'er  -  ty     or  wealth, Calm     in    my     loss    or     gain. 


:^^^ 


^2Z. 


zti:-; 


:g- 


^l 


=1= 


I 


.8:11^3:8:: 


rt 


rS31 


5  Calm  'mid  the  restless  heaving  throng, 
Who  do  not  know  Thy  name  ; 
Calm  in  the  sufferance  of  wrong, 
Like  Him  who  bore  my  shame. 


6  Calm  as  the  ray  of  sun  or  star 
Which  storms  assail  in  vain  ; 
Moving  unruffled  through  earth's  war, 
The  eternal  calm  to  gain. 


No.  134.  Co  tftc  Vxm  of  Christ. 

yhyjiJ.  German  Evenlttg  Hymn. 
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JL  To  the  cross  of  Christ,  my   Sa-viour,  I 

2.  At  the  cross,  while  meekly  bow-ing,-  Je 

3.  At  the  cross,  while  prostrate  ly-ing,  Je 

4.  At  the  cross,  I'm  calm-ly    trust-ing,  Ev 


had  brought  my  wea-ry  soul ; 
•  sus,     smil-ing,  bade  me    live; 

sus'  blood  flowed  o'er  my  soul ;, 
-  'ry     mo-ment  now  is       swtet, 
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Bur-  den'd,  faint,  and  broken  -heart-.ed.  Pray  -  ing,  "Je- sus,  make  me  whole.' 

"I       have  died  for  your  trans-gres-sions,  And      1       free-ly   all    for  -  give." 

All      my   guilt  and  sin  were    co-vered.  And  Hewhispered, "Child.bewhole.' 

I        am    tast-ing  of  His    glo  •  ry,  I       am      rest-ing   at    His    feet. 
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No.  136. 

A.  B.  S. 


Reckon. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


1.  There's  a    lit  -  tie  word  that  the  Lord   has    giv'n   For  our  h^p     in  the  hour    of 

2.  There's  anoth  -  er  word  that  the  Lord   has    giv'n,    In   the    ver  -  y  same  verse  we 

3.  While  we  trust  in  feel  -  ing   or     in  -  ward  frames  We  shall    al  -  ways  be  tossed  a  - 

4.  As  the  mar  -  i  -  ner,  when  the  skies  are     dim,       Sails       on     by  his  com-pass 
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need,— Let  us  reck-on  our -selves  to   be   dead    to  sin, 

read, — Let  us  reck-on  our -selves  as     a  -  live     in  Him, 

-  bout,     Let  us    an-chor     fast  to  the  Word    of  God, 

true;     So  our    faith  would  cling  to  the  prom- ise  firm, 


To  be  dead       and 
As    a  -  live    and    a  - 
And    reck  -  on     a  - 
And    reck  -  on   the 
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dead  in -deed. 

-  wav  our  do^ubt  I    ^^^  "^  reckon,  reckon,   reck  -  on,      Let  ua  reckon,  rather  than 
jour-ney  thro',    j 


^[\\f^\n\tr'[i-\tr.fU\f.i-iff. 


i 


^^M 


P-^  f^i:i*--' 


3 


S* 


feel ;     Let     us     be  true    to  the  reck-'ning,      And  He  will  make  it     real. 
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5  0  how  sweet  it  is  to  be  anchored  fast 
To  a  hope  that  can  never  fail; 
Let  us  reckon  on  with  a  firmer  trust, 
Till  we  anchor  within  the  vale. 


6  You  may  claim  the  promise  from  ev'ry  pain. 
You  may  know  His  power  to  heal; 
But  your  faith  must  rest  in  His  word  alone, 
And  reckon,  rather  than  feel. 
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AnnXL.  warino. 


ItlV  l^eart  i$  Restiitd. 


ANNA  L.  WARINO.  Swiss  Melody. 


1.  My  heart    is     rest-ing,    .0     my    God,      I     will  give  thanks  and  sing : 

2.  Now  the    frail    ves  -  sel  Thou  hast  made,  No  hand  but  Thine  shall  fillr— 

3.  I    thirst  for  springs  of  heaven  •  ly     life,    And  here  .all     day    they  rise ; 
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My    heart  is       at    the     se  •  cret 

The     wa-ters     of    the  earth  have 

I      seek  the    trea-sure     of     Thy 
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source    Of     ev  -  'ry     pre  -  cious  thing, 
failed,  And      I     am    thirs  •  ty     still, 
love,    And  close  at    hand     it      lies. 


m 


1 

4  And  a  "new  song"  is  in  my  mouth, 
To  long-loved  music  set — 
Glory  to  Thee  for  all  the  grace 
_I  have  not  tasted  yet  I 


6  There  is  a  certainty  of  love 
That  sets  my  heart  at'rest  ; 
A  calm  assurance  for  to-day 
Th^  tQ  be  poor  is  best  I 


No.  137.         3c$u$  f$  m  $mt  formr. 

Rev.  Wade  Robinson. 

Ca/m/y.  ^  J.  MOUNTAIN. 


1.  Te  -  sus     is    the    same  for  e  -  ver ; 

2.  Oh,  what  rest  in     Him  a  •  bid-ing, 

3.  From  our  wand'rings  home  returning, 

4.  Small  the    ser-vice   we  can  ren-der, 
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We  may  change,  but  Je  -  sus  ne  -ver,  — 
In  His  love  and  care  con -fid  -  ing, 
Lo,  He  meets  us  with  His  yearning. 
He    is     pa-tient  still  and  ten-der,— 


Je^  •  sus       ne  •  ver. 

Still  con  .  fid- ing  1 

Tond  •  est     yeam-ing." 

Oh,  how     ten-derJ 


5  Day  by  day  He  walks  beside  us, 


Ours  to  shield  us,  ours  to  ciiide  "us. 
Shield  and  guide  us» 

6  Calm  we  sleep,  for  He,  unsleeping, 
Folds  us  with  almighty  keeping. 

Sleepless  keeping. 

7  Lo,  the  heart  that  He  created 
,  Ouly  with  Himself  is  sated, 

Sweetly  sated., 

8  He  is  nearer  than  our  nearest, 
/le  is  dearer  than  our  dearest. 

More  than  dearest. 


No.  138. 

Kate  Hankey. 

Plaintive. 


tornt  tbou  Itle  ? 


Louise  Shepard. 
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saw  Him  leave  His  Fa-ther's  throne,  For-§ake  that  glo  -  ry,  all  His 
I  saw  Him  in  temp  -  ta  -  tion's  hour,  Weak,  but  o'er-com-ing  Sa-tan's 
I  heard  Him  once,  by  Ja-cob's  well,  The  mes  -  sage  of  sal  ■-  va  -  tion 
I      saw  Him  come,  by     pi  -  ty    led,      And  stand    be-side    my  fev-  'rish 
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own!  For  love  of 

pow'r,  For  love  of 

tell.  For  love  of 

bed,  For  love  of 


me.  And  from  the  low  -  ly     man-ger-bed,     1 

me.  And    as      the  tempter    fled    a  -  way      I 
me.  My  heart  had  been  as     cold  as  stone;  But 

me.  Then  heard  Him  whisper,    as    dis-ease  Gave 
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Chorus,  mf 
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'Lov-est  thou    Me?"  "Lo vest  Thou  Me?' 


heard      a   gen-tle  Voice  that  said : 
heard     a  Voice  that  seemed  to  say : 
how  could  I    re  -  sist  that  tone  ?- 
way  to  health,  and  pain  to    ease, 
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5  He  saw  me  weeping  for  my  sin, 
And  turned  to  breathe  His  peace  within, 

For  love  of  me. 
Oh,  may  it  never  lose  its  power, 
His  voice  in  that  sweet  pardoning  hour, 
"  Lo vest  Thou  Me  ? " 

No.  139. 


6  Once,  with  His  own  outstretched  arm, 
He  turned  the  storm  into  a  calm, 

For  love  of  me: 
Then  came  and  took  me  by  the  hand. 
And  said,  as  we  approached  the  land, 
"Lovest  Thou  Me?" 


In  l^edvenly  Cove  1{m\m 

St  Hilda. 
In  heavenly  love  abiding, 

No  change  my  heart  shall  fear 
And  safe  is  such  confiding, 

For  nothing  changes  here: 
The  storm  may  roar  without  me. 

My  heart  may  low  be  laid; 
But  God  is  round  about  me. 

And  can  I  be  dismayed? 
Wherever  He  may  guide  me, 

No  want  shall  turn  me  back; 
My  Shepherd  is  beside  me, 

And  nothing  can  I  lack; 


7s  &  6s. 
His  wisdom  ever  waketh, 

His  sight  is  never  dim; 
He  knows  the  way  He  taketh, 

And  I  will  walk  with  Him. 


Green  pastures  are  before  me, 

Which  yet  I  have  not  seen; 
Bright  skies  will  soon  be  o'er  me. 

Where  darkest  clouds  have  been: 
My  hope  I  can  not  measure; 

My  path  to  life  is  free; 
My  Saviour  has  my  treasure, 

And  He  will  walk  with  me. 

Anna  Letitia  Waking,  1850. 
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Louise  SHst'ARD. 


Dr.  J.  Steiner, 
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1.  "Am  I 

2.  "Am  I 

3.  "Am  I 

4.  "Am  I 
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All  fade,  as  dreams  when  night    is 
Which  says,  "Well  done,"  make  thee     re- 
in            the  dark    hour   when    all       as  - 
Let  Me  but    rule   with  -  in      thy 
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and       O  -    me  -  ga "  gained, 
ward    here    and      in     heav'n, 
with    thee     to      the     end, 
Conqu'ror,  Prince   of    Peace, 
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"I'm  Alph 
I'm  thy 
Lo,       I 

I  am 

^  I  . 


a  and     O  -    me  -  ga"  gained. 

re  -  ward  here  and     in    heav'n. 

am  with    thee    to      the     end. 

thy  Con-qu'ror,  Prince  of    Peace. 
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5  "Am  I  not  better  unto  thee"  than  any  gift  6 
received  from  Me  ? 
Is  not  My  presence  at  thy  side 
Enough  to  make  thee  satisfied  ? 
"  Abide  iu  Me  and  I  in  Thee." 


"  Am  I  not  better  unto  thee  "  than  hopes  of 
coming  morn  afar  ? 

'Tis  heaven  come  down  below  to  rest, 
When  I  am  dwelling  in  thy  breast. 

"I  am  thy  bright  and  morning  star." 


Copyright,  1897,  by  Louise  Shepard. 
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Xmi  Out  of  Darknm. 


J.  0.  HiLLYEU. 
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1.  'Twa3  out  of  darkness  He  brought      me;  Flash'd  in  my  sad  beart  His  light; 

2.  'Twas  on  the  cold  mountains  wand  -  'ring,  Wounded    by  sm,  sick  and  sore, 

3.  'Twas  at  the  cross  where  I    met        Him,    Kneeling  so  lost  and   un-done; 
IS       —  '  -      -   • 


-^-^ 


Turn'd  all  my  hat-red    to      lov     -      ing;     Gave  to  my  blind  eyes  their  sight. 

Je-  sus,  my  Shepherd,  there  found      me;   Praise  His  denr  name  ever  -  more. 

'Twas  there  He  spoke  my  for -give   -   ness,     And  my  poor  heart  ful-ly       won. 
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Chorus. 
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Oh, 


I     love     Je 
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is     my   best  Friend ! 
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4  'Twas  there  with  great  condescension,  5  Jesus,  the  pure  Light  of  heaven, 

Jesus  came  into  my  heart;  Lives  all  the  while  in  my  heart; 

Day  by  day  till'd  me  with  gladness;  Gives  me  His  joy  beyond  measure; 

For  His  work  set  me  apart.  Tells  me  we  never  shall  part. 

By  permission. 


No.  142. 


your  Barps. 


Your  harps,  ye  trembling  saints, 
Down  from  the  willows  take: 

Loud  to  the  praise  of  Love  Divine, 
Bid  every  string  awake. 

Though  in  a  foreign  land, 
We  are  not  far  from  home: 

And  nearer  to  our  house  above 
We  every  moment  come. 


No.  143. 


When  waves  of  trouble  round  me  swell. 

My  soul  is  not  dismayed: 
I  hear  a  voice  I  know  full  well — 

*"Tis  I — be  not  afraid." 


S.M. 


Or  should  the  surges  rise, 
And  peace  delay  to  come, 

Blest  is  the  sorrow,  kind  the  storm, 
That  drives  us  nearer  home. 

The  people  of  His  choice. 
He  will  not  cast  away; 
Yet  do  not  always  here  expect 
Upon  the  mount  to  stay. 


XH  L 


C.  M. 


There  is  a  gulf  that  must  be  crossed; 

Saviour  be  near  to  aid! 
Whisper  when  my  frail  bark  is  tossed, 

'"Tis  I— be  not  afraid." 

Charlotte  Elliott,  1834. 
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Cove  Divine. 


C.  Wb«let. 


(Austria.' 8.7.8.7.  D.) 


J.  Hatcit. 


1.  Love   di  -  vine,  all  loves  ex  ♦  cell  -  ing,     Joy   of  heav'n  to  earth  come  down  ; 

2.  "Breathe,  0  breathe  Thy  lov  -  ing  Spi  -  rit       In  -  to     ev  •  'ry   trou-bled  breast ! 

3.  Come,  al-migh-ty     to     de- liv  -  er,      Let    us     all  Thy   life   re-ceive; 
i.     Fin  •  ish  then  Thy  new  ere  •  a  -  tion,  Pure  and  spot- less    let.  us      be  ; 
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Fis       in   us  Tliy  iium  -  ble  dwell-ing  ; 
Let       us  all    in    Thee    in  -  he  -  rit, 
Sud  -  den-ly    re  -  turn,  and  nev  -  er, 
Let      us  see  Thy  great' sal  -  va  -  tion- 


All  Tliy  faith-ful    mer  •  cies  crown. 
Let   us     find  that     se  -  cond  rest. 
Nev-er   more  Thy   tem -pies -leave  t 
Per  -  feet  -  ly    je  -  stor'd  by  Thee  : 
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1.  Je-  sus,  Thou  art  all    com-  pas-sion 

2.  Take    a  -  way  our  bent     to       sin  -  nino 

3.  Thee  we  would  be  al  r  ways  bless  -ing, 

4.  Ghang'dfromglo-ry  in    f  to      glo  •  ry, 


;  Pure,  un-bound-ed 

—  Al-  pha  and    0  - 

Serve  Thee  as  Thy 

Till    in  heav'n  we 


love  Thou  art ; 
m6.-  ga    be  ; 
hosts'  a  -  bove  ; 
take  our  place^. 


m 
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1.  Vi  -  sit  us  with  Thy   sal-va-tion^     En  -Jer     ev  •   'ry  long  -  ing  heart. 

2.  End    of  faith  as     its     be-gin-ning,     Set     our.  hearts  at       li  •  ber- ty. 

3.  Pray,  and  praise  Thee  with -out  ceas- ing  ;     Gla  -  ry      in    Thy     per -feet  love, 

4.  TiU    'We  cast  our  crowns  be  -  fore  Thee,     Lost    in    won-der,  love,  and  praise, 


No.  145. 

Bishop  of  Exeter. 


Peace,  Perfect  Peace. 


Pax  Tecum,  10,  10. 
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1.  Peace,      per    -  feet      peace,         in         this       dark     world       of  sin  ? 

2.  Peace,      per    -  feet      peace,         by     throng  -  ing         du    -    ties  press'd  ? 

3.  Peace,      per    -  feet      peace,       with        sor    -  rows      surg  -  ing  round? 
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4  Peace,  perfect  peace,  witli  loved  ones  far  away? 
In  Jesus'  keeping  we  are  safe  and  they. 

5  Peace,  perfect  peace,  our  future  all  unknown  ? 
Jesus  we  know;   and  He  is  on  the  throne. 

6  Peace,  perfect  peace,  death  shadowing  us.  and  ours  ? 
Jesus  has  vanquished  death  and  all  its  powers. 

7  It  is  enough;   earth's  struggles  soon  shall  cease! 
And  Jesus  call  us  to  heaven's  perfect  peace. 


No.  146. 

A.  B.  S. 


T$  It  for  me? 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


U  b  U 

1.  Is  it  for  me  to  be    pardon'dandsav'd,  Simp-ly    by  trust-ing  His 

2.  Is  it  for  me  to  be  per-fect-ly  whole,  Thro' His  a-noint-ing  di  - 
3.1s  it  for  me  to  re  - joice  and  be  glad,  Ev  -  en  when  tempests  may 
4.  Is  it  for  me  to  be  heir    to    a  crown,  Brighter  than    ru  -  by     or 


feyriJ^j-;-^^=f=yEji^Ej^ 


word? 
vine; 
roar; 
sun? 
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Is     it   for  me    so    de- filed  and  depraved,  Je-sus     to  claim  as    my  Lord? 

Claiming   inspir-it  and    bo  - dy  and  soul,     All     of  His    ful-ness  as  mine? 

Nev-er    a -gain  to    be    anx-ious  or  sad,     But     to  re -joice  ev  -  er  -  more? 

Is     it    forme    on  the  world  to  look  down.  And  its  am-bi-tions  to  shun? 
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Copyright,  1897,  by  A.  B.  Simpson. 


T$  It  for  me?    Concluded. 
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Is     it  for  me    to    be  cleans'd  by  His  pow'r,  From  the  pol  -  lu  -  tlon    of        sin  ? 

Is      it  for  me  e'en  to    ask  what  I    will,     And    to      re  -  ceive   it    from     Him, 

Is     it  for  me    to    be  used  by  His  grace,  Help-ing  His  I^ing-dom    to     bring  ? 

Is     it  for  me    to    be  with  Him  a-bove,     And    to     be    ev  -  en     as       He  ? 
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Is      it    for  me    to    be  kept  ev-'ryhour,      By  His     a-bid-ing  with  -  in? 

Can    I    ex-pect  that  His   ful-ness  will  fill        Ev  -  er     my  cup     to     tlie  brim  ? 

Is     it    for  me    to    in  -  her  -  it     a  place,  E'en  on    the  throne  of    my  King  ? 

Won-der-ful,  matchless  and  in  -  fi-nite  love  !    Are  there  such  glo  -  ries  for  me  ? 
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Chorus. 


Is     it    for  me,   for    me? I    am   so  glad  it's  for     me;      Won-der-ful 

Is    it  for  me  ?  .^  i-       ^-T^^        h 
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prom-ise      so    full  and    so   free;    Wc 

n-der-ful   Sav-iour,  oh,  how  can    it    be? 
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Pardon  and  cleansing  and  mer  -  cy    for    me,      Yes,  it's    for    me,      for 
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gome,  3csu$,  Cord. 


C/WfiSLET.^ 


CPembrokr.  8.8.6.S.8.6.) 


J.  Foster  (6y>««.^ 


1.  Come,     Je    '  sus,      Lord      with        ho    •    ly     fire,      Come,    and      my 

2.  Let       no  •  thing    now       my      heart      di  -  vide,     Since    with    Thee 

..C  ..   ..    ... 


r.      quick  r.en'd     heart       in  -  spire,  Cleans'd     in       Thy    pre  -  cious  blood. 
2.  I         am        era    -    ci  -   lied,       And      live        to     Cfod       in     Thee. 


3.  Me  with  a  quenchless  thirst  inspire, 
A  longing,  infinite  desire, 

And  fill  my  craving  heart. 
Less  than  Thyself,  oh,  do  not  give; 
In  might  Thyself  within  me  live ; 

Come,  all  Thou  hast  and  art  1 

4.  My  will  he  swallowed  up  in  Thco, 
•Light  in  Thy  light  still  may  I  sco 

In  Thine  unclouded  face. 
Called  the  full  strength  of  trust  to  provt 
Let  all  my  quickened  heart  be  loYQ 

My  spotless  life  be  praise, , 
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Itty  5e$u$,  T  Cow  tUt 


London  Hymn  Book. 
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A.  J.  Gordon. 


1.     My         Je  sus,  I 

2        I  love  Thee,  be 

3.  I  will'  love  Thee  in 

4.  In  /nan  -    sions  of 


love  Thee,        I  know 

cause  Thou  hast  first 

life,  I  will  love 

glo  •       ry  and  end 
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Thee  in       death, 

less  de    -  light. 
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A.  B.  S. 
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Rev.  a.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Let    us    dwell      on    Tim-nath  -  Se  -  rah    Where  the    sun        for  -  ev  -  er   shines, 

2.  Josh-ua    dwelt      on    Tim-nath  -  Se  -  rah     When  his  might  -    y    task  was  done, 

3.  Let  me  dwell      on    Tim-nath  -  Se  -  rah    Where  the  clouds      of    sin  -  ful    care. 
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Where  the  night    and  dark-ness  come  not,  And    the  day  no  more  de-clines; 

All    he    asked   was  Tim-nath  -  Se  -  rah,  Lof  -  ty  ci    -  ty      of    the      sun; 

Can -not  reach    my    hap  -  py  dwell-ing  In    the  pure,  ce  -  les  -  tial      air: 
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Let  me  dwell      on    Tim-nath-Se  -  rah, 

Dwell  with  Christ  on     Tim-nath-Se  -  rah, 

O    how  sweet    is     Tim-nath-Se  -  rah, 


Glo-ri-ous  ci  -  ty 
Glo  -  ri-ous  ci  -  ty 
Glo  -  ri-ous    ci  -  ty 
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Chorus. 


Let  us    dwell,     yes,  let    us    dwell.        Let  us     dwell      in    Tim-nath  -  Se 
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rah. 


J^Tz 


17— tr 


-#-      -C-        -0-  '        -•- 


^^ 


Cimnatft'Serah.   concluded. 


Glo-riou3  ci    -    ty      of         the      sun,    Where  our  mourn-ing  days  are    encl-ed, 


And    our    nights,     yes,      all      our    nights        of    weep  -  mg      done 


No.  150.      3e$a$,  the  Uery  Cbougbt  Of  Cbee. 


Bernard  of  Clairvaux  (er.) 


(Heber.  cm.) 


RfiUjIJ.Jj  JlJJliIJUIJ  Hjij 


Geo.  Kinqslev. 


1.    Je  -  sus,  the  ve  -  ry  thought  of  Thea   With  sweet-ness  fills     my     breast; 


^ 


P 


T^^ 


^ 


J 


^P^ 


^^l^'j  J|J:M=lhil,J  jiliB^i 


l5ut  sweet -er    far    Thy    face    to    see,      And       in  Thy   pre  -  sence     rest! 


&\\  F I  p  p 


^ 


^2Z 
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No  voice  can  sing,  nor  heart  can  frame, 

Nor  can  the  memory  find, 
A  sweeter  sound -than  Thy  blest  name, 

0  Saviour  of  mankind  f 

,  Oh,  hope  of  every  contrite  heart, 
Oh,  joy  of  all  the  meek ; 
T<J  those  who  fall,  how  kind  Thou  art, 
How  good  to  those  who  seek  I 


4.  But  what  to  those  who  find  ?  ah  !  this 

Nor  tongue  nor  pen  can-show  ; 
The  love  of  Jesus,  "svhat  it  is, 
None  but  His  loved  ones  knoWi 

5.  Jesus !  our  only  joy  be  Thbu^ 

As  Thou  our  prize  wilt  be  j' 
Jesus  !  be  Thou  our  glory  noWj 
And  in  eternity. 


No.  151. 

Rev.  F.  BoTTOME,  D.  D. 


full  Salvation. 


English  Air. 


fe^,^_f-jz:^jEE^=Hic  ^n\^ 


1.  Full  sal  -  va  -  tion  !    Full  sal  -  va  -  tion !    Lo,  the  foun  -  tain     o-pened  wide 

2.  Oh,    the  glo  -  rious  rev  -  el  -  a  -  tion  !    See  the  cleans  -  ing   cur  -  rent  flow, 

3.  Love's  re  -  sist  -  less    cur  -  rent  sweep-ing     All  the     re  -  gions   deep  with  -  in ; 


^—t- 


i 


i 


-p-    -^ 


'^^z 


^m^^ 


Ea 


Streams  thro'     ev  -   'ry    land  and  na  -  tion  From  the  Sa  -  viour's  wounded  side. 

Wash  -  ing  stains   of        con-dem-na  -   tion     Whit-er  than     the    driv  -  en  snow  : 
Thought,  and  wish,  and    sens  -  es   keep  -  ing    Now,  and  ev  -   'ry       in-stant,  clean  ; 


fe^ 


^t^ 


i 


,  _^    .^-    .^i. 


^^ 


^ 


=H^ 


^^ 


^^r-i^- 


J !«- 


E^ziE 


n=^ 


¥^=^ 


urr 
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Full  sal  -  va    -    tion  !        Full  sal  -  va  -  tion !         Full 
Full  sal  -  va    -    tion !        Full   sal  -  va  -   tion !         Full 
Full  sal  -  va    -    tion  !        Full  sal  -  va  -  tion  !         Full 
Full  sal-va-tion  !  Full  sal-va  -  tion  ! 


1  -  va    -    tion ! 
I  -  va    -    tion ! 
I  -  va    -    tion ! 
Full  sal-va  -  tion  ! 


^ 


m 


'm^ 


^-W- 
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:fc^ 


P 


-^-^ 


3^ 


n 


9-^ 


Streams  an    end  -  less    crim-son    tide.    Streams  an  end  -  less  crim-son  tide. 


Oh,     the  rapt  -  'rous  bliss  to 
From   the  guilt      and  powT  of 


know  !      Oh,   the  rapt  -  'rous  bliss   to     know, 
sin.         From  the  guilt    and  pow'r  of      sin. 

H 


^ta^M^^^^^ 


Life  immortal,  heaven  descending, 
Lo !  my  heart  the  Spirit's  shrine ! 

God  and  man  in  oneness  blending — 
Oh,  what  fellowship  is  mine ! 

Full  salvation  ! 
Raised  in  Christ  to  life  divine ! 


5  Care  and  doubting,  gloom  and  sorrow. 
Fear  and  shame  are  mine  no  more  ; 
Faith  knows  naught  of  dark  to-morrow, 
For  my  Saviour  goes  before  : 

Full  salvation  ! 
Full  and  free  for  evermore. 


No.  162. 


1  Cove  l)im  $o. 


A.  B.  S. 


Rev.  A.  B.  BiMPSOK. 


i^^ 


Ei^^^ 


1.  Up  from  my  heart      a  song       is    springino:,  It   sets    my    spir  -  it    all       a   - 

2.  I    love  Him   so       be-cause    He  boughtme,  By  Cal-v'ry's    cup      of    bit  -  ter 

3.  The  love    of     Je  -  sus  pass  -  eth    tell  -  ing,  Words  are  too  weak  my  praise  to 


=P=f= 


?ESEE 


p^ 


^^^m 


i^E 


glow,  This  is  the  song  my  heart  is  sing-iug,  While  all  the  bells  of  joy  are 
woe,  I  love  Him  so  be- cause  He  sought  me,  And  to  His  fold  He  gent  -  ly 
show.  But  when  I    reach  my    Fa-ther's  dwell-ing.  My  soul  shall  sing  with  rapt-ure 


i^m 


s 


£ 


Chohhs. 


g3^^ 


&1 


I . 


— W — I 8- 


ring-ing;  My  precious  Lord,  I  love  Him   so. 

brought  me ;  O,  sure-  ly      I  should  love  Him  so, 

swell-ing;  My  precious  Lord,  I  love  Him  so. 


I  love  Him  so, 


E^^ 


-^ 


I  love  Him  so ;  'Tis 


F^^^lt 


^^ 


-:^— q- 


3^ 


I 

this  that  makes  His  yoke   so  light,  'Tis    this    that  makes  my  heart  so  bright,  And 


^^^^^^^ 


zr=r=r-- 


i 


^Ifz 


-«a — ^- 
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ty        now       is      just      de  -  light,       Be  -  cause    I        love    Him     so. 


z 


•-      ft. 


1 


■£■  -P-  > 


ee= 
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M.  A. 


the  fetters  that  Bound  Itle. 


May  Agnew. 
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1.  The 

2.  This 
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are 
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-  ken,            No 

-  ing,             I 

long  -  er     my 
hast  -  en      to 
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fe^ 
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^4^ 

i^g^^^^^e^^^ 
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spir  -  it       is 
fall     at    Thy 


bound;         The  scales  from  my  eyes  have  been    tak    -    en, 
feet  And  weep,  while  the    glo  -  ry      is     thrill  -  ing, 


-F 0- -0- 


f 


^=^ 


p^p^h^^m^^^^^m^ 


I'm  rest -ing    iu 
my  God,    I      a  - 


What   glo  -  ry! 
"My  Lord  and 


what  joy         I  have     found.         I'm    rest -ing, 
my  God"       I     re   -    peat.  My    Lord  and 


e= 


-U M & & 1 1 . . — 


-V — V- 


Je    -    sus, 
-  dore     Thee, 


I'm    trust-ing      a -lone    in    His       word; 
No     language  my  rapture  can        tell. 


Oh,   now    to    my 
So  bless -ed  -  ly 


m^^^m^^ 


I- 


«E 


-tr-T'- 


i^ 


i 


^ 


i 


^ 


My    Sav  -  iour,   my  Broth  -  er,    my        God. 
'Tis   heav  -  en    with    Je  -  sus     to        dwell. 


soul    He      is 
held    by    Thy 


pre  -  cious, 
pres  -  ence, 


^jp^^44=^^^^^^^ 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


Cbe  Ridbt  %\it 


Louise  Shepard. 


PHUTTr^^m 


1.  Would    you      know 

2.  While      we       walk 

3.  God     who    reared 


b             b           '  I 

a     wise  and  won-drous  watch-word  ?  Would    you 

with  Him  in       ho  -    ly  right  -   ness,      We       must 

the    sol  -  id    rocks  and  mountains,    Clothed  with 


^n=^ 


m^^ 


p^^^ 
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^s=i^ 
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learn 
shine 
bloom 


a  great  and  price-less 
as  child-ren  of  the 
and  green  their  smil-ing 


art  ?    Would  you     find       the  sweet  and  sa-cred 

light;  While  we      shout     our  hap  -  py  hal  -  le  - 

face,      All      His      love  would  clothe  our  rig  -  id 


=E=t:=t 
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Chorus. 


'^=i=^ 


-    lu  ■ 
right 


cret  Of  a  bright 
jalis,  We  must  al  - 
-  ness  With    His    love  - 


and  hap  -  py  heart  ? 
so  do  the  riglit. 
li  -  ness    and    grace. 


Look    on    the  right  side, 


-ti- 
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r^r^^^ 
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on    the  bright    side,    Gath  -  er     up    the    sun-shine  and  the    song; 


'g^   h uZ 
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^^ 


^ 
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1. 


For  the  right  side       is    the  bright  side,   And  the  joy    of  the  Lord  makes  strong 


tlip  \_Lp^^f^ 
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Copyriglit,  1697,  by  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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(Uben  T  Can  Head  mv  title  Clear. 

PISGAH.     C.  M. 


J.  C.  LowRY,  1820. 


Ij=^= 


-^-\- 


fer^rp^^ 


'^.^—^ 


1.  When     I      can    read  my      ti  -    tie 
D.  C— And      wipe  my    weep-ing      eyes^ 


^  -^       1       I 

clear  To    man-sions    in      the 
And  wipe  my  weep  -  ing 


skies, 
eyes, 


mi 


«B 


1 — \ — r 
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:tt 
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1    I 


t 
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ki 


± 


D.C. 
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zt?: 


I 


bid  fare  -  well    to 
bid  fare  -  well    to 


fear,  And  wipe 
fear.  And  wipe 


my  weep-ing 
my  weep-ing 


eyes, 
eyes. 


S 


-©>- 


J?J- 


?^E 


5^ 


••=s= 


^ 


I     I 


2  Should  earth  against  my  soul  engage. 

And  tiery  darls  be  hurled, 
Then  I  can  smile  at  Satan's  rage. 
And  face  a  frowning  world. 

3  Let  cares,  like  a  wild  deluge,  come, 

And  storms  of  sorrow  fall ! 


I    I 

May  I  but  safely  reach  my  home. 

My  God,  my  laeaven,  my  all. 

4  There  shall  I  bathe  my  weary  soul 

In  seas  of  heavenly  rest, 

And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  roll 

Across  my  peaceful  breast. 


No.  156.  Cbrlst  of  Jill  my  Ropes. 

R.  Wardlaw.  IjITA]>fY.     7s.  D. 


I 


Fine. 
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Christ,  of  all  my  hopes  the 
Still       in  Thee   may      I       be 

Firm  -  ly  trnst  -  ing  in  Thy 
Safe  -    ly      I       shall  pass  the 


m 


:t 


ground, 

found, 

blood, 

flood, 

I 


Christ,  the  spring  of  all  my  joy,  j 
Still    for  Thee  my  pow'rs  em  -  ploy.  I 

Noth  -  ing  shall  my  heart  confound;  | 
Safe  -  ly  reach  Immanuel's  ground,  j 


SE^=t 


^ 


4-F 


4==t:: 


D.  a- 


-  Till  I     close    my    earth  -  ly 

-  Hav  -  ing  known  it      Christ  to 


race, 
live. 


May     I  prove  it     Clirist  to    live. 
Let    me   know   it     gain    to    die. 


t 


i^ 


D.C. 


-•-- 0 •- 


Foim  -  tain     of     o'er -flow -ing  grace,     F 
Thus,     oh   thus,    an       en-trance  give 

J.  -1^  .     J     J    J 


W^- 


ree  -  ly    from  Thy    ful  -  ness    give; 
To     the  land     of    cloud-less    sky! 

I  .       ^     -         I         J        J 


•g- 


-F— ^— 
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A.  B.  S. 


I^edliitd  in  l)i$  mings. 


Rev,  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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2^-T 

1.  To   those  that  fear     Je  -  ho-valrs  name  How  sweet  the  word  the  prophet  brings: 

2.  It      is       to  those  that  fear    His  name,  His  heal-ing  pow'r  the  Saviour  brings; 

3.  He   is      the  Son      of  right-eous-ness,    And  while  to    sin  our  spir-it    clings 

4.  It      is      His  wings  that  heal  our  pains,  And  soothes  the  serpent's  poisoned  stings; 
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Close    to 

of  Right-eous  -  ness 

us    hide   with    con 

-    not  know  His    heal 

His    bo  -  som    we 
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shall     rise 

-  trite  hearts 

-  ing  toucli, 
must  press 
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With  heal  -  ing       in 
Be  -  neath  His  heal 
Or     rest      be-neath 
To    feel    His    heal 
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-ing 
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wings, 
wings, 
wings, 
wings. 
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Chorus. 
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Covered  by  His 


There  is    heal-ing. 


heal-ing. 


heal  -     ing  in  His  wings, 


M^ 
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while    my  spir-it  sings,  There  is  heal-ing, 
1 


heal-ing, 


E^ 


heal  -  ing  in  His  wings. 
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Crust  for  Body  mi  Soul. 


(By  per.7jAS.  M.  Kirk. 


— -f^ K M-~r~a      j» — • m a ■ ' i''=nh ' 1 1 — «-*— 1 
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[1.'  1^  read  the  sweet'sto  *  ry  ^^  a  ^  gainand  *  ft  T^gain,  Ot  Je-sus:  the 
2.  I  wished  1  could  know  It  "was  ral- ways  Hi3twill,|To  heal  our  d is- 
;3.  Oh,  how,  U  did;  ,^liun-ger  to  hear  Hilii  justj  say',';  My  child,  1  will 
;4.  Is  an— y,  one  sick,  His  word  plainjly  does*say,4;To  call  for  the' 
5.  Then  come,,  my  dear  broth-er,  I  know  He'lljieal  you,,Forjuie-ly_He,'s^ 


'-^-^:2 


7^.— 


■t-—h:rb^- 


*  .t?t'~^~'^~'^~^"ili 


=3^3^: 
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'  Heal  -  er,  while  hei-e  a-mong  men  ;  But  since  He  has    snf  -  fered  and 

leas  -  es  and  sick-ness  when  ill :  1^  will,  be  thou  clean,  to  the 
jbear/^  all  your  siek-ness  a  -  way ;  But  when  I  first  saw  that  to-] 
jeM  -  ers,'*' for  you  they  will  pray :  A-noint  you  with  oil  '*in  the 
^borne  all  your  sick-ness -es     too  ;^ome,  plead  His  sweet i»rftm-is-es, 

^        .#.      .^.      .#.  U(         ,  ^   UL 


■I — I — ^- 
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::^1= 
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iq^qi 
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I  -wondered  if 


=533: 


now  gone  a  -  way,      I  wondered  if      He     was  the  same    to-day. 

lap -er"  said  H&,     But  oh,    is  .  His    will  just  the  same  un-to    me?     , 

day  He's  the  same,   I  ceased  from  my  works,  and  His  own  healing  came. 

iiame  of  the  Lord,'*  "The  prayer  of  faith"  saves  you,  for  this  is  word. 

at  His  feet  fall !     IJe  heal-eth  my  sick-ness,  1  know  H^'ll  heal  -all. 

: •_ 
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Now  I  do    know    our  lord  died  on  the  tree,  From  sin  and  from   sick  -  ness  to  thus  make  me  free  j\ 


^  1^  ^ 
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Cimt  for  Boay  and  Soul    concluded. 


On  Him  all  my  .cares  and  my  krdens  I    rol). 


I  trust  fdr  my  bod  -,  J  at  well  as  my  80ul. 
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Ho.  159. 


Thos.  Moori:;, 


Come  ye  aisconsolate. 


S.  WBfiBK." 
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1.  Come  ye  .dis-con-so-late!  wher  -e'er    ye  Ian  -guish,    Come  ^x>  the 

2.  Joy     of  "the  des>  b-late !  light        of    the  stray  -  ing?   Hope    oftho 
3:  Here  see  the  Bread  of  Life!  see        waters  _flow   -   ing,    Forth  from  thf. 
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mer  -  cy  &eat,~  fer-vent  -  ly  kneel :   Here  bring  your  wounded  -hearts, 
pen  -  i  -  tent,  fadeless  and  pure  !  Here  speaks  the  Com-fort  -  er,, 
throne  of  Godj  pure  from  above  :' Come  to    the    feast    of      loyef 


Ig^J^I^S 


i^ 
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^^^g^^^^ 


here  tell  your  anguish ;  Earth  has~no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot  heal; 
ten  -  der^^l  ly  say^-  ing,  Earth  has  no  sorrow  that  heaven  cannot  cur.e. 
come,  e  -~  ver  knowing  J      [^Earth  has  no  sorrow^biit  heaven  can  renx6Y9« 
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No.    160. 


Balm  in  QikdO. 


Rev.  a.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  As     I     sad    -    ly    look    a  -  round  me,     0\er    a    world      of   grief  and  woe, 

2.  There  is   heal  -   ing    in    the   Prom-ise,    There  is     heal  -   ing    in    the  Blood, 

3.  Oh,  how  sad    that  lives  should  languish !     Oh,  how  sad    that  hearts  should  bleed! 

4.  Would  you  prove  this  Great  Phy  -  si  -  cian,     You  must  do      what  He  com-mands ; 
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Oh,  the  hearts  that  break  with  an-guish,  Oh,  the  bit  -  ter 
Then  is  strength  for  all  our  weak-ness  In  the  Ris  -  en 
Christ  has  bought  a  full  sal  -  va  -  tion,  There  is  help  for 
Care  -  ful  -  ly         o  -  bey  His    or  -  ders;      Lie  sub  -  mis-sive 


tears  that    flow ; 
Son    of      God. 

all    our    need. 

in    His    hands. 
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And    I    some  - 
And  the   feeb 
'Tis    be  -  cause 
You  must  trust 

-#-  -9-    -f- : 

times  al  -  most  won-der, 
lest    of     His  children 
they  will  not  trust  Him, 
with -out    a    ques-tion; 
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Is  there  none 
All    His    glo  - 
Hearts  are  cry 
Cast    up  -  on 

to    help  or 

rious  life  may 

-   ing    ev  -  'ry  - 

Him   ev  -  'ry 

care? 
share, 
where, 
care. 
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Is  there  then       no  balm  in  Gil 

He  has      bet   -    ter  balm  in  Gil 

Is  there  then       no  balm  in  Gil 

And  you'll  find  there's  balm  in  Gil 


ead?  Is  there 
ead;  He's  the 
ead  ?  Is  there 
ead,  There's  a 


Phy- 
Phy- 
Phy- 
Phy- 


SI  -  cian 
si  -  cian 
si  -  cian 
si  -  cian 


there? 
there, 
there? 
there. 


Balm  in  Gilcad.   Concluded. 
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Yes,  there's  balm,  there's  balm  in    Gil  -  ead ;  There's  a  Great     Phy  -  si  -  cian  there, 
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Let   us    bring     Him   all   our    sickness ;  Cast       up  -  on  Him    all      our     care. 
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Jit  even. 


At  even-ing  when  the  sun  was  set,  0  gracious  Lord,  our  woes  dispel? 

The  sick,  O  Lord,  around  Thee  lay.  For  some  are  sick  and  some  are  sad, 

Oh,  with  what  various  pains  they  meet!  And  some  have  never  loved  Thee  well, 

Oh,  with  what  joy  they  went  away!  |       And  some  have  lost  the  love  they  had. 


Once  more  'tis  evening,  Lord,  and  we. 
Oppressed  with  various  ills  draw  near 

What  thoug«h  Thy  face  we  cannot  see, 
We  feel  and  know  that  Thou  a«rtnear 


Thy  touch  has  still  its  ancient  power, 

No  word  of  Thine  can  fruitless  fall. 

Here,  in  this  solemn  evening  hour, 

And,  in  Thy  mercy,  heal  us  all. 

Rev.  Henry  Tivells. 
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1.  Life  for  the  bo  -  cly  thro' His  blood,    Saved  in    our  Spir  -  it,     bo  -  dy,   soul; 

2.  Life  for  the   bo  -  dy  thro'  His  word,      That  word  which  speaks  in  liv-ing  pow'r ; 

3.  Life  for  the  bo -dy  from  a  -  bove,       Life  thro'   the   Spir-it's  quick'ning breath; 
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Christ  did  not  die    to    save    a    part,  But  has  recieem'd  and  claims  the  whole. 

That  word  which  form'd  the  worlds  of  space.      Can  give  to    us  new  life  each  hour. 
Heal'd    by  the  res-  ur-rec-tion  life  That  rais'd  our  blessed  Lord  from  death. 
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Chorus. 
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Tak-ing    life  from  Je  -  sus — Free  -  ly    day  by    day,     Be-lieve    in    the  promise- 


:^^=^^=^^ 


i^wtP — r-f— L=u— k^+i— b— L-i<*=P=^=^H-^— g: 

y f^ 1^ 1/ ^ Ca it        U        t^-Cf ^. 


:^ 


Trust  and    o  -  bey ;   Life  and  strength  receiving      All      our    pil  -  grim  way. 


■h h, 0 ^- 


f- 


=P=F^ 


pr 


Copyrigtit,  1897,  by  Louise  Shepard. 


Ko.  163.       nothing  i$  too  Bard  for  3e$tt$* 


A.  B.  S. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Oft  there  comes      a  won-drous  mes-sage  When  my  hopes      are  grow-ing   dim, 

2.  When  my  frame     is  worn  with  siclv-ness,     And  with  tears       my  eye  -  lids  swim, 

3.  When  my  way        is  closed  in   dark-ness,     And  my  foes       are  fierce  and  grim, 
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I     can   hear     it    thro'   the    darL:-ness   Like  some  sweet  and      far  -  off   hymn. 

I      can   hear    the   prom-ise   ring  -  ing    Like  some  sweet  and  heav'n-ly   hymn. 

Still     it    sings      a  -  bove  the   con  -  flict,    Like  some  glad,    vie-  to  -  rious  hymn. 


(JHORUS.  I  V  I  I  fc,  N.  K 


Noth  -  ing 


too  hard  for      Je   -  sus,        No     man  can  work  like    Him ; 
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Noth-ing      is        too   hard  for      Je  -    sus,      No     man      can    work  like  Him. 
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4  When  my  heart  is  crushed  with  anguish. 
And  the  waters  reach  the  brim. 
Faith  can  hear  the  mighty  chorus. 
Like  some  mighty  battle -hymn. 


5  Let  U3  claim  the  mighty  promise, 
Let  us  light  the  torches  dim, 
Let  us  join  the  mighty  chorus. 
Let  us  swell  the  glorious  hymn. 
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Frances  R.  Havergal. 


the  Unfailing  One. 


A.  H.  A. 
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1.  He      who  hath     led      will    lead 

2.  He      who   hath    made  thee  whole 

3.  He      who  hath    made  thee   nigh 


All  through  the  wil  -  der  -  ness; 
Will  heal  thee  day  by  day; 
Will     draw      thee     near  -    er       still: 
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He 
He 


who    hath    fed      thee    still 
who     hath    spo  -  ken      to 
who    hath   giv'n    the    first 
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will  feed,  He  who  hath  blest  will  bless; 
thy  soul  Hath  ma-  ny  things  to  say; 
sup  -  ply      Will     sat  -  is  -    fy     and        fill. 
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taught 
grace 
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know; 
send ; 
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He  who  hath  marked  thy  faint  -  est  sigh,  Will  not  for  -  get  thy  tear, 
He  who  so  won  -  drous  -  ly  hath  wrought  Yet  great -er  things  will  show, 
He      who  hath     set       thee    in       the     race      Will  speed  thee   to     the    end, 
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Will  not  for  -  get  thy 
Yet  great-er  things  will 
Will  speed  thee  to         the 


tear.      He    lov-eth   al 

show.    He    lov-eth   al-' 

end.     He    lov-eth   al- 


ways, 
ways, 
ways, 


fail  -  eth 
fail-eth 
fail  -  eth 


nev  -  er. 
nev  -  er. 
nev  -  er. 
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Cbc  Unfailing  One.   concluded. 
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So      rest      on    Him      to  -    day, 
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To  -  day, 


for  -  ev  -    er. 


4  He  who  hath  won  thy  heart 

"Will  keep  it  true  and  free ; 
He  who  hath  shown  thee  what  thou  art 

Will  show  Himself  to  thee. 
He  who  hath  bid  thee  live 

And  made  thy  life  His  own, 
Life  more  abundantly  will  give, 

And  keep  it  His  alone. 


Then  trust  Him  for  to-day 

As  thine  unfailing  Friend, 
And  let  Him  lead  thee  all  the  way, 

Who  loveth  to  the  end. 
And  let  the  morrow  rest 

In  His  beloved  hand, 
His  good  is  better  than  our  best, 

As  we  shall  understand. 


3e$u$  Bwls  Co-Day. 


By  pef.,  Jas.  M.  Kibis.; 


1.  Have  you  found  the  great  Physician,     Je  -  sus  Christ  of  Gal  -  i-1  ee? 

2.  CoQ -secrate  your  life  to    Je-sus,     Spir  -  it,  soul,  and  bod- y  too; 

3.  i)o  you  doubt, God  s  will  to  heal  you? Take  His  word  and  ask  for  light; 

4.  Oh.1   I'ra  glad  to  tell  you,  suf-f  rer,  Christ  has  more  than  healing  too; 
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He  who  bore  our  pain  and  sorrow,  Qn 
For  "  the  Lord    is  for    the  bod-y,"    Ev' 

If  you  seek  in  deep  contri-tion,  He 
Life    a-bun-dant  o  -  ver-flowing,    He 
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the  shameful,  cru  -  el  tree? 
-  ry  pow'r  He  gave  to  you. 
will  guide  your  heart  aright, 
will    glad  -  ly  give    to  you. 
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leSMS  Beal$  tO-DaV.     Concluded. 
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Still  He  heals  the  sick  and  suff'ring,  As     be-  fore     He  went 
Let  there  be     no  res  -  er-va-tion,   Give   the  Lord   full  risht 
vDo   not  fear    to  claim  His  promise,  He    will    not  your  trust 
Step  out  bold  -  ly, claim  His  fullness,  Let  your  sad-ness  flee 
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For  His  word  most  plainly  tells  us,"  He       is    just  the  same  to-day." 

He  will  come  and  heal  His  temple,  For    He    is  the  same  to-day. 

When  on  earth    He  gladly  heal'd  them,  And  He    is  the  same  to  day. 

When  on  earth  He  made  them  happy,  And    He    is  the  same  to-day. 
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He    is     just    ....     the  same  to- day;  As   be - 

He    is  just  the  same  to-day,t'..  As    be- fore  He  went  a-way,  As    be  • 
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fore  ...     4   He  went  a -way. 
fore  He  went  away,      As  be-fore  He  went  away.  Look  to  Him,  believe  and  pray; 
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Trust  His  word  and  then  o-  bey.'"Praise  God,  He    is  just  the  same  to-day." 


P=t=; 


:>rr=:irz?±z»iztzi 


itz:=t 


-h- 


■•-T--^-#~: 


IHZJL- 


^ 


CoicrrlsJjt,  i&S4,  by  Myland  &  Kirk. 
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l^usfc  from  "The  Wells  of  Salvation,"  ) 


new  words  by  Rev.  W.  A  Spencer. 
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Wm.  J.   KiRKPATRlCK. 


^^m 


^^^ 


^ 


1.  Brother  for  Christ's  kingdom  sighing,  Help  a  lit- tie,  help  a  lit- tie; 
2,\^  Is  thy  Clip  made  sad  by  :  tri-al?  Help  a  lit- tie,  help  a.  Ut-tlc; 
8.  Though  no  wealth  to  thee  is  giv- en,  Help    a  lit-  tie,  help'  a  lit-  tie; 
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Help  to  save  the  mil  -  lions  dy  -  ing,  Help  just  a  lit-  tie. 
Sweet-  en  it  with  self  -  de  -  nl  -  al,  Help  just  a  lit-  tie. 
Sac  •   ri-fice      is     gold     in    heav-en,  Help    just     a     lit- tie. 
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Oh,  the  wrongs  that  we  may  righten !  Oh,  the  hearts  that  we  may  lighten.! 

■  m"*  m 


I'fiffrnffrfifm 


■i.ii.i^^  jTmrn^ 


Oh,  the  skies  that  we  may  trighten !  Helping  just     a    Jit-  tie. 
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4  Let  us  live  for  one  another, 
Help  a  little,  help  a  little; 
^elp  to  lift  each  fallen  brotheX| 
Help  Jost  a  Httifi^ 

Ospyri^hfc  1885,  ^7  J<3H«  J»  Hbca:^  By  per. 


5  Tho'  thy  life  is  pressed  with  sorrow, 
Help  a  little,  help  a  little; 
Bravely  look  tVard  GocL'sto-moiro^ 
Help  just  a  littie» 
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J.  F.  K. 


Up  Tor  !Je$N$  Stand. 


Mrs.  Joseph  P.  Knapp. 
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1.  Sol-diers  of  th'e-ter-nal  King,  Speed  the  watch word,give  it  wing,Let  it    thro'  the 

2.  La-bel     it    on    ev  -  'ry  door,   Place  it  high  the  pul-pit  o'er,    Let    it  stand  for  -• 

3.  Place  it    on  the  chiseled  stone,  Where  the  mourners  weep  alone;  Grave  it  on  the 
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churches    ring,     Up !  for    Je  -  sus  stand. 

ev  -  er-more !     Up !  for    Je  -  sus  stand. 

monarch's  throne  !  Up !  for    Je  -  sus  stand. 


AVrite  it  on  the  temple's  spire, 
Bla  -  zon  it  in  man-sion  halls, 
Let  the  press,  whose  wheels  of  might 
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Ut  -  ter  it  with  tongues  of  fire, 

Pen  -  oil  it     on  pris  -    on  walls ; 

Roll  for  rea-son  and      for  right, 
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Sire  to  son  and  son       to    sire, 

Do  and  dare,  as  du  -    ty    calls; 

Flash  \z  on  the  na  -  tion's  sight; 
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Up !  for  Je-sus  stand.      Sire    to    son  and  son    to    sire,     Up !  for  Je 

Up !  for  Je-sus  stand.       Do  and  dare  as  du  -  ty    calls ;  Up !   for  Je 

Up!  for  Je-sus  stand.     Flash  it     on    the  ua-tion's  sight ;  Up !  for  Je 

__..,.  .J-J  J.  -I    I  J. 


-  sus, 

-  sus, 
•  sus. 
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Up  for  3e$tt$  $tana*     Concluded. 


Choeus. 


Je  -  sus  stand.  Up!     for  Je  -  sus    stand,  Up!     for   Je  -  sus    stand 

Jesus  stand,  Jesus  stand ; 
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Speed     the  watchword,  give    it       wing,  And    up ! 

i   *    .     J     , 


for    Je  -  sus      stand. 
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One  $ok  Bovtiimal  Sign. 
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One  sole  baptismal  sign, 

One  Lord  below,  above, 
One  faith,  one  hope  Divine, 

One  only  watchword,  love: 
From  different  temples  thdngh  it  rise, 
One  song  ascendeth  to  the  skies. 

Our  sacrifice  is  one. 

One  Priest  before  the  throne, 
Tbe  slain,  th^  risen  Son, 


Redeemer,  Lord  alone; 
And   sighs   from   contrite  hearts  that 
Our  chief,  our  choicest  offering,  [spring 

Head  of  Thy  church  beneath. 

The  catholic,  the  true, 
On  all  her  members  breathe, 

Her  broken  frame  renew; 
Then  shall  thy  perfect  will  be  done 
When  Christians  love  and  live  as  one. 
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Cbe  €bttrcb'$  One  f  ownaatloii. 
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The  Church's  one  foundation 

Is  Jesus  Christ  her  Lord; 
She  is  His  new  creation 

By  water  and  the  word; 
From  heaven  He  came  and  sought  her 

To  be  His  holy  bride, 
With  His  own  blood  He  bought  her, 

And  for  her  life  He  died. 

Though  with  a  scornful  wonder 

Men  see  her  sore  opprest, 
By  schisms  rent  asunder, 

By  heresies  distrest, 


Yet  saints  their  watch  are  keeping, 
Their  cry  goes  up,  "How  long?" 

And  soon  the  night  of  weeping 
Shall  be  the  morn  of  song. 

'Mid  toil  and  tribulation 

And  tumult  of  her  war, 
She  waits  the  consummation 

Of  peace  for  evermore; 
Till  with  the  vision  glorious 

Her  longing  eyes  are  blest. 
And  the  great  church  victorious 

Shall  be  the  church  at  rest. 
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3e$u$  Shall  Keidti. 


OLD  HUNDRED. 

Jesus  shall  reign  wher'er  the  sun 
Does  his  successive  journeys  run; 
His  kingdom  stretch  from  shore  to  shore 
Till  moons  shall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 

For  Him  shall  endless  prayer  be  made, 
And  endless  praises  crown  His  head; 
His  name  like  sweet  perfume  shall  rise 
With  every  morning  sacrifice. 


L.  M. 


Blessings  abound  where'er  He  reigns; 
The  joyful  prisoner  bursts  his  chains; 
The  weary  find  eternal  rest. 
And  all  the  sons  of  want  are  blest. 

Let  every  creature  rise  and  bring 
Peculiar  honors  to  our  King; 
Angels  descend  with  songs  again  , 
And  earth  repeat  the  loud  Amen. 

Isaac  Watts,  ab.,  1718. 
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1.  Onward,Christian  soldiers!  Marching  as  to  •war,With  the  cross  of  Je    -    sus 

2.  At    the  sign  of    tri  -  umph, Satan's  host  doth  flee  ;On,tlien,Cliristian  soldiers, 

3.  Like  a  mighty     arm  -  y  Moves  the  Church  of  God ; Brothers,  we  are  tread-ing 
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Go-ing    on    be- fore. Christ, the roy-al      Mas  -  ter,  Leads  a-gainst the    foe; 
On    to     vie -to -ry!  Hell's  foundation's   quiv  -  er      At    the  shout  of  praise ; 
Where  the  saints  ha  retrod;  We  are  not  di  -  vid  -    ed,     All  one   bod-y      we, 
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Onward, Christian  sol  -  diers 
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Forward  in -to    bat  -  tie,     See, His  banners  go  ! 
Brothers, lift  your  voic-  es,Loud  youranthemy  raise. 
One  in  hope  and  doc  -  trine, One  in  char-  i  -  ty. 
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Marching  as    to        war, 
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atit^y 


With  the  cross  of  Je  -  sus     Go-ing  on  be- fore. 
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4  Crowns  and  thrones  may  perish, 

Kingdoms  rise  and  wane, 
But  the  Church  of  Jesus 

Constant  will  remain ; 
^ates  of  hell  can  never 

^Gainst  that  Church  prevail ; 
We  have  Christ's  own  promise, 

And  that  cannot  fail. 


5  Onward,  then,  ye  people! 

Join  our  happy  throng. 
Blend  with  ours  your  voices 

In  the  triumph-song; 
Glory,  laud,  and  honor 

Unto  Christ  tne  King, 
This  through  countless  ages 

Men  and  angels  smg. 
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Have  you  found  some  pre  -  cious      treas 

Have  you  found 

Is  your  heart 

Pass      it 


ure, 


the  branch  of  heal  -  ing, 
to  some-thing  cling  -  ing, 
to        ev  -    ry        na       -    tion. 


on,  pass  it     on, 


Pass     it      on. 
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Giv  -  ing      out    is  twice  pos  -  sess  -      ing,     Love 
'Twas  for      this   His  mer  -  cy  sought         you.     And 

He     who  saves  His  life  shall   lose  it.     Would 

Myr  -  iads     still    in     sin     are    ly      -        ing,        Ev  - 
"  I 


will  dou  -  ble 
to  all  His  full  - 
you  gain  the  world 
'ry    breath    a    soul 
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ness 


-^i'=t-- 


-f.—f-—f-- 


■X. 


rf 


Copyright,  1897,  by  A.  B.  Simpson. 


Pa$$  tt  Oft*     Concluded. 


—i  ^--b — IS 

4 

— 7^ 

p^ 

— n— 

=^^-^ 

r 

J 
i — 

/T\ 

~s*~ 

1 

— J— 

^             1 

^*  ^ 

— ^ 

—?:) 

i 

~S~ 

— 1 — 

-jf,^= 

I^ 

-¥.     . 

fj 

-•-     ^-  • 

bless    - 

ing, 

On 

to 

high  -  er    ser-vice    press 

-ing. 

Pass 

it      on. 

brought 

you, 

By 

the 

pre-cious  blood  that  boug 

It  you, 

Pass 
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-    fuse 

it,      Would 
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keep  your  tal  -  ent,  use 
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Pass 
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ing, 

And 

the 

blood  of  souls    is    cry  - 

ing, 

Pass 
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Nathan  Brown,  D.  D. 
Chant. 


Edward  Howe,  Jr. 
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1.  My  soul  is  not  at  rest.  There  comes 
a  strange  and  secret  whisper  to  my 

2.  Why  live  I  here?     The  vows  of 
God  are 

3.  And  I  will 

4.  Henceforth,  then,  it  matters  not  if 
storni  or  sunshine  be  my 

5.  And  when  I  come  to  stretch  me  j 
for  the j 

6.  And  if  one,  for  whom  Satan  hath 
struggled  as  he  hath  for 


spirit,.. 
on  me,. 


go! 

earthly 

lot, 

last,.... 


like  a  dream  of 

f  and  I  may  not  stop  to  play  ) 
with     shadows,     or     pluck  V 

[  earthly ) 

.  I  may  no  longer  doubttogive  f 

I  up  friends  and  idol \ 

bitter  or  sweet  my 

\  in    unattended    agonj^   be-  [ 

neath  the  cocoa's \ 

i  should     ever     reach     that  [ 
I  blessed \ 
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night, . , 
flowers, 

hopes, . 
cup, . . . 
shade, . 

shore  . 


that  tells  me  I  am  on  en        - 

till  I  my  work  have  done,  and 

and  every  tie  that  binds  my  heart  to 

1 1  only  praj^  "God  make  me  holy,  and  my  spirit  nerve 

]  for  the  stern 

it  will  be  sweet  that  I  have  toiled  for 

O  how  this  heart  will  glow  with 
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chant    -    ed 

rendered  lip  ac    - 
thee, my 

hour of 

other  worlds  than 
gratitude  and 
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ground. 
count, 
country. 

strife !  " 

this, 
love. 


est 


Chorus.     After  each  of  the  first  five  verges. 
Vivace, 


y  ivucd.  VI  vs.  iy         I 


The  voice    of    my 


part  -  ed    Lord, 


'  Go,     teach 


na  -  tions,' 
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Comes       on       the      niglit  -  air,     and 
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f=P 
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wakes        mine 


Cbe  missionary's  gall   concluded. 

f  Chorus.     For  last  verse. 
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pent,      That  toil      and       suff  -  'ring    once  were      mine  be    -    low. 
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MOUNT  EPHRAIM. 


ftm  Beauteous! 


S.M. 


'1  How  beauteous  are  their  feet 
Who  stand  on  Zion's  hill, 
Who  bring  salyation  on  their  tongues, 
And  words  of  peace  reveal ! 

.2  How  charming  is  their  voice! 
How  sweet  the  tidings  are ! 
Zion  !  behold  thy  Saviour  King ; 
He  reigns  and  triumphs  here. 

3  How  happy  are  our  ears, 

That  hear  this  joyful  sound, 
Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for, 
And  sought,  but  never  found  ! 


4  How  blessed  are  odr  eyes, 

•  That  see  this  heavenly  light! 
Prophets. and  kings  desired  it  long. 
But  died  without  the  sight. 

5  The  watdhmen  join  their  voice, 

And  tuneful  notes  employ  ; 

Jerusalem  breaks  forth  in  songs. 

And  deserts  learn  the  joy. 

6  Thd  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 

Through  all  the  earth  abroad; 

Let  all  the  nations  now  behold 

Their  Saviour  anxl  their  God. 
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Rev.  A.  B.  SijMpson. 
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1.  Down  a-mid  the  depths  of  hea-then  darkness  There  are  lie -roes  true  and  brave, 

2.  So    beneath  the  dark   and  mighty       o  -  cean,  Di  -  vers  plunge  for  treasures  rare; 

3.  Who  can  un-derstand    the  dreadful  darkness    Of  these  realms  of  sin   and  death  ? 


Shrinking  not  from  death,  or  toil,  or  dan  -  ger.  They  have  gone  to  help  and  save. 
But  thro'  hands  that  hold  the  ropes  a  -  bove  them,  Still  they  breathe  the  up  -  per  air. 
E'en  the  ver  -  y    air        is  scorch'd  and  tainted  Witji    the  Drag-on's    pu  -  trid  breath 
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But  we  hear  them  crying,  "Do  not  leave  us    'Mid  these  dreadful  depths  to  drown, 
Seeking  precious  pearls  of  rich  -  er    val  -  ue    Braver  hearts  have  dared  to    go, 
But    a-cros3  the  wid  -  est,  wild  -  est   bil  -  lows  Love  can  reach  to  dis  -  tant     lands. 
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Let  us  feel  your  arms  of  pray'r  a -round  us,  Hold 
But  our  faithful  hands  must  ev  -  'ry  moment  Hold 
And  beneath  the  deep-est,  dark  -  est  surg  -  es,  Pray'r 


-^'-t- 
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the  ropes  as  we  go  down." 
the  ropes  that  reach  be-low. 
can  hold     a  brother's  hands 
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"  Hold  the  ropes?'    "^    '      'tis    a  broth-er     cry-ing,     He  has  plung'd  beneath  the  wave, 
Hold  the  ropes, 
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Bold  tbe  Ropes.     Concluded. 
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He  has  gone  'mid  the  lost  and    dy  -  ing,  He  has  gone    to  help  and  save. 

He  has  gone 
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-  Think  you,  was  it  only  for  your  brother         5  Let  ns  hold  the  ropes  with  hands  more  loyal, 

Jesus  spake  His  last  commands.  Let  us  pray  with  faith  more  strong, 

Is  there  naught  for  you  to  do  or  suffer.  Let  the  love  that  never  fails  uphold  them 

For  these  lost  and  Christless  lands  ?  ^  Through  their  night  so  dark  and  long. 

If  you  cannot  go  yourself  to  save  them,  Let  us  lay  our  treasures  on  the  altar, 

There  are  those  that  you  can  send,  Let  us  give  our  children,  too; 

And  with  loving  hands  stretched  out  to  help  There's  a  part  for  each  in  this  great  conflict, 

Hold  the  ropes  as  they  descend.        [them        And  the  Lord  hath  need  of  you. 
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1.  I      love  Thy  king-dora.  Lord, 

2.  I      love  Thy  church,  0      God  ! 


^m 


:?^gE 


The    houpe  of  Thine     a  -   bode, 
Her    walls  be  -  fore   Thee  stand. 


-:g:- 


^ 


E^ 


=t= 


1.  The  church  our  blest    Re  -  deem-er  sav'd    W'itli   His  own  pro  -  cious  blood. 

2.  Dear     as  the    ap  .  pie     of  Thine  eye,.'   And    gra-ven  on     Thy  Jiand. 


3.  For  her  my  tears  shall  fallr, 
For  her  my  prayers  ascend  , 

To  her  my  <Jares  and  toils  be  given, 
Till  toils  and  cares  shall  end. 

4.  Beyond  my  highest  joy 

I  prize  her  heavenly  ways, 
Her  sweet  communion,  solemn  vows, 
Hej  hymns  of  love  alid  praise. 


).     Jesus^  Then  Friend  divine, 
Our  Saviour  and  our  King  \ 
Thy  hand,  from  every  snare  and  foe, 
Shall  great  delirorance  bring. 
;.     Sure  as  Thy  tnith  shaU  last. 
To  Zion  shall  be  given 
The  brightest  glories  earth  can  yield, 
And  brighter  bliss  of  bcaven. 
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1.  There    is    some  -  thing  all    can      do,  Tho'  you're  net  -   ther  wise  nor  strong  ; 

2.  Few  are  called       to  bear  com-mand,      In       the     bu  -     sy  battl'ing  throng; 

3.  There  are  streams  that  reach  the    se^  Might  -  y     voic  -    es  swift  and  strong, 

4.  You  can   help        by    ho  -  ly   pray'r,  Help  -  ful    love      and  joy  -  ful    song, 
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You  can      be          a    help  -  er  true,  You 

But    a  -    mid    some    lit  -  tie  band,  By 

There  are  some      that  seem  to        be  Feed  - 

Oh !    the    bur  -  dens    you  may  bear.  Oh, 
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can  stand  when  friends  are  few, 

your  lead  -    er    you   can  stand- 

•  ers  on    -    ly,  flow-ing     free, 

the  sor  -  rows  you   may  share, 
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Some  lone  heart  has  need  of      you. 

Heart  to    heart  and  hand  to    hand. 

Simp .  -  ly     used  like  you  and     me, 

Oh!  the  crowns  you  yet  may  wear, 
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You  can  help  a  -  long. 

You  can  help  a  -  long. 

Just  to  help  a  -  long. 

If  you  help  a  -  long. 


-# # ^-^ 


Chokus. 


m 


--M^- 


^^ 


T d  '    d  -r H ^ N; 1 «— ^ — « — m-^ ^ H V- 


Help       a  -  long,   yes,     help       a  -  long.     Help    the  right      a  -  gainst  the  wrong; 
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Turn       the      sor    -    row      in  -   to        song 


Copyright,  1897,  by  A.  B.  Simpson. 


No.  178. 

A.  B.  S. 


T  Rave  Overcome. 


m 


■i=^ 
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1.  Faint-ing     sol  -  dier  of  the  Lord,     Hear  His  sweet   in  -  spir  -  ing  word— 

2.  Fear  not,    tho'    thy  foes  be  strong;  Faint  not,    tho'    the    strife    be    long; 

3.  Soon  the    con  -  flict  will  be   done.     Soon   the    bat  -  tie      will     be    won, 
-•-                                                 I                                             \         \^ 
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Soon 


have 

thy 
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conquered  all  thy  foes,  I  have  suf-fered 
glo  -  rious  Cap-tain's  power,  Watch  with  Him  one 
wave  the      vie  -  tor's  palm.     Soon  shall  ring  th'e  - 
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Struggling  sol  -  dier,  trust  in  Me, 
Hear  Him  call  -  ing,  "Fol  -  low  Me, 
Then  our    joy  -  ful     song  shall    be- 


I      have     o  -  ver  -  come    for   thee." 

I      have     o  -  ver  -  come    for  thee." 

"I      have     0  -  ver  -  come    for  thee." 
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Chorus. 
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I    have  o-vercome,  o-ver-come,  o-vercome,    0-  vercome  for   thee;    o-vercome; 
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Thou  shalt  o-vercome,  o-ver-come,  o-vercome,     0  -   vercome  thro' Me."  Ihro' Me. 
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1.  We  are  go  -  ing  forth  from  the  school  of     Je  -  sus,  We  have  sat     at  His  bless -ed     feet, 

2.  We  are  go  -  ing  forth  from  the    up  -  per  chamber,  From  the  days  of  our  Pen  -  te  -  cost, 

3.  We  are  go  -  ing  forth  with   a    trust    so     sa-cred,  And  a  truth    so    di-vine   and   deep, 

4.  We  are  go  -  ing  forth  with    a     glo  -  rious  mission,  As  am  -  bas    -   sa  -  dors    for     God, 
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We  have  drunk  from  truth's  ce    -    les  -  tial  foun-tain,  We  have  tast  -  ed  its  hon  -  ey  sweet. 

We  have  giv'n  our-selves   in     a     full    sur  -  ren  -  der,  And  been  fill'd  with  the  Ho  -  ly  Ghost. 

With  a    mes- sage  clear  and   a   work    so     glo-rious,  And  a  charge,  such  a  chaige  to  keep. 

We  ar3  sent  with  heav-en's  last  word    of    mer  -  cy     0  -  ver    all       the    world     a  broad. 
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Mas  -  ter  In  a  world  where  friends  are  few, 
ho  -  ly.  And    to     live     as  Christ  would  do; 

broth  -  er,  That  the  Lord  can  depend  on  you, 
sor  -  row,  And  the  curse   of      sin      un  -  do. 
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And  He  sends  us  forth  with  the  watchword  ho  -  ly,  What-so  -  ev  -  er  it  costs, 
Let  us  al  -  ways  re  -  pre  -  sent  our  Mas  -  ter.  Let  our  life  be  al  - 
And  if  all  be  -  sides  should  fail  and  fal  -  ter,  To  your  trust  be  al  - 
With  a    work   so  grand  and   a  trust    so      ho  -  ly,    Oh,  what  heart  would  not 


Be  true, 
ways  true, 
ways  true. 
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ly  watchword  ring; 


We'll  be  true, 
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true                   to  your  trust,                   Be 
We'll  be  true                        to  our  trust, 

true 
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to  your  glo-rious  King; 

we'll  be  true, 
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true  I  be         true  I  Whether  friends  be  false    or      few; 

We'll  be  true, we'll  be  true,we'll  be  true,  we'll  be  true, 
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What-so-e'er      be  -  tide,     ev  -  er      at      His     side,    Let  Him    al  -  ways  find     you  true. 
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I  We  are  going  forth  with  the  blessed  Spirit, 

And  the  Master  always  near; 
He  has  told  us,  "  Lo,  I  am  with  you  always," 

And  we  need  not  faint  or  fear. 
With  the  Master's  presence  always  near  us, 

Shall  we  not  both  dare  and  do? 
With  the  mighty  Holy  Ghost  within  us, 

Shall  we  not  be  always  true? 


5  We  are  going  forth  with  a  hope  supernal, 

'Tis  the  hope  of  the  "Home,  Sweet  Home;" 
We  shall  not  have  gone  over  all  the  cities 

Till  the  Son  of  Man  be  come. 
We  are  calling  out  the  guests  to  the  marriage, 

We  are  hasting  to  meet  Him  too, 
May  He  find  us  watching  and  robed  and  ready; 

May  He  say  "Thou  hast  been  true." 
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1.  **ye  shall  be      my  wit  -  ness-es,"  was  Je  -  sus'  last  command,  .To 

2.  Je  -  sus  has  commissioned  you  and    I        to  go     or  send      A 

3.  God   has  said    be   of  good  cour-age,  neith.-  er  be       a-fraid»  Tho' 

4.  Hear  ^  the  suf -f  ring  mil-lions  cry-  ing  for     the  Liv-  ing  Bread. When 
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ev'  *  ry  kindred  tongue  arid  tribe,  ijx    ev-  ^  ry  clime  jaud  land;  1.G0, 
mes  -  sen-ger     in  His  deatnamej]3is-gl6rious<  cross    de-fend ;    And 
mountains  seem-  to  hedg0  tjie  way,  He  says    'be  un  -  idismayed ;  For 
Christ  was  here  His  words  were,'^*lJet the  tuul  -  ti-tudes    be  fed."  Then 
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tell  them  of  our  Christ  ^nd  say  Hi^    kingdom  is       at  hand, 

ev  -  en  to  the  end, 
al  -ways  be  our  aid, 
all    His  blood  was  shed, 
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He    has  promised  to     .  be  with    us, 

Je  •  sus  is     our  Cap- tain  and  will 

haste  wher-ev  -  ler  man     is  found,  for 
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Tell  it.  out,  Tell  it 

Tell  it  out. 
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Tell  it 

Tell  U  out 

Tell  It  out, 

J- 

ifSi-Ni — I*' c  r 

-^ 

F^^^f^ 

gt- 

4J. 

^    ^^'^ 

U*     k/.     -^     / 

4- 

-^^ 

K^b.r 

-^-^-- 

p 


;^=^ 


es^ 


-(5— v-^ 


^r^P^ 


:*±^ 


TFTf 


3- 


«i^ 


out,  . 

Tell'  it  oiit. 


Tbe  news  the  ivorld  around,  Till  the  name  of  Je  -sua 
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id.Wlio  will  go  and  witnpss  for  Je-  sus? 


Gospel  Banner. 


Webb. 


Now  be  the  gospel  banner 

In  every  land  unfurled; 
And  be  the  shout,  "Hosanna!" 

Re-echoed  through  the  world, 
Till  every  isle  and  nation, 

Till  every  tribe  and  tongue, 
Receive  the  great  salvation, 

And  join  the  happy  throng. 


What  though  the  embattled  legions 

Of  earth  and  hell  combine? 
His  power  throughout  their  regions 

Shall  soon  resplendent  shine; 
Ride  on,  0  Lord!  victorious, 

Immanuel,  Prince  of  Peace! 
Thy  triumphs  shall  be  glorious. 

Thine  empire  still  increase. 


No.  182. 


flritt  of  the  Eorl 


L.  M. 


Arm  of  the  Lord!  awake,  awake. 
Put  on  thy  strength,  the  nations  shake, 
And  let  the  world,  adoring,  see 
Triumphs  of  mercy  wrougnl  by  Thee. 

Say  to  the  heathen  from  Thy  throne, 
"I  am  Jehovah— God  alone;" 
Thy  voice  their  idols  shall  confound. 
And  cast  their  ai^ars  to  the  ground. 


No  more  let  human  blood  be  spilt. 
Vain  sacrifice  for  human  guilt. 
But  to  each  conscience  be  appLed 
The  blood  that  flowed  from  Jesus  side. 

Almighty  God!   Thy  grace  proclaim. 
In  every  land  declare  Thy  name, 
Till  adverse  powers  before  Thee  fall, 
And  crown  the  Saviour  Lord  of  all. 
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1.  An  -    y  -  where  my  Mas  -  ter  needs  me,    Let  me  nev  -  er  an  -  swer  No; 

2.  If  He  needs  me    in      the  l^itch-en,    Let  me  nev  -  er  an-  swer  No; 

3.  If  He  needs  me    in      the    fur  -  nace,  Let  me  nev  -  er  an  -  swer  No; 

4.  If  He    call      to  hard  -  est     ser  -  vice,  Let  me  nev  -  er  an-  swer  No; 
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'ry-where  my  Sav  -  iour    leads  me,    Let 
He  bids  me    toil    and    suf  -  fer,    Let 
Him  to    the  Cross,  the    Gar  -  den.  Let 
He  needs  me,    if     He    leads   me,  'Tis 

me    ev  -  er    glad  -  ly 
me    al  -  ways  glad  -  ly 
me    al  -  ways  glad  -  ly 
e  -  nough,  I'll  glad  -  ly 
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An  -  y-where,  an  -  y-where,  Je-sus  may  need  me, 
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Let    me  nev-er    an-swer  No; 
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Ev  -  'ry-where,  ev-'ryvvhere,  Je  -  sus  leads  me. 


Let    me   joy  -  ful  -  ly    go. 
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5  If  to  heathen  lands  He  calls  me, 

Let  me  never  answer  No; 

Telling  out  the  great  salvation, 

In  His  name  I'll  gladly  go. 

6  If  He  needs  my  gold  and  silver, 

Let  me  never  answer  No; 
All  I  am  and  have  I  ofller, 
Gladly  helping  others  go. 

^    Copyright, 


7  If  He  needs  my  fondest  treasures, 

Let  me  never  answer  no; 
Even  to  Moriah's  altar 

With  my  Saviour  I  would  go. 

8  If  He  only  needs  my  silence, 

Let  me  never  answer  No; 
Only  wailing  for  His  orders, 
Pleased  alike  to  stay  or  go. 
1897,  by  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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Go  dnd  tell. 
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1.  Send    the  gos-pel  of    sal  -  va  -  tion,   To    a  world    of    dy  •       _ 

dying  men; 

2.  'Ti3     the  church's  great  com-mis-sion,  'Tia  the  Mas  -  ter's  last    com-mand; 

last  command; 
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Tell        it     out    to    ev  •  'ry      na  -  tion;    'Till  the  Lord  shall  come    a  -  gain. 
Christ     has  died  for    ev  -  'ry    crea  -  ture,    Tell    it      out     in      ev  -   'ry      land. 
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Go   and  tell them,  go  and  tell     them,  Je-sus   died      for  sin-ful  men. 

Go  and  tell,  go  and  tell,  Sin-ful  men. 
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3  Tell  it  out  to  China's  millions, 

Tell  it  out  in  fair  Japan ; 
Tell  it  by  the  mighty  Congo, 
Tell  it  in  the  dark  Soudan. 

4  'Mid  the  lone  Tibetan  mountains. 

By  the  Orinoco's  strand; 
O'er  the  burning  plains  of  India, 
Tell  it  out  in  every  land. 
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5  Christ  is  gatli'ring  out  a  people, 

To  His  name  from  every  race; 
Haste  to  give  the  invitation, 
Ere  shall  end  the  day  of  grace. 

6  Give  the  gospel  as  a  witness, 

To  a  world  of  sinful  men; 
Till  the  Bride  shall  be  completed, 
And  the  Lord  shall  come  again, 
by  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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0ideon'$  Band. 


[Composed  for  the  Young  Men's  Crusade,  ]      Rev.   A.   B.    SiMPSON 
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17  When   of     old 

2.  Once    a  -  gain 

3.  Who  are  they, 

4.  God    is    call  - 
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at    Gideon's  sum-mons      Is  -  rael's  thir  -  ty    thousand  came, 
the  hosts  of       Je  -  sus     Gath  -  er  round    His  stanci-ard  true; 
the  brave  and   val-iant,     Know-ing  neith  -  er  douDt  nor  fear, 
ing    for  our  we»k-ness,    He  will    give    the  strength  di-vine; 
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God    re-fused 
Once     a  -  gain 
Who    are   they, 
"  Je  -  sus,    take 


^^ — # — • — #=^ 


the  mighty     ar  -  my       Lest  the    glo    -    ry  man  might  claim, 
the  Lord  is    choosing       Not  the    ma  -    ny,  but   the    few, 

the  wise  and  wa  -  ry,  Watch-ing  when    the    foe     is    near  ? 
my  bro-ken   pitch-er,        Let  my  torch  more  brightly    shine, 
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And  the  myr  - 
And  the  Gos  - 
God  is  call  - 
Help    me  swell 


iad  hosts  of  Mi-dian  Back 
l^el  of  the  kingdom  Shall 
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Not  by    Is  -  rael's  thir -ty    thousand.     But    by  Gid- eon's  lit  -  tie  band. 

Not  by    all  the   Church's  mil-lions.      But    by  Gid  -  eon's  lit  -  tie  band. 

Who  will  join  the  glo-rious    le  -  gion,  Wlio'll  be  -  long  to  Gid-eon's  band. 

Help  me  win  the  M^orld  for    Je  -  sus,     Keep   me  true    to  Gideon's  band." 
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6ideon'$  Band.    Concluded. 


March-ing    lorth    at    God's  com  -  mand,   To    win       the  world  for      Je  -    sus. 
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1.  Speed  Thy  ser  -  vauts,  Saviour,  speed  them  !  Thou  art  Lord  of  winds  and  Waves-: 

2.  Friends,  and  home,  and  all    for-sak-ing,    Lord!  they  go    at   Thy  command* 
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;1.  They  were  bound,but  Thou  hast  freed  them  ;  Now  they  go     to    free  the  slaves 
'2.,      A5  their  stay  Thy  prom- ise    tak-ing,  While  they  tra  >  verse  sea  and  land: 
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1.       Be  Thou  Ti-ith  them  !  Be  Thou  with  them  !  'Tis  Thine  arm  a  -  lone  that  saves  ! 
%     'Oh, '  be   with  them  !  Oh,  be    with  tliem  !  Lead  them  safe-ly      by   the  hand  I 


m^^^^^^m^ 


t=F 


,_  Where  no  fmit  appears  to  cheer  them. 

And  they  seem  to  toil  in  vain, 
^hon  in  mercy.  Lord,  draw  near  them, 
Then  their  sinking  hopes  sustain  : 

Thus  supported, 
Let  their  zeal  revive  again  ! 


4.  In  the  midst  of  opposition 

Let  them  trust,  0  Lord,  in  Thee  ; 
When  success  attends  their  mis|ion, 
Let  Thy  servants  humbler  be : 

Never  leave  them, 
Tilt  Thy  face  in  heaven  thev  see  ! 


No.  187. 

A.  B.  S. 

Vigorously.     March  time. 


60  Toward. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  For-ward,  for-ward,  let  the  host  go  for-ward,  Hear  the  mighty  watchword  from  on 

2.  For-ward,  for-ward,  leave  the  past  behind  thee,  Reaching  forth  unto  the  things  be  - 

3.  For-ward,  for-ward,  rise  to  no-bler  ser-vice,   Fold  the  tent  and  bear  the  ban-ner 


^^^"^  f  lf-fflJ:lyLmii 
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high; 
fore; 
on; 

J-. 
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Raise  tlie  ban  -  ner,     lift    it    high-er,    high  -  er. 

All  the  Land    of     Prom-ise  lies  be  -  fore  thee, 

There  are  new      and    larg  -  er  fields  to    con-quer, 


^^W 


m 


Hear  the  mighty  watchword. 
Reach  forth  to  things  before. 
And  bear  the  ban-ner  on. 


f^^N, 


^ 
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Bear      it      on     to    glo  -  rious   vie  -   to  -    ry. 
God    has  great  -  er    bless-ings  yet     in      store. 
There    are  grand-er    vie  -  fries    to      be      won ; 


All        too      long    we've 

On        to        vast  -     er 

There    are       souls     with 


m. 
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lingered  round  our  campfires.  Let  the  blood-stain'd  ban  -  ner  be  un-furled; 
fields  of  ho-  ly  vis  -  ion.  On  to  loft-  ier  heights  of  faith  and  love; 
no    one  else  to    care  for,     There   are  things  that        no    one    else  can     do; 


^^^^^^^m 
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For  -  ward,  for  -  ward,  like    a    might  -  y      ar    -    my  Bear  the  blood-stain'd 

On  -  ward,  on  -  ward,  ap  -  pre -hend -ing  who!  -  ly         All    for  which  He 

For  -  ward,  for  -  ward,  choose  the     post    of    dan  -    ger,      Go  where  Christ  has 

I 


-M. 
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Chorus. 
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ban  -  ner  o'er  the  world.  \ 
calls  thee  from  a  -  bove.  >■ 
great  -  est  need  of    you.   ) 


:3-— ♦ 


Go  forward,  go  forward,  hear  the  Captain  call ;  We're 
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?#?^ 
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»-t^- 


read  -  y,     we're  read  -  y,        let        us  ans  -  wer  all :        Go    for  -  ward,  go  for-ward. 
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see    the   le-glons  go 


To     vie  -  fry, 


to  vie  -  fry     o    -      ver  ev  -  'ry   foe. 
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4  Forward,  forward,  on  to  every  nation. 

Give  the  four-fold  gospel  to  the  world, 
Over  all  the  lands  that  lie  in  darkness 

Let  the  blood-stain'd  banner  be  unfurled. 
On  till  every  tongue  and  tribe  and  kindred 

Hear  the  glorious  gospel's  joyful  sound; 
Forward,  forward,  till  the  name  of  Jesus 

Shall  re-echo  all  the  world  around. 


5  Forward,  forward,  He  is  leading  forward ; 

Lo  !  the  pillar-cloud  is  moving  on ; 
We  are  going  forth  to  meet  the  Bridegroom 

As  He  comes  to  claim  His  advent  throne. 
Soon  the  little  flock  will  all  be  gathered. 

Soon  the  glorious  Bride  will  be  complete; 
Forward,  forward,  just  a  little  longer. 

And  we'll  ground  our  arms  at  Jesus'  feet. 
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1.  They  are  .fall  -  ing    on    the  field    of     bat  -    tie,     Let   us  fill         up  the 

2.  They  are  fall  -  ing    by    the  might-y      Con   -  go,  They  are  dy  -  ing    in    the 

3.  So   the  Mas  -   ter  gave  His  life    for     oth  -    ers,    But     a  seed  -  corn  was 

4.  But  the  bat  -    tie  must  not  cease  nor  wav    -    er     Tho'    a  thou    -    sand 


mtU-^r^'^M'^^^^ 
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mm 
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ranks    as  they  fall;     They  are    dy  -  ing    at    the  post    of   dang 
dark       Sou  -    dan ;     They  are    ly  -  ing  'neath  the  sun    of      In 
sown    in  that   day,   Which  will  cov  -  er    the     e  -  ter  -  nal     ag 
com  -  rades       fall,      Let    us  bear      a  -  loft  the  blood-stain'd  ban  ■ 


er,  But  there 

dia,  They  are 

es  With  a 

ner,  And  re  - 
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Choeus. 
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comes  from  the  graves  the  loud  call  :\ 

buried  by  the  shores  of  Ja-pan.      p.,,    un  the  ranks  brother  fill 
glo-ry  that  can  nev  -  er   de-cay.       ^^^^    up  me  rauKS,  orotner,  mi 
-  spond    to  their  dy  -    ing      call.  / 


up  the  ranks, 
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1/ 

Stand    for    the    fal-len  ones,  gird     on  the  sword,— Fill     up    the  ranks,  brother, 
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m 


fill       up    the  ranks,   Who     will     en  -  list       in     the    hosts      of 


the  Lord? 
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Rev,  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  There's  a    sweet    and  low  -  ly    path    -    way  Lead-ing      up         to        God; 

2.  If    with  wrecks    of    ear  -  ly    prom    -    ise    Many    a      path        is    strawed, 

3.  When  of     old        the  hosts    of     Josh    -     ua  Round  the     ram   -  parts   trod, 
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Four  short  let  -  ters  mark  its  mile-stones —  P  -  L  -  0  -  D,  Plod. 
'Tis  be  -  cause  some  ar  -  dent  dream  -  er  Would  not  learn  to  plod. 
Vic  -  'try  crowned  their  sev'n-fold      cir  -  cuit,      When  they  learned  to      plod. 
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Chorus. 
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Zeal  may    fire        and    hope    in  -  spire,     But      Plod       will  win      the      day. 


m 
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4  Are  you  waiting  for  a  promise, 
Trusting  in  your  God  ? 
Tho'  He  tarry  He  is  coming. 
Faith  must  learn  to  plod. 


6  Are  you  suff'ring  in  affliction 
'Neath  the  chast'ning  rod  ? 
God  is  working,  wait  upon  Him, 
Wait,  and  pray,  and  plod. 


5  Are  you  going  forth  with  weeping,  7  Yes,  we  need,  along  life's  pathway, 

Scatt'ring  seeds  abroad  ?  Feet  with  patience  shod ; 

You  shall  bring  your  sheaves  with  singing,       Faith  to  wait  and  not  grow  weary, 
Jf  you'U  trust  and  plod.  Lives  that  love  to  plod. 
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Dying  Wttt^vi  3c$u$. 


Rev.  A.  B.  SiMPSOW- 
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1.  Dy-ing,  and  she  knew  not  Je  -  sus;       Dy  -  ing  on  her  bed  of  pain,  (her  bed  of  pain,) 

2.  She  had  passed  a  women's  life  -  time,  All  herj)ow'rs  of  mind  were  clear  (of  mind  were  clear,) 

3.  But  to  her  the  good  news  came  not,    You  had  heard  it  long  a  -  go,  (it  long  a  -  go,) 
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On  -  ly  one  a-mong  the  thou  -  sands,  To  whom  death  cannot  be  gain; 
To  have  grasp'd  the  blessed  sto  -  ry  Of  the  Christ  you  hold  so  dear; 
But   the  sto  -  ry     of  sal  -  va     -    tion.  She   shall  nev-er,  nev-er  know; 
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Gaze  up  -  on  her,  as  she  lies  there,  'Tis 
And  she  might  have  been  for  -  giv-  en,  'Twas 
And  shall  oth-ers    live    in    dark-ness,  Must 


a  woman  with  a    soul; 

for  her,  as  much  as  you 

it  still  of  them  be  true ; 


It 
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Which  you  say  must  live    for    -    ev-er.        While       e  -  ter  -  nal      a  -  ges    roll. 

That    the    Sav-iour    paid    the    ran-som,       For        the  man  -  y,      not    tlie    few. 

Dy  -  ing,  and(  they  know  not    Je  -  sus  ?    Stay,       the  an-swer    lies  with  you. 
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Chorus. 
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Oh  !      I  seem      to  hear  them   cry-ing.       As      they  sink    in  -    to      the    grave  ; 
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Dyilld  ttfifbOUt  3e$H$.    Concluded. 
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We     are    dy  -  ing,     we     are    dy  -  ing,     Is    there  none   to     help  and  save  ? 
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Cby  Hitiddom  Come. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  O  Christ     my  Lord  and   King,      This      is      the      prayer    I      bring;    This 

2.  Help  me       to    work  and    pray,      Help    me      to       live     each   day;      That 
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all 
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the    son; 
I        do' 


:    I        sing,        Thy    king  -  dom   come,  Thy  king  -  dom   come, 
may     say.         Thy    king  -  dom   come,  Thy  king  -  dom   come. 


5t 


r- 

Upon  my  heart's  high  throne, 
Rule  Thou,  and  Thou  alone  ; 
Let  me  be  all  Thine  own; 

Thy  kingdom  come. 
Through  all  the  earth  abroad, 
Wherever  man  has  trod, 
Send  forth  Thy  word,  O  God; 

Thy  kingdom  come. 
Soon  may  our  King  appear, 
Haste  Bright  Millennial  Year; 
We  live  to  bring  it  near; 

Thy  kingdom  come. 
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Power  from  On  Bigb. 


I 


^^ 


^m 
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1.  Gra-cious  heavn'ly    Fa  -  tlier,  Hear  Thy  peo  -  pie's  cry,  See    us    how  we 

2.  From-ise     of     the    Fa  -   ther,  Spir  -  it,     ev  -  er    nigh,     Wherefore  should  we 

3.  O    how  long  we    strug  -  gle,    O    how  hard  we     try;        Help- less -ly    we 
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Ian  -  guish,  Help    us      ere      we  die. 

Ian-  guish,  Wherefore  should  we  die? 

la    -    bor,  Help  -  less  -  ly      we  sigh, 

!      I 


Send    us       by      Thy    Spir  - 
Thou  hast  come      to    bring 
Till      Thy    Spir  -  it     gives 
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Sit 
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Chorus. 
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Pow      -      er,  pow     -      er,         pow 

Send  the  pow  -  er,    Send  the  pow  -  er. 


Pow  -    er    from     on    high. 
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from  on      high,        Send   us    by    Thy 
I 


Spir  - 


it,  Pow  -  er  from   on 


high. 
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4  Send  divine  conviction, 

Bring  salvation  nigh; 
Crucify  and  quicken, 

Save  and  sanctify. 
Blessed  Spirit  bring  us 

Power  from  on  high. 

5  As  the  winds  of  heaven 

O'er  the  ocean  %, 
As  the  flaming  light'nings 

Flashing  o'er  the  sky, 
Send  us,  mighty  Father, 

Power  from  on  high. 
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6  As  the  heav'nly  sunshine 

Bringing  summer  nigh, 
As  the  showers  that  water 

Deserts  parched  and  dry, 
Quick'ning  Spirit  bring  us 

Power  from  on  high. 

7  Father  at  Thy  footstool. 

Low  Thy  people  lie, 
Waiting  for  Thy  promise; 

Hear  our  helpless  cry; 
Send  us.  Father,  send  UvS 

Power  from  on  high, 

A.  B.  Simpson. 


No.  193. 
C.  Burke, 


Brethren  60! 


Charlss'  Stboho. 


J^rethreo,  go !    Thi?  Lord  be  with  you ; 

He  who  /^ends  will  surely  guide, 
Resting  in  His  care  while  sleeping, 
Kcsting  ii)  His  love  while  weeping, 

Keep  yc  ever  by  His  side. 

Brethren,  go !    The  Master  cills  you 
Forth,  to  reap  His  precious  grain; 
Fear  not,  iho'  wild  storms  awake  you. 
Fear  not,  tho'  the  rough  winds  shake  you. 
Glory  Cometh  after  pain. 


Brethren,  go  I    The  ^n^orld  is  waiting 

For  thercoming  of  our  I^ng, 
Be  it  youra  to  spread  the  stiry 
Of  Hi^Tshame  !    And  then  His  srloiy 
'1111' the  whole  creation  sing. 

Bretliren,  go !    The  day-dawn  breaketh, 

Of  its  glory,  gff  and  telf. 
In  the  Father's  name  we  send  yon. 
To  His  tender  love  commend  you, 

God  be  with  you ;  Fare. you  well. 


Pfo.  194. 


Ye  gbrlstian  Beraias. 


L.  M. 


Ye  Christian  heralds,  go  proclaim 
Salvation  in  Emmanuel's  name; 
To  distant  climes  the  tidings  bear. 
And  plant  the  rose  of  Sharon  there. 

He'll  shield  you  with  a  wall  of  fire. 
With  flaming  zeal  your  breasts  inspire. 


Bid  raging  winds  their  fury  cease, 
And  calm  the  savage  breast  to  peace. 

And  when  our  labors  all  are  o'er, 
Thien  we  shall  meet  to  part  no  more — 
Meet  with  the  blood-bought  throng  to 
And  crown  our  Jesus  Lord  of  all.   [faU, 
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1.  A       cry        is      ev  -  er    sound  -  ing      Up  -  on      my  bur-dened  ear,        A 

2.  With    ev    -    'ry    puis  -  e's    beat  -  ing      An  -  oth  -  er  soul     is    gone,     With 

3.  Oh,     how      the  Mas  -  ter's  bo    -    som    Must  swell  with  love  and  pain,       As 
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cry  of  pain  and  an  -  guish,  A  cry  of  woe  and  fear ;  It  is  the 
all  its  guilt  and  sor  -  row,  To  stand  be  -  fore  the  throne,  And  learn  with 
ev    -    er-more  they  meet  Him,   That  sad  and  cease-less    train !    And     if     He 
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voice    of      myr  -  iads  who  grope   in    heath-en    night.       It      is       the  cry     of 
awe    and    won  -  der    The     sto  -  ry      of    that  grace.  Which  God     to    us      en  - 
holds    us     guilt  -  ty     For     all    our  broth-er's  blood,  What    ans  -  wer  can  we 
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Je  -  sus  to  rise  and  send  them  light, 
trust  -  ed  For  all  our  fal  -  len  race, 
of   -    fer    Be  -  fore  the  throne  of     God  ? 


O    hear  the  pleading  mes  -  sage  From 
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ev  -  'ry    land  and  na  -  tion;   0  haste,  and  send  the  ans-wer,  Ye  her-alds    of  sal- 
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va  -  tion,  "Comeo    -    ver,  come  o    -    ver,"        I    can  hear  it    ev  -  er  -  Liore, — 
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"Come    0      -      ver,     come    o 

ver,    come    o  . 

ver  and    help 

us." 
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No.  196.  We're  Bound  to  Cake  tfte  Cowgo  for  3e$a$. 


Tune,  "Marching  Through  Georgia." 


We  are   a   band   of  chosen   ones,   our 

Captain's  brave  and  strong; 
There's  only  yet  a  score  enrolled  but 

more  will  come  along, 
We're  off  to  "Darkest  Africa,"  where 
heathen  nations  throng. 
We're  bound  to  take  the  Congo  for 
Jesus. 

Chorus. 
March  on,  march  on  to  set  the  captives 

free; 
March  on,  march  on  to  glorious  victory; 
And  this  our  song  of  triumph,  as  we 
sail  across  t*lie  sea, 
We're  bound  to  TAKE  the  Congo  for 
Jesus. 

Though  hosts  of  hell  may  all  unite,  and 

Satan  stalk  about; 
We're  trusting  fully  Jesus'  power,  and 

He  their  ranks  will  rout, 


We'll    make    old   Afric's    valleys    ring 
with  a  Hallelujah  shout. 
We're  bound  to  take  the  Congo  for 
Jesus. 

In  Christ  our  needs  are  all  supplied, 

we  ne'er  shall  lack  a  thing; 
For  life   abundant,   joy   and   strength 

His  praises  will  we  sing; 
He  is  our  Saviour,  Sanctifier,  Healer, 

Coming  King, 
We're  bound  to  take  the  Congo  for 

Jesus. 

We'll  gladly  leave  our  earthly  all  with- 
out a  doubt  or  care; 
For  we've   His   blessed   promise   of  a 

mansion  "Over  There." 
We'll  gather  many  thousands  for  the 
Meeting  in  the  Air, 
We're  bound  to  take  the  Congo  for 
Jesus. 

W.  Macombeb. 


No 

A, 


197. 

B.  S. 


Away  mm  tbc  Ocean. 


^^^i^rt^ 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


-s^ 


1.  A  -  way      a  -  cross    the       o    -    cean, 

2.  A  -  way,  where  Chi  -  na's    mil  -    lions 

3.  In    vain    the  world  would  tempt    me 


m 


^ 


r8=^ 


J--; 


A  -  way 

In  depths     of 

To   seek      my 


cross  the  sea ; 
dark  -  ness  lie ; 
for  -  tune      here; 


i 


m 


SE 
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W 


i^^^ 
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lions 
iads 
me, 


The  cry  of  dy  -  ing  mil 
A  -  way,  where  In  -  dia's  myr 
In    vain     my  heart  would  hold 


m 

^  I 


Is  call  -  Ing 
In  Christ  -  less 
By  friend-ship's 

N 


still       to 
an  -  guish 
bond    so 


me. 
die; 
dear. 


m 


I^LlZljiZ 


t^r 


-a. ^VJ J^— • ^-,-J. -H KrJ A^_J__^J, 


It    rings    thro'    all       my     be  -    ing,        I      can       no    long  -  er        stay, 
A  -  way,  where  Con  -  go's     wa  -    ters    'Mid    hea  -  then    na  -  tions      roll,- 
My    Mas  -  ter  calls     me      on  -  ward,    My  heart      is     all^     a  -    glow, 


m 


-» — « — ■ — »- 


:*±S= 
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^^^^^^^ 


It  is  the  voice  of  Je 
The  cry  of  dy  -  ing  mill 
My    home       is  with      the    hea  -  then,    And,    oh! 


sus,     And      I      must 
ions       Is    pierc  -  ing 


^ 


E^^EE^ 
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haste  a 
all  my 
lovig    to 


way. 
soul. 


^=r=^ 


--f==^ 


Chorus. 
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A  -  way. 


A  -  way, 


way, Oh !  bid     me    not 

a  -  way. 


de  -   lay; 


^ 


■^ — V- 
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Hway  Hm$$  the  Ocean,   concluded. 
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:^=P= 


way, a  -   way, 

A  -  way,  a  -  way, 


OLu    let      me     liaste  a  -   way. 


rr 


s=*= 


l44-b44M^ 


m^ 
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4  1  do  not  want  your  pity, 

I  only  feel  for  you, 
For  angels  well  might  envy. 

The  worlv  that  I  may  do. 
Farewell,  my  friends,  my  kindred, 

Think  of  me  when  you  pray, 
1  hear  my  Master  calling, 

And  I  must  haste  away. 


6  JSome  day  across  the  river, 

Some  day  beyond  the  skies, 
TliereUl  be  no  tearful  partings; 

There'll  be  no  broken  ties. 
Oh,  shall  your  crown  be  stuUdea 

With  stars,  that  glorious  day  ? 
1  go  to  win  my  jewels  ! 

Farewell,  1  haste  away. 


M.  198. 


Olave  tbe  6o$pel  Banner. 


Wave  the  gospel  banner  over  India's  plain, 
Thrice  a  thousand  millions  lie  in  heathen 

chains ; 
Tlirice  ten  tliousand  daily  die  in  Christless 

woe; 
Is  there  none  to  pity,  is  there  none  to  go  ? 

Who  can  tell  thy  sorrow,  who  can  paint  thy 

shame  ? 
Rites  of  nameless  horror  in  religion's  name, 
Woman's  deep  dishonor,  childhood's  awful 

blight, 
Soul's  immortal  sinking  into  endless  night. 


Land  of  many  a  martyr,  Tnany  a  holy  grave, 
Let  the  blood-stained  Banner  wide  o'er  India 

wave; 
What  if  it  be  crimsoned  by  tliy  heart's  rich 

blood  ? 
Is  thy  blood  too  precious  for  the  Son  of  God  ? 

Weak  are  all  our  efforts,  vain  our  tears  and  blood, 
India  naught  can  save  thee,  nothing  less  than 

God; 
Oh,  thou  Great  Jehovah,  speak  tlie  word  divine, 
Then,  with  all  her  myriads,  India  shall  be 

Thine. 


No.  199. 


We  Are  Elvltig. 


8s  &  7s. 


We  are  living,  we  are  dwelling 

In  a  grand  and  awful  time; 
In  an  age  on  ages  telling; 

To  be  living  is  sublime. 
Hark!  the  waking  up  of  nations, 

Gog  and  Magog  to  the  fray; 
Hark!  what  soundeth?    Is  creation 

Groaning  for  its  latter  day? 


Worlds  are  charging,  heaven  beholding; 

Thou  hast  but  an  hour  to  fight; 
Now  the  blazoned  cross  unfolding. 

On— right  onward  for  the  right! 
On!  let  all  the  soul  within  you, 

For  the  truth's  sake  go  abroad! 
Strike!  let  every  nerve  and  sinew 

Tell  on  ages— tell  for  God! 

Arthur  Cleveland  Coxe,  1840. 


No.  200. 


tbe  Dark  Soudan. 


A.  B. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


1.      I      am    o-o  -  ina:    to    that  dark,  dark  land,      That  lies       by  the     Ni  -  <?er 


am    go 

2.  They  are  dy  -  ing     in 

3.  Christ  hast  lov'd  ones  in 

4.  Christ   is    com  -  ing  to 


that  dark,  dark  land, 
the  dark  Sou  -  dan, 
the  dark  Sou  -  dan, 
the   dark  Sou  -  dan, 


That  lies  by  the 

That  lies  by  the 

That  lies  by  the 

That  lies  by  the 


Ni  -  ger's 
Ni  -  ger's 
Ni  -  ger's 
Ni  -  ger's 


sig^^_^ 
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'^     U 

shore ;      I     am    go  -  ing    at    the  Lord  s  com-mand,     And    I  fear  not 

shore.     Let    us  save  them  while  a  -  lone    we       can,      Ere  for  them  the 

shore.     He  has    suf-fered  for    the  poor  black    man.     And  for  him   the 

shore,     And  the  glo  -  ry     of    the  Son    of_      man      O'er  its  val  -  leys 

^iL_^-^_--g!-_-r-  .  J. 


as    He 
hai'-vest  - 
cru  -  el 
and  its 


fet 
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goes    be  -  fore, 

time     is  o'er. 

cross    He  bore, 

plains  shall  pour. 


m. 


i^ 


I     am  go  -  ing    to    the  dark    Sou  -    dan,  I      am 

Ev  -  'ry  day    a  thous-and  lost     ones      die,  Nine  -  ty 

With    a,  love  that  dan  - ger  nev  -   er      shuns,  Let     us 

Land  of  deep-est,  dark-est  heath  -  en      night,  Thou  shalt 


m 


^=^ 


-t — f 
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4^ 


m^ 


zM^zjt. 


go  -  ing    to    the  poor    black  man;  Christ  is  lead-ing    in    the  glo.- rious 

mil  ■  lions  still   in  dark  -  n ess  lie;  Let    us      list  -  en    to   their  plead  -  ing 

go      to    find  the  wand  - 'ring  ones;  Let    us       go     to  bring  His  dark-browed 

yet     be  called  the  Land     of  Light ;  And    in  that  mil  -  len  -  nial  morn    so 


m 


-5    1/    k- 
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Cbe  DarR  Soudan.    Concluded. 


Chorus. 
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^^m 


van,  And    I      fol  -  low    as    He  goes     be  -  fore.\ 

cry,  As     it    ech  -  oes  from  that  heath  -  en   shore./ 

sons  To    the    Fa-ther's  wide  and   o  -    pen  door.  I 

bright,  Af  -  ric"s  sons  at    last  shall  weep   no    more.  | 


Will  you  meet  me  in    the 
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^^m^^^^^ 
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dark,  dark      land?      Will  you  meet  me    at    the  Lord's  right    hand?      Will  you 
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No.  201.         I'm  6oi«9  to  the  Congo. 

Tune,  "Going  Back  to  Dixie." 


Across  the  ocean  stealing, 

For  life  and  health  and  healing. 

A  VOICE; — ^^my  soul  is  reaching, 

In  plaintive  tones  beseeching, 

O'er  dusky  faces  falling, 

Their  tears  are  ever  calling; 

My  heart  turns  to  the  Congo,   and  I 
must  go. 

Chorus. 

I'm  going,  to  the  Congo,  I'm  going  to 
the  Congo. 
The  call  is  growing  stronger, 
I  can't  stay  here  much  longer, 
O'er  dusky  faces  falling, 
Their  tears  are  ever  calling; 

My  heart  turns  to  the  Congo,  and  I 
roust  go. 


The  Master's  earnest  bidding, 
Within  my  soul  is  ringing, 
"Go  thou  proclaim  glad  tiding," 
To  teeming  millions  dying. 
All  earthly  ties  forsaking. 
And  JESUS  ONLY  taking; 
My  heart  for  them   is  aching,   and  I 
must  go. 

I'm  looking  for  the  dawning, 
Of  earth's  redemption  morning; 
But  ere  His  glad  appearing, 
Salvation's  news  so  cheering. 
Must  spread  to  every  nation. 
Beyond  the  rolling  ocean. 
My  heart  is  on  the  Congo,  and  I  must 
go- 

W.  M4C0MBER. 


No.  202. 


Briiidind  tbe  Uloria  to  !)e$ii$. 


Wordsaod  Music  by  J.  W.  Van  U"e  V  enter. 

Harmonized  by  F.  J.  iST  Clair. 


^Mm^m^mm^^^^ 


i'f»'  flip  lnnn«  ^^f 


1  Ont  in  th*^  stropts  an»l  bye  ways.  Down  ihro'  the  lanes  of  sin.  Into  the  tan-g:ied 

2  I.jff  ins  the  weak  anil  fallen   l'[)  from  the  depths  of  shame,  Ofler-ing  them  sal 

3  Working  tillJr  sus  tolls  us,"  Harvest  time  now  is  o'er,  Come  from  thetields.ye 

^    ^    ^     4L      ^ 


m^ 


:r=:t- 


p-v- 


mmm^m 


^^^Uffm^jjEhMuaij^ 


hedg-PS,    Gathorins;  lost  ones  in;      Bhn^inj];  them  to  the  Savior,  In  from  the 
va  ■  tion  Thro  the  Redeemer's  name;  Leadin^j;  them  to  the  Fountain  Under  the 
reapers;  Gather  the  sheaves  no  more ;  Lay  down  Mae  time-worn  sickle, Lean  thou  np- 


s^^k^^^^^mmmm 


^Bf^^^m^^^^m 


'World  so   cold;     Out  from  the  snares  of  satan,  In-to  the  Mas- ter's  fold, 
precious  flow;  v     Jesus,  the  friend  of  sin-ners,  Maldng  them  white  as  snow. 
•  on     My  breast;    0-ver  the  stream  I'll  bear  thee  Into  the  land  of    rest" 


9  '     p- 


y^  Chorus.    2d  time  pp^ 


l^^i^^^i 


Bringing  the  world  to  Je  -  sus,    All  to  the  Mas-ter's    feet,       Find-ing    in 
Bring    •      Ing    to        Je  -  su8,  ^        .^^.m,    ^^^      '     ^ 


Him   sal  -  va  •  tion,    Fax^n  and  peace  complete.    Working  for  the  Sav-ior 
-  Ing   oal  -  va  -  tion. 


Qopyrijglit, 


Vaa  I)<k  Ventcr>By  ^r. 


Bringing  tfte  mm  to  3e$tt$.  CoacIuM 


RS.  at  Fine^ 


Wilrile  lt*s  called  to-day,    Glean  -ing  in   the  bar- vest    AU    a-long  the  w^  \ 


No.  203. 

D    W    M. 


I'll  tm  fbe  woria  Around. 


REV.  D.-  W.  Myland. 
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-^    V    ■?    V     ' 

1.  I'll  live  my  life  all  round  the  world,  And  touch  its  ev  -  *ry  shore 

2.  The  "go     ye    in  -  to  all  the  world"  Is    pos  -  si  -  ble    for   all; 

3.  'Mid  all     a  -  bil  -  i-  ties  and  states,  We  meet  this  lov  -  ing  claim- 

«    •     h    ^    .^    N    .^    I .  .    . .  -^  .    .     I . 
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In  love  and  faith — in  pray'rand  gift,  Or,    by 
For  with  that  word,  there  comes  "all  power"  To    ex  - 
And  though  we  go,  or  stay  and  send,    The  hon 


my  pres-ence  more. 

e  -  cute  the    call. 

-  or   is   the    same. 

t.  t 


I'll    live  my  life  the  world  a-round,  \ 

I'll  live 


ence  or  in  pray'r; 


By  will  -  ing  gifts,  the  Gos-pel  sound 


pub- 


lish ev  -  'ry-where! 


^^ 
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ronvright..l897.  by  D.  W    MvlanO. 


No.  204. 


Beautiful  Jmn. 


A.  B.  S. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


|^i^^P^^.i^^ 


1.  Off    the  coast  of  A-  sia, 'mid  the  mighty    ocean,   Lies    an  Is  -  land  kingdom, 

2.  Like     a  youthful  gi  -  ant,  she    is  leaping  onward,  Gath'ring  up  the  spoils    of 

3.  Land  of  wond'rous  beauty !  what  a  charm  there  lingers  0  -  ver  ev  -  'ry  landscape, 

4.  At  the  gates  of  A  -  sia,   fore-most  of  her  na-tions,  God  has  set  His  peo  -  pie. 
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t^=i^=i=i^^=^ 


^^^^^ 


strangely  fair  and  bright;  Ere  the  ris  -  ing  sun-beams  touch  the  A  -sian  high-lands, 
ev  -  'ry  age  and  clime.  She  has  caught  the  vis  -  ion  of  a  grand-er  fu  -  ture, 
ev  - 'ry  flow'r  and  tree.  But  a  brighter  glo  -  ry  waits  to  burst  up  -  on  thee, 
in    His  wond'rous  plan.  Chi-na's  teeming  myr  -  iads  and      Co  -  re  -  a's  mil  -  lions, 

#  •    #- 


PjEtEt 
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^^3t 


^^=^ 


All  her  isles  are  glowing    in  the  morning  light. 
And  would  fain  outstrip  the  ve-ry  march  of  time. 
Than  thy  cloud-capped  mountains,  or  thy  inland  sea. 
Wait  for  her  to  lead  them  to  the  Son  of  man. 

in  the  mornin" 


ve-ry  march  of  time, 
or  thy  in-land  sea. 
to  the  Son  of  man. 


First  to  catch  the  radiance 
What  she  needs  is  Je-sus 

Wake  to  meet  the  dawning 
Else  to  meet  thy  mission, 

light. 


a 


^ 


^^ 
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of      a  brighter  sun-rise, 

and  His  ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it, 

of      a  heav'nly  sun-rise, 

haste  to  claim  thy  call-ing, 

4=.k 


f^ 


Is-lands  of    the  morn-ing, 
Only  Christ  can  save  thee. 
Rise  to  hail  the  glo  -    ry 
Hail  His  coming  king-dom. 


beau  -  ti  -  ful  Ja-pan. 

beau  -  ti  -  ful  Ja-pan. 

shin  -  ing  down  on  thee, 

beau  -  ti  -  ful  Ja-pan. 
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Chorus. 


Beautiful  Japan.     Concluded. 
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Beau  -  ti  -  ful      Ja  -   pan, 


beau  -  ti 


^•^-^ — I h.» — r y- !■   ^^^1 b- & b* — 


ful      Ja  -  pan,        Is  -  land  of     the 

1^     ^    ^     ^ 
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^^ 
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morn  -  ing,      beau  -  ti  -  ful         Ja  -  pan.        Beau  -  ti  -  ful        Ja  -  pan, 
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^J^^3E«g^^ 
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Beau  -  ti  -  ful     Ja  -  pan,       Is  -  land  of    the  morn-ing,     beau-ti  -  ful      Ja-pan. 


^ 


No.  205. 

Kentucky, 


n  Charge  to 

S.M. 


Keep. 


Jeremiah  Ingalls,  1805 


A  charge  to  keep  I  have, 

A  God  to  glorify; 
A  never-dying  soul  to  save, 

And  fit  it  for  the  sky. 
To  serve  the  present  age. 

My  calling  to  fulfill— 
Oh,  may  it  all  my  powers  engage, 

To  do  my  Master's  will! 


Arm  me  with  jealous  care. 

As  in  Thy  sight  to  live; 
And,  oh,  Thy  servant,  Lord,  prepare, 

A  strict  account  to  give. 
Help  me  to  watch  and  pray, 

And  on  Thyself  rely, 
Assured,  if  I  my  trust  betray, 

I  shall  forever  die. 

Charles  Wesley. 


No.  206. 

A.  B.  S. 


Oe  Dnd  of  Congo. 


Eev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Far      across   the  land  of    Con -go,  That  dark,  dark  land,       Lo,     a    ho  -  ly 

2.  All      across   the  land  of    Con -go  Our  love    must  reach,      In -land  sea    to 

3.  But   we  will   not  fear  or     fal  -  ter,  For  Christ  leads     on,      Soon  the  night  of 

4.  Brothers,  sisters,  won't  you  join  us  In    that    dark    land  ?  Won't  you  oft      in 
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band  is  march-ing     At  God's  com-mand;  Where  the  Gospel  herald's  footsteps  Have 
might-y       o  -  cean,  From  beach  to    beach;    Many  a  step  and  many  a  camp  tire  Must 
sin  and    sor-row.  Will    all      be    gone;    And  when  Afric'sransom'd millions  Be - 
prayer  re  -  mem-ber     Our  Con  -  go    band?       0,    the  joy  that  lills  our  be-ing.    No 
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nev  -  6r  trod, 

mark  our  way, 

-  fore   Him  stand, 

tongue  can  tell; 

-(22- 


^S 


-   -      ,     -  ,      ^^^^-     , 

Pi  -  o-neers  they  go     to    con-quer    The    land    for  God. 

Many  a  com-rade  fall    be  -  side    us    From  day      to  day. 

What  a  crown  we'll  have  for  Je  -  sus,  From  Con  -  go  land. 

We  shall  meet  you  in    the  morn -ing, — Till  then,    fare  -  well ! 


f^ ^ 1 ; •-- s-| :— # • ^^h 
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Chorus. 
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Say,        broth-ers,  won't  you       help 


Won't    you  join     our    band  ? 
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Won't  you    help 


^^z 


us  bring    the     Gos  -  pel 


To     Con 
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land  ? 
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TSo.  207. 


Some  Eittle  CMitd  €(icl)  Day. 


Adelaide  Addison  Pollard. 


D.  B.  Towner. 


^%^^^^^fej^=^N=j^fefe 


1.  O     Je  -  sus,  Saviour,  Mas  -  ter,  How  good  to  me  Thou    art !      Not  on  -  ly 

2.  For-bid,      O  gen  -  tie    Je  -  sus,  That    I  should  boast  of  aught  These  falt'ring 

3.  0     Je  -  sus,  bless-ed    Je  -  sus,  Teach  me  Thy  per  -  feet    will,     And,  by    the 

— ^ — ^- 
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hast  Thou  re  -  conciled  To  God  my  sin  -  ful  heart,  But  in  Thy  lov  -  ing 
lips  have  ut  -  ter -ed,  These  fee- ble  hands  have  wrought.  Un-prof  -  it  -  a  -  ble 
Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it's  pow'r,  Thy  life     in   me     ful  -  fill.      Then,  thro'  the  end  -  less 
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kind  -  ness,  Tho' tempt-ed  oft  to  stray,  Thou  giv- est  pow'r  to  do  for  Thee  Some 
ser  -  vant  Am  I  at  best,  al  -  way  !  Yet  Thou  dost  let  me  do  for  Thee  Some 
ag  -   es,    As    in     thenar -row    way,  'Twill  be    my  joy      to  do  for  Thee  Some 


BE 


^ffr^=^m^^^im4 


Choeus, 


lit -tie  thing  each    day. 

lit  -  tie  thing  each    day.    [■  Some  lit  -  tie  thing  each  day  !    Some  lit-tle  thing  each 
greater  thing  each    day. 
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day !      My  Je  -  sus  lets    me    do     for  Him  Some  lit  -  tie  thing  each    day. 
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By  permission. 
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^m$  C<iil$  U$. 


C.  F.  Alexander. 


Warren  Collins. 


p^itlii  H^^^^f^^ 


1.  Je-sus  calls  us  o'er  the     tu  -mult     Of    our  life's  strange  restless   sea; 

2.  Je  -  sus  calls  us  from  the  wor  -  ship     Of   this  vain  world's  gold-en  store, 

3.  In    our  joj's  and  in    our    sor  -  rows,  Days  of     toil      and  hours  of    ease, 

4.  May  the  blood  of  Je-sus  heal     me.    And  my  sins       be    all    for-giv'n; 
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Day  by   day     His  sweet  voice  soundeth,  Say  -  ing,  Dear  one,  fol  -  low    me. 

From  each    i  -    dol  that  would  keep  us,     Say  -  ing,  Loved  one,  love  me  more. 

Still  He  calls     in  cares  and  pleas-ures,  Chris-tian,  love  me  more  than  these. 

Ho  -  ly    Spir  -  it,  take  and  seal     me.  Guide  me     all  the  way   to  heav'n. 
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Chorus. 


UHORUS.  ,  s  *  N         N 


Fol  -  low     me,         Je  -  sus     said,       Dear  one,  learn       to     fol  -  low    Him ; 
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Fol  -  low    Him,       that     is       all,         For  He'll  nev    -    er     let     you     fall. 
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Migdof. 


Card,  speak  to  mc. 


L.M. 


Lowell  Mason,  1840, 


^^^^^d^^^^m 
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1  Lord,  Speak  to  me,  that    I  may  speak  In    liv   -   ing  >  ech  -  oes    of     thy  tone: 


^^^^^^^^^^.^^^E^^a 


As  thonhast  sought  SO  let  me  seek    Thy   err  -  ing    chil-dren,   lost    and    lone. 


^1 


Oh,  lead  me,  Lord,  that  1  may  lead 
The  wandering  and  the  wavering  feet, 

Oh,  feed  me,  Lord,  that  I  may  feed 
Thy    hungering    ones    with    manna 
sweet. 

Oh,  teach  me.  Lord,  that  I  may  teach 
The  precious  things  Thou  dost  impart; 

And   wing  my   words   that  they   may 
reach 
The  hidden  depths  of  many  a  heart. 

Oh,  give  Thine  own  sweet  rest  to  me, 
That  I  may  speak:  with  soothing  power 

A  word  in  season,  as  from  Thee, 
To  weary  ones  in  needful  hour. 

Oh,  fill  me  with  Thy  fullness.  Lord, 
Until  my  very  heart  o'erflow 

In  kindling  thought  and  glowing  word. 
Thy,  love  to  tell.  Thy  praise  to  show. 

Oh,  use  me,  Lord,  use  even  me. 

Just  as  Thou  wilt,   and  when,   and 
where; 

Until  Thy  blessed  face  I  see, 
Thy  rest,  Thy  joy.  Thy  glory  share. 

Frances  Ripley  Havbrgal,  1872. 
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Glorious  tbindi 


8,  7s  D. 


Glorious  things  of  thee  are  spoken, 

Zion,  city  of  our  God; 
He  whose  word  cannot  be  broken 

Formed  thee  for  His  own  abode; 
On  the  Rock  of  Ages  founded, 

What  can  shake  thy  sure  repose? 
With  salvation's  walls  surrounded, 

Thou  mayst  smile  at  all  thy  foes. 

See,  the  streams  of  living  waters, 
Springing  from  eternal  love, 

Well  supply  thy  sons  and  daughters, 
And  all  fear  of  want  remove; 


Who  can  faint  while  such  a  river 
Ever  flows  their  thirst  to  assuage— 

Grace,  which,  like  the  Lord,  the  giver. 
Never  fails  from  age  to  age? 

Round  each  habitation  hovering. 

See  the  cloud  and  fire  appear. 
For  a  glory  and  a  covering. 

Showing  that  the  Lord  is  near; 
Thus  deriving  from  the  banner 

Light  by  night  and  shade  by  day. 
Safe  they  feed  upon  the  manna 

Which  He  gives  them  when  they  pray 


No.  211. 


Eaborers  Hri$e. 


6,  6,  8,  6. 


Laborers  of  Christ,  arise, 
And  gird  you  for  the  toil; 

The  dew  of  promise  from  the  skies 
Already  cheers  the  soil. 

Go  where  the  sick  recline. 
Where  mourning  hearts  deplore. 


And  where  the  sons  of  sorrow  pine 
Dispense  your  hallowed  store. 

Be  faith  which  looks  above, 
With  prayer,  your  constant  guest; 

And  wrap  the  Saviour's  changless  love 
A  mantle  round  your  breast. 


No.  212. 

Hasten,  Lord!  the  glorious  time 
When,  beneath  Messiah's  sway. 

Every  nation,  every  clime, 
Shall  the  Gospel's  call  obey. 


Mightiest  kings  His  power  shall  own, 
Heathen  tribes  His  name  adore; 


fasten  Corl 


7s. 


Satan  and  his  host,  o'erthrown. 
Bound  in  chains,  shall  hurt  no  more. 

Then  shall  war  and  tumults  cease, 
Then  be  banished  grief  and  pain; 

Righteousness  and  joy  and  peace 
Undisturbed  shall  ever  reign. 
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Co,  Jmi  €omc$! 


Mrs.  Phoebe  Palmer. 
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By  pe^MWM.  J.  KiRKPATRicit. 


1.  Watch,  ye  saints,  with  eyelids  wak  ing,  Lo,  thf'pow'rsofheuv'n  are  shaking;, 

2.  Lo !      the  promise    of   your  Saviour :  Pardon'd  sin  and  purchas'd  fa  -  vor, 

3.  Kingdoms  at  their  base  are  crumbling,  Hark.His  chariot  wheels  are  rumbling 

4.  Nations  wane,  tho'  proud  and  stately,  Christ  His  kingdom  hasteneth  greatly 

5.  Lamb  of  God! — Thou  meek  and  lowly,  Ju-dah's   li-on! — high  and  ho  -  ly  ; 
6    Sinners,come, while  Christ  is  pleading,  Now  for  you  He's  in  -  ter-ced  -  ing ';'. 
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Keep  your  lamps  all  trimm'd  and  burning, 
Blood-wash'd  robes  and  crowns  of  glory; 
Tell,  O,  tell  of  grace  a  bound-ing, 
Earth  her  lat  est  pangs  is  summing, 
Lo  !    thy  Bride  comes  forth  to  meet  Thee, 


g^i^ji 


:,Ready     for  your  Lord's  re- turn-ing. 

Haste  to  tell    redemption's  sto  -  ry. 

Whilst  the  seventh  trump  is  sounding. 

Shout,ye  saints,  your  Lord  is  coming. 

All  in  blood-wash'd  robes  to  greet  Thee. 

Haste,  ere  grace  and  time  di-min  ished  Shall  proclaim  the  mystery  fin-ished^ 
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Regain. 


Lo !  He  comes,  lo !    Je-  sus  comes ;  Lo '  He  comes,  He  comes  aU  glorious ! 
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Je  •  sus  comes  to  reign  vie  -  to-nous,  Lo !  He  eomes,  yes,  Je-sus  comes. 
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No.  314. 

W.  M. 


(Kbrist  1$  iKoniind. 


W.  Macomber. 


1.  In      the  glow      of     ear-    ly    morn-ing,      In      the    sol-  emn  hush  of  night; 

2.  Oft      methinks      I     hear    His  foot-steps,  Steal  -  ing  down  the  paths  of   time; 

3.  Long  we've  wait  -  ed,  blest     Re-deem  -  er,  Wait  -  ed     for     the  first  bright  ray 
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Down  from  heav  -  en's    o    -  pen  por  -  tals,  Steals     a    mes  -  sen-ger  of  light, 

And     the    fu  -    ture    dark  with  shad-ows,  Bright- ens  with    this  hope  sub-lime. 

Of      the  morn   when  sin  and  sor  -  row     At     Thy  pres  -  ence  flee  a -way; 
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Whisp-'ring  sweet  -  ly     to       my  spir  -  it,     While   the  hosts      of  heav  -  en    sing; 

Sound    the  soul  -    in  -  spir  -  ing  an  -  them;    An  -  gel  hosts,  your  harps    at  -  tune; 

But      our  vig    -    il's  near  -  ly     o    -   ver    Hope    of  heav'n ;  oh,  price  -  less  boon  ! 


-•-•       -•--•-•-#--•-        ^         m   .      ^      -f-  '       -•--•-•-#-1! 
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This    the  wond-'rous  thrill-ing  sto  -  ry:      Christ     is    com-ing —  Christ  my  King. 

Earth's  long  night    is     al  -  most  o  -  ver,      Christ     is    com-ing —  Cora -ing  soon. 

In       the  east      the  glow  ap-pear  -  ing,    Christ     is    com-ing —  Com  -  ing  soon. 


m 
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CftrlSf  T$  Coming.     Concluded. 
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This      the  wond-'rous  thrill-ing  sto  -  ry—    Christ    is  com-inf 

Earth's  long  night    is      al  ~  most  o    -  ver,     Christ    is  cora-in^ 

In        the  east      the  glow  ap  -  pear  -  ing,     Christ    is  com-inc 
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—Christ 
: — Com  - 
—Com  - 


my  King, 
ing  soon, 
ing  soon. 
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f      Calmly, 


0ome,  Eora  and  Carry  not 


1.  Come,  Lord,  and      tar  -  ry      not,    Bnng     the  long^looked-for  day; 

2.  Come,    for    Thy    saints  still     wait;  ,  Dai  -   ly      as  -  cends  theit  sigh; 

3.  Come,    for    ere   •    a  -  tion  groans,    Im    •   pa  •  tient     at     Thy  stay; 

4.  Come,    for    the      com     is      ripe ;    Put        in     Thy     sic  -  kle  now; 

5.  Come     in    Thy     glo- rious  might,  Come   with    the       i  -  ron  rod. 


J^  I  why  these  years  of    wait -ing  here.  These    a -ges  of    de  -    lay? 

Ihe   Spi-nt    and   the  Bride  say.  Come ;  Dost  Thou  not  hear  the      cry? 

Worn  out    with  these  long  years    of      ill.     These    a  -  ges  of     de  -    lay. 

Keap  the  great  har-vest    of     the   earth;  Sow  -  er    and  Reap-er     Thou 

i)is -perse  Thy  foes    be-fore  Thy  fac^,    Mostmign-ty  Son    of     God. 


6  Come,  and  make  all  things  new; 
Build  up  this  ruined  earth  ; 
Kestore  our  fa^ed  paradise, 
Creation*s  second  hirth. 


7  Come,  and  begin  Thy  reign 
Of  everlasting  peace ; 
Come,  take  the  kingdom  to  Thyselt 
Great  King  of  Righteousness  I 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Oh,  have  you  heard    the    glorious  word 

2.  A  -  rise,     a  -  rise,       lift    up  your  eyes, 

3.  Oh,  hearts  that  sigh  there's  suc<  cor  nigh, 


Of  hope  and  ho  -  ly  cheer; 
Wipe  off  the  fall  -  ing  tear, 
The  Com  -  fort  -  er     is        near ; 


From  heav'n  a  -  bove  its  tones  of  love 
Why  should  we  bear  such  loads  of  care. 
He     comes  to  bring       us      to     our  King, 


Are  ling'ring  on  ray 
Why  should  we  doubt  or 
And      tit     us     to         ap 


ear; 
fear? 
pear. 


i 


^ 


^■ 


t=f^ 


-■?^^^ 
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The  bless  -  ed  Com-fort  -  er  has  come, 
The  bless  -  ed  Comfort  -  er  lias  come, 
I'm    glad       the  Com-fort  -  er     has  come. 


-h ^ )l 


And  Christ  will  soon  be  here. 
And  Christ  will  soon  be  here. 
And  Christ    will  soon     be   here. 
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Oh,     the  Com  -  fort  -  er       is   come, 
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Oh,     the  Com  -  fort  -  er       is  come. 
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The  bless 


ed  Com-fort  -  er     is    come.      And    Christ  will  soon     be   here. 
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Jerusalem  tbe  fioMen. 


1.  J«  •  n  •  a  •  icB  Ik  g«ld-  ee  I  Vttb  milk  aod  boB-ey  blest,    te  -  neatb  iby  coa-tem-  pla  -  tioo.Siok  beart  aod  voice  opprest. 
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IknrM(,oh  I  luMv  aot  fbat  joyi  ft-wait  os  tbere.Wba  rardiao-cy  of  glo-ry,WbatbJiubeyoiid  corn-pare,    l-meo. 


They  stand,  those  halls  of  Zion, 

All  jubilant  with  song. 
And  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

And  all  the  martyr  throng. 
The  Prince  is  ever  in  them, 

The  daylight  is  serene; 
The  pasture  of  the  blessed 

Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen. 


Thou  hast  no  shore  fair  ocean! 

Thou  hast  no  time,  bright  day! 
Dear  fountain  of  refreshment 

To  pilgrims  far  away! 


Upon  the  Rock  ot  Ages 

They  raise  Thy  holy  tower; 
Thine  is  the  victor's  laurel. 
And  shine  the  golden  dower. 


O  sweet  and  blessed  country, 

The  home  of  God's  elect! 
0  sweet  and  blessed  country. 

That  eager  hearts  expect! 
Jesus,  in  mercy  bring  us 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest: 
Who  art,  with  God  the  Father, 

And  Spirit,  ever  blest. 


Cbe  Comforter  Ba$  gome*   Concluded. 


4  Oh,  sweetest  word  heart  ever  beard, 
Proclaim  it  far  and  near; 

Oh,  let  it  roll  from  pole  to  pole, 
'Till  ail  tbe  nations  hear: 

The  blessed  Comforter  is  come, 
And  Christ  will  soon  be  here. 


5  Oh.  sleeper,  wake;  thy  sin  forsake, 
Tbe  Lord  will  soon  appear; 
What  wilt  thou  say,  in  that  great  day, 

If  thou  this  word  shoukt'st  iiear; 
The  Comforter  has  come  and  gone, 
Ana  Christ  Himself  is  here. 
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Our  Cora's  Return. 
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By  per.,  Jas.  M.  Kifig", 
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1.  I     am  watching  for    the  cora-ing     of    the  glad  mil  -  lennial  day. 

2.  Je- sus' com-ing  back  will    be  the    an-swer  to  earth's  sorrowing  cry, 

3.  Yes,  the  ransom 'd   of   the  Lord  shall  come  to    Zi- on  then  with  joy, 

4.  Then  the    sin   and  sor-row,  pain  and  death  of  this  dark  world  shallcease, 
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When  our  bless-  ed  Lord  shall  come  and  catch  His  wait-ing  Bride  a  -  way; 
For  the  knowledge  of  the  Lord  shall  fill  the  earth  and  sea  and  sky; 
And    in       all  His     ho  •  ly  mountain  nothing  hurts   or  shall^destroy; 

In      a     glorious  reign  with  Je  -  sus    of      a    thousand  years  of  peace; 
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Oh!  my  heart  is  filled  with  rap-ture    as      I       la  -  bor, watch  and  pray 
God  shall  take    a-  way   all  sickness  and  the    suflTrer's  tears  will  dry. 
Perfect  peace  shall  reign  in    ev*  -  ry  heart,  and  love  with- out     al  -  loy. 
All    the  earth   is  groaning,  cry-ing    for  that  day    of  sweet  re- lease. 
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For  our  Lord  is  coming  back  to  earth  a- gain 

"When  our  blessed  Jesus  shall  come  back  a-gam. 

Af-ler    Je -sus  shall  come  back  to  earl  h  aj:ain. 

Forour  Je-sus  to  come  back  to  earth  a-gain 


Ob!  our  Lord  is  coming 
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back 


to  earth  a-gain.  Yes,  our  Lord  is  coming  back  to 

is  com-ing  back  to  earth  a-gain,  is 
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earth 
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^a  -gain,  Sa-tan  will  be  foi^nd  a  thousand  years, we'll 

irtg  back  to^  earth  again. 
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have  no  tempter  then,-  Af -ter    Je-sus  shall eom«  back. to  earth  a-gain. 
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3eru$akm,  my  l^appy  l>ome. 


1  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home, 

Name  ever  dear  to   me  : 
When  shall  my  labours  have  an  end. 
In  joy  and  peace,  and  thee  ? 

2  When  shall  these  eyes  thy  heaven-built 

And  pearly  gates  behold  ?  [walls 

Thy  bulwarks  with  salvation  strong. 
And  streets  of  shining  gold  ? 


4  Why  should  I  shrink  from  pain  and 

Or  feel  at  death  dismay  ?      [woe, 
I've  Canaan's  goodly  land  ir  view. 
And  realms  of  endless  day. 

5  Apostles,  martyrs,  prophets,  there 

Around  my  Saviour  stand  ; 
And  soon'my  friends  in  Christ  below 
Will  join  the  glorious  band. 


3  There  happier  bowers  than  Eden's  6  Jerusalem,  my  happy  home ! 

Nor  sin  and  sorrow  know  :      [bloom,  My  soul  still  pants  for  thee ; 

Blest  seats !  through  rude  and  -stormy  Then  shall  my  labours  have  an  end, 

I  onward  press  to  you.             [scenes  When  I  thy  joys  shall  see. 
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shall  see    the  King   in    His  beau- ty,     In  the  land  that   is     far    a  -  way, When  the 

To  be  -  hold  the  Chief  of    Ten  Thousand,  Ahlmysoul  this  were  joy    c,-nougn;'TwilI  suf- 

Whocan  tell  the  t-ap-tur-ous  meet-ing,When  the  Lord  shall  bring  home  His  own?  Witljone 

Oh  I  to  none  will  the  King  be  a  stranger  Of  the  throngs  who  sur-round  His  scat;  For   the 

I  shall  see  Him,    I    shall  bei    like  Him,  By  one  glance  of  His  face  transformcdjAnd  this 
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shadows  at  length  have  lift-ed,  And  the  darkness  has  turned  to-day.    I  shall  see  Him  in  the 

fice  for  the  bliss  of  heav  -  en,  That  the  Lamb  is  the  light  there  -  of.   ( 
sight  all  His  saints  are  rav-rshed,The  Lamb  in  the  midst  of   the  throne, 
hearts  of  the  say-ed  will  know  Him.By  the  prints  of  the  nails  in  Hrsfeet. 
bo-dyjOf    sin   and  dark-ness  To  the    im-age  •<  Christ  con-fonned. 


Ej; 


ppp^^^^s^t^ij 


glo  -  ry, —  The  Lamb  that  once -was    slain;    How  111  then  re -sound  the    sto  -  ry,    With 


^m 


i-f-g= 


jJ-j-tu 


*■  -^  -i^ 
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^ 


^^^ 


3S=g= 


^^^^^ 
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all    the  ran-somed  trainl  Hal  -  le  -  lu  -  jah,  Hal  •  le  ^  •  lu  -  jahl  To  the  Lamb  that  once  was 


i^^Lr^.rr^t 


i 


^^ 


i=t=:t: 


slain;     Hal  -  le  •  lu   •   jah,    Hal  -  le   •  lu  •  jah,  Hal  •  le  •  1«  ^    jahl     A  -  men. 


taijf^Vi  Cr-'^CJa  ILmsa.,  iJi-^ 


Jlo.  221. 

A.  B.  S. 


Some  Sweet  morn. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


1.  Some  sweet  morn  the    day      shall  break  Nev- er  more     to    sink        in  night; 

2.  Some  sweet  daj'    the     end      shall  come    To     om'part-ing    and      our  pain; 

3.  Some  sweet  hour  our    mor    -   tal  frame  Shall  His  gio  -  rious  im    -  age  wear; 

4.  Some  sweet  time  we'll  weep      no  more    O'er  these  scenes  of   sin      and  woe; 


Some  sweet  morn  we  shall  a  -  wake  'Mid  the  ev  -  er  -  last  -  ing  light. 
Some  sweet  day  we  shall  go  home  Nev  -  er  -  more  to  part  a  -  gain. 
Some  sweet  hour  our  worth  -  less  name  All  His  maj  -  es  -  ty  shall  share. 
Christ  shall  reign  Trom  shore      to     shore,  Heav'n  come  down   to     dwell    be  -  low. 


m- 


-<&- 


^  r: 


EE 


-f=t: 
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Chords. 


± 


^ 


We    are    wait-ing 


for      the     turn-ing 


of        the    morn    - 


^'     ^i- 


S^^ 


^^^ 


i^^ 
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watching 


for 


the   break-in 


feg^ 


the      dawn;       Morn      of    morns,      O 
^^(2 -f- ^ 


-^^ 


di- 
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haste  thy  glad    ap  -  pear  -  ing 


m^ 


-i-^-^. 
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Day  of  days,  speed  on,  speed  on,  speed 


on  ! 


=t5t 


=[= 


=^^ 


3^ 


5  Some  sweet  day  our  tongue  shall  tell  6  Some  sweet  morn  we'll  see  His  face. 

All  the  story  of  His  love;  And  we  shall  be  satisfied; 

Some  sweet  day  our  song  shall  swell  Some  sweet  day  in  His  embrace, 

Loud  and  sweet  as  songs  above.  We  shall  evermore  abide. 
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W.  M. 


Ule  arc  Ulaiting  for  tby  Coming. 


W.  MACOMBEil. 


^^^^^^^m 


^-^^ 


1.  We     are  wait-ing      for  Thy  com-ing,  While  the  days  are 

2.  Down  to  end  -  less  gloom  and  sor  -  row,  Souls  are  hast-'ning 

3.  So    we'll  keep  our  lamps  all  burn  -  ing,   Read  -  y    for     Thy 


fleet  -  ing  by, 
day  by  day, 
blest  re  -  turn, 


^ 


E»33 


f^ 


I      I 
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When  Thou'lt  gather 
But    Thy  pre-cious 
And  we'll  watch  and 


f 


all  Thy  chil-  dren  Home  to  man-sions 
promise  cheers  us,  Thou  wilt  come  this 
toil  with  pa  -  tience,  Tho'  our  hearts  with 


fair  on  high. 
loss  to  stay ; 
long  -  ing    burn ; 


Sii 


Wfrj 


53 
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^^^=g^ 
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Oft  our  eye  'mid 
Oft  -  en  here  fond 
Soon  will  come  that 


earth  -  ly  shad  -  ows.  In  the  sky  Thy 
links  are  bro  -  ken,  When  tlie  part  -  ing 
glorious  morn  -  ing.  When  Thy  brightness 


form  would  trace, 

hour  draws  nigh, 

we  shall    see. 


#  . 


E?^=P=F^ 
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S^ 
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And  our  hearts  are 
But  we  know  that 
Then  with  joy  -  ful 


filled  with  long  -  ing.  Soon  to  see  Thy  love  -  ly  face, 
in  the  morn -ing.  Thou  wilt  hush  each  long -ing  sigh, 
hal-le  -  lu  -  jahs.  Thee  we'll  praise  e  -   ter-nal  -  l5^ 


w^^^^=f^^mm^^^^ 


Chorus. 


i^^^i^^i^ 
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We   are  wait  -  ing  for   Thy  com-ing,  Lord,  Thy  bless-ed  giad 


^^e^^ii^^^ 


re-turn.    For    the 
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Ulc  are  Waiting  for  tby  Coming,   concluded. 


^awn  -  ing    of  the  bright  Mil  -  len  -  nial  morn,    When  earth's  sorrows  all    are  o'er, 
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And    up  -  on    the  peace-ful  shore,  We  shall  dwell  with  Thee  for-ev  -  er  -  more. 
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No.  323.    Some  Sweet  Day  my  Cord  mill  Come. 

J.  O.  H.  J.  0.  HiLLYER. 
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1.  Some  sweet  day  my  Lord  will  come.    Come  to  claim  His  own.  His  own;      I   shall 

2.  Some  sweet  day  this    bo  -  dy  frail,       In     a     mo-ment's  space.  Shall  be 

moment's  space, 

3.  Some  sweet  day  my  hand  shall  clasp  Those  long  gone  be  -  fore,   before ;  Press  them 

'    '    I    ^J 


=t 
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mm 
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Chorus.  ^ 


±=t=n 


meet  Him  face    to     face.    Be  -  fore    the    Ad  -  vent  throne.  ) 
changed  and  up-ward  caught,  And  stand  be -fore    His    face.     [■    Hal   -  le  -  lu-jah! 
to      my  heart  with  joy,     To  part      a  -  gain    no    more,   j 

C  «,.._«  .  >     -r-    f:    f      a-. ±1-1- 
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Hal-  le  -  lu-jah !"  Like  Him    I    shall     be;' 

r-i  I. 


^ 


f-itf—^ 


'  For     I  shall  see  Him  as  He    is !" 
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No.  224. 

L.  S. 


£et  Us  Cive  in  m  um. 


g^;£^M?N##f^=J^Ut^ 


Louise  Shepard/ 


^ 


1.  Let  us  live  in  the  light  of  His  com  -  ing,  In  all  that  He 

2.  Let  us  walk  in  the  light  of  His  com  -  ing,  Not  plan  -  ning  for 

3.  Let  us  live  in  the  light  of  His  com  -  ing,  With  spir    -  its  bap  - 

4.  Let  us  work  in  the  light  of  His  com  -  ing,  Our  plans  in  ac  - 


t- 


Piel 
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calls    us     to      do, 
sea -sons    to    come; 

-  tized  from   a  -  bove; 

-  cord  with  our  King; 


"m- 


m 


That  He      an  -  y  mo  -  ment  may  find        us,     In 

But  walk  -  ing    as  pil  -  grims  and  Strang  -  ers,    And 

Not  seek  -  ing  our  self  -  ish    en  -  joy  -  ment,   But 

Sent  forth     to     be  wit  -  ness  -  es       on    -    ly,    Thus 


± 


i 
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f^ 
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t  C'h'    \    'f 
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Chorus. 


^-^ 


E??3^ 
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peace,  spotless,  blameless  and  true.    \  Let  us  live 
trav'-lers  that  haste  to  their  home.  / 
lift  -  ing  our  friends  by  our  love,  i 
hast'ning  His  king-dom  to  bring.  )  Let  us  live 


in  the  light, 


Let  us 


in  the  light, 


live in  the  light  of    His    com  -  ing; 

Let    us  live 


Let      us      work     and 
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pray.   Let  us  watch    al  -  way,    And    live     in    the  light    of    His    com-ing. 
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0  Israel  Ketnrn. 


A.  A.  Pollard 


l>.  n.  To«v'NhR.    Hy  per. 


1.  O     Is  -  ra  -  el,    re-turn,     re-turn    Un  -  to    t^  f^ortl  thy  'tod! 

2.  He'll  heal  thee,  sin-sick    Is  -  fa  -  el,    His  love  Hc^Jl  free-  ly    give; 

3.  As   dew     re-vives  the  thirst-y  ground,  Thou  shalt  be  com^rt-edr 

4.  And  thou  shalt  say,   O     E  -  phra-im,  From  all  thine  i  •  dols  free, 


^^^.J-4lJ-Qf4U-Mr^[^ 


In  *  iq  -   ui  -  ty  hath  caused  thy  fall;  Turn,  Is  -  rael,  to      the  Lord. 
His  an  -  ger  shall  he    turned  a- way;  Oh,   look,  be-lieve,  and  live. 
The  lil  -  y    and    the    ol  -  ive- tree  ShalV  root,  arid  grow,  and  spread, 
*'Lo!  I     have  heard  Mes- si  -  ah's  voice;  Where  I  was  blind    I      seel'* 


^^^ 


^^ 


-M-^ 


mrn^ 


=^e=|e: 
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p"TT-TTr^^ 


O     Is  -   ra  -  el,,   re  -  turn!  Thy  God     is    plead-iug  yet: 

re-turn!  pleading  yet; 


y.'f\nif- 


j^^-tifUtjii 


If 
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$ 
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Behold     in  Christ,  the  spotless  Lamb  Whose  blood  hath  paid  thy  debt. 

9-      A        f5^-' 
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Acu  I :  U. 


3e$u$  i$  Coming  Jlgain. 


;^-i^ 


J- 


Woi^s  and  Music  by  Jas.  M^^iuk. 

_^._ mj^^L. 


-jr^-^^' 


--m=in-t 


yet 
hen 


t.  Our         Lord, whom  we've  not  seen, 
2.  Oh.  bless -ed,     glo -.Vious  hope, 

5.  This        Gos-pel       of      the    King      lo 
4.  He  said    we  shall     be  changed  in       the 

6.  We  shall  reign  up  -  on     the  earth   with 


-i:rt- 

whom  we  dear  •  Ijr       love, 

Je  -  sus  shall    ap  •  pear 

ali    nhe  wo4-ld  sbali     go, 

twin-lf^jng  of      an        eye, 

Christ    a  thousand      years. 


: ,0 ># #— #— #— Lf- 1 r- ^- J 0.-1.3 J_^._.^_,.__^3 


This  same   Je-sus   is     com-ing  a -gain.  The    an  -  gels  left  us  word  just 

This  same   Je-sus    is     com-ing  a-gain.  Oh!  Brideof Clirist,  a-wake!  sure- 

E'er    this  same  Je-sus  shall  come  a  -gain.  He  said  the  end  shall  come,  when 

When  tliis  same  Je-sus  shall  come  a-gain.iTiiess.  4r  17.  Yes,  soul  -  in-spir-lng  hope,   to 
When  this  same  Je-sus  shall  come  a-gain.  Kev.  7:  it.Iq    the     mil-ien-nial  day  there 


-0—0- 


-#- 
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Id:: 
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as     He  went    a  -  bove.         This  same    Je  -  sus      is     com  -  ing  a  -  gain. 

ly     the  time     is     near,  ^    When  tliis  same   Je  -  sus    shall  come  a  -  gain. 

eV'  -  ry  tongue  shall  know.    This  same    Je  -  sus      is     com  -  ing  a  -  gain, 

see  Him  and    not    die.'v     When  this  same  Je  -  sus  shall  come  a  -  gain. 

will    be     no    more  tears,"    When  this  same  Je  -  sus  shall  come  a  -  gain. 
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Com     •-        ing,       ,  com       -       ing,        This  same  Je-sus  is  com-ing   a-gain; 
Je-sus  is    com-ing,   Je-sus  is   com-ing, 

. -11  -li-fi  .    ..   .    . ..,:  :•; :»:'  _^  js „.  ^.  -?• 
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Com  ing,  com       •       ing,       This  same  Je-sus   is  com-ing  a-gain. 

Je-st»s,  is   com-ing,    Je-sus  is   com-ing, 


.M..J0, 
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n  few  more  Vears* 


S.M. 


E.  W.  Dunbar,  1864. 


A  few  more  storms  shall  beat 

On  this  wild,  rocky  shore; 
And  we  shall  be  where  tempests  cease, 

And  surges  swell  no  more. 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  calm  day; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood. 

And  take  my  sins  away! 

A  few  more  struggles  here, 

A  few  more  partings  o'er, 
A  few  more  toils,  a  few  more  tears, 

And  we  shall  weep  no  more. 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  blest  day; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away. 


A  few  more  Sabbaths  here 

Shall  cheer  us  on  our  way; 
And  we  shall  reach  the  endless  rest, 

Th'  eternal  Sabbath  day. 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  sweet  day; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away! 

'Tis  but  a  little  while 

And  He  shall  come  again, 
Who  died  that  we  might  live,  who  lives 

That  we  may  with  Him  reign. 
Then,  O  my  Lord,  prepare 

My  soul  for  that  glad  day; 
Oh,  wash  me  in  Thy  precious  blood, 

And  take  my  sins  away! 

HOKATIUS  BONAR,  B.,  1808. 


No.  228. 


Tar  from  Cbese  Scenes. 


Tune,  "I'll  be  there." 


Far  from  these  narrow  scenes  of  night 

Unbounded  glories  rise. 
And  realms  of  infinite  delight 
Unknown  to  mortal  eyes. 

Fair  distant  land!  could  mortal  eyes 

But  half  its  joys  explore, 
How  would  our  spirits  long  to  rise 

And  dwell  on  earth  no  more. 


There  pain  and  sickness  never  come, 
And  grief  no  more  complains; 

Health  triumphs  in  immortal  bloom 
And  endless  pleasure  reigns. 

No  cloud  those  blissful  regions  know, 

For  ever  bright  and  fair; 
For  sin,  the  source  of  mortal  woe. 

Can  never  enter  there. 


There  no  alternate  night  is  known, 
Nor  sun's  faint  sickly  ray; 

But  glory  from  the  sacred  throne 
Spreads  everlasting  day. 


Ho.  229. 

A.  B.  S. 


€»en  4$  Be. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


b     '     t 

1.  Oh !  what  a   won  -  der  -  f  ul  place 

2.  One  in    His  death  on    the  tree, 

3.  One  in    His   mer-its     I  stand, 


Je  -  sus  has  giv  -  en  to  me  I 
One  as  He  rose  from  the  dead; 
One  as     I    pray  in     His     name; 
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I      may  be     ev  -  en       as      He. 

E'en     as    my  glo  -  ri  -    ous   Head. 

I      can  with  con  -  ti  -   dence  claim. 


Sav  -  ed    by   His  glo-rious    grace, 

I    from    the  curse  am    as      free. 

All  that   His  worth  can    com-mand, 
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When  with  my  Lord  I  ap  -  pear 
One  on  the  throne  by  His  side. 
One     in    His    faith  and    His     love. 


Like  Him  I  know  I  shall  be ; 
One  in  His  son-ship  di  -  vine ; 
One  In    His  life     I    may      be. 
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But  while  I  walk  with  Him  here. 
One  as  the  Bridegroom  and  Bride, 
Sealed    by  the  Heav  -  en  -  ly     Dove, 


I  may  be  ev  -  en  as 
One  as  the  Branch  and  the 
I    may    be    ho  -  ly,     as 
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Vine. 
He 
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Ev  -  en     as    He, ...  y      ^      U      '         ev  -  en     as      He, ... . 

Ev  -  en     as    He,                                        ev  -  en     as    He, 
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€Wll  a$  Be     Concluded 


Won-der-ful  words  that  ev 


en  we,   Sav'd    by  His  mar  -  vel  -  ons  grace  i»ay  be 


\^    V     ^ 

4  One  in  the  sorrows  He  bore, 

One  in  His  service  so  true, 
Even  His  tears  I  may  share, 

Even  His  works  I  may  do. 
Even  His  peace  and  His  joy 

Jesus  hath  given  to  me; 
What  can  distress  or  annoy  ? 

1  am  as  happy  as  He. 


5  One  in  the  rapturous  hour. 

When  He  shall  come  for  Hig  own; 
Raised  by  His  glorious  power, 

1  shall  sit  down  on  His  throne. 
All  that  He  has  shall  be  mine, 

All  that  He  is  1  sball  be; 
Robed  in  His  glory  divine, 

I  shall  be  even  as  He. 


No.  230. 


Cbe  eburcb  lias  (Uaitel 


MORNINGTON. 


8.U. 


The  church  has  waited  long 
Her  absent  Lord  to  see, 

And  still  in  lonliness  she  waits, 
A  friendless  stranger  she. 

Saint  after  saint  on  earth 
Has  lived  and  loved  and  died. 

And  as  they  left  us  one  by  on« 
We  laid  them  side  by  side — 


We  laid  them  down  to  sleep. 

But  not  in  hope  forlorn; 
We  laid  them  but  to  ripen  there 

Till  the  last  glorious  morn. 

Come,  Lord!  and  wipe  away 
The  curse,  the  sin,  the  stain. 

And  make  this  blighted  world  of  oura 
Thine  own  fair  world  again. 


Xo.  231.       mben  the  Pedrty  6<ite$  Unfold. 

Miss  J.  Graham,  changed. 


Arranged. 
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1.  I    have  giv'n  my  heart     to  Je  -  sus,  This  vain  M'orld  is  naught  to  me; 

2.  When  the  voice  of     Je  -  sus  calls  me,  With  His  ac  -  cents  soft  and  low ; 

3.  In    that  land  of    wondrous  beau  -  ty,  Long  by  saints  and   an  -  gels  trod; 
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All     its    fol  -  lies   are    for  -  got  -  ten,      In      re-mem-b'ring  Cal  -  va  -  ry. 

I     will  lean     up  -  on      His    bo  -  som,  Thro'  the    val  -  ley"  as        I      go. 

Where  the  stream  of    life      is      ev  -    er,     Flow-ing  from    the  throne  of    God. 
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Tho'  my  friends  de-spise, 
•  I  will  claim  His  pre- 
In  His  pres-ence  joys 


^H 


for  -  sake    me,  And  the  world  on      me     looks 
cious  prom  -  ise,  Worth  far  more  than  worlds  of 
a  -  bound-ihg,  Sweetest  mu  -  sic,    bliss     un  - 
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cold, 
gold, 
told. 
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I've  a  Friend  that  will 
"Fear  no  e  -  vil !  I'll 
With  my  loved  ones  I 


stand  by  me,  Till  the  pearl  -  y  gates  un  -  fold ; 
be  with  thee.  Till  the  pearl  -  y  gates  un  -  fold ; 
shall  wan-der,  When  the  pearl  -  y    gates  un    -    fold ; 
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I've    a  Friend'that  will  stand  by     me.     Till   the  pearl  -  y  gates  un  -  fold. 
"Fear  no      e  -    vil!     I'll    be  with  thee.     Till  the  pearl  -  y  gates  un  -  fold." 
With  my  loved  ones    I    shall  wan  -  der.  When  the  pearl  -  y  gates  un  -  fold. 
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Olben  tbe  Pearly  6<ite$  Unfold.   Concluded. 

Chorus. 
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Life's  morn  will  soon    be  wan  -  ing,  And    its    eve  - 'ning  bells    be      tolled; 
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But  my  heart  will  know  no    sad-ness,    When  the  pearl  -  y  gates     un    -    fold; 
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But    my  heart    will  know  no     sad-ness,  When  the  pearl  -  y    gates    un 


fold. 
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No.  232. 
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C.  M. 


'Tis  come — the  glad  millenial  morn — 

The  Son  of  David  reigns. 
Sing,  sing,  O  earth!  for  thou  art  free, 

And  Satan  is  in  chains. 

Rejoice,  for  thou  shalt  fear  no  more 
The  ruthless  tyrant's  rod; 

Nor  lose  again  the  gracious  smile 
Of  thine  incarnate  God. 

But  chiefly  thou,  O  Solyma! 
Thou  queen  of  cities,  sing! 


With  shouts  of  triumph  welcome  now 
Thy  Morning  Star,  thy  King. 

O  blessed  Lord  we  little  dreamed 

Of  such  a  morn  as  this: 
Such  rivers  of  unmingied  joy — 

Such  full  unbounded  bliss. 

And  O  how  sweet  theJiappy  thought 

That  all  we  taste  and  see 
We  owe  it  to  the  dying  Lamb 

We  owe  it.  Lord,  to  Thee. 

Sm  Edward  Denny,  1870. 
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1.  Ye  saiats  of  the  Lord,  rejoice  and  be  glad,  "Jesus  is  coming  a"^'  gain  ;■ 

2.  O'er-comers  in  Je^sus,  hark  the  glad  souttd,  Jcsus  is  coming  a^'^gain; 

3.  Ye  servants  of  sin,  bewail  your  ?ad  state,  Jesus  is  coming  a  •  gain; 

4.  Ye  servants  of  Clirist,now  arm  foF  the  fight,  Jesus  is  coming  a;-,  gain ; 
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Lift  up  piir  hearts,  for  why  are  you  sad,    Jesus  is. coming  a 

Vict'ry  is  yours,  the  angels  resound,  Jesus  is  coming  a 

Your    cry .  -  for  peace  will  then  be  too  late,   Jesus  is  coming  4 

Put  oft  th'whole  arnior  and  stand  in  His  might,  Jesus  is  coming  a 
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He's  coming  to  claim  Hisown  chosen ^fi^e,  Jesus  is  coming  aw 
!rhe  blood  of  th0  Lamb  our  watchword  shall  be,    ,  Jesus  is  coming  a  ■ 
His  pow'r  and  glory  all  eyes  shall  behold,   Jesus  is  coming  a 
!rh^  har-v6st  iis  ripe;  the  lab'rers  are  few,   Jesus.is  cominga  • 
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With  Him  forev^er  we  then  shall  abide,     Jesus  is  coming 

From  sin  and  the  world  you  soon  shall  be  free,   Jesus  is  coming 

iSinner,  make  haste,  now  flee  to  the  fold,  Jesus  is  coming 

He's  calling  for    me,  He's  calling  for  you;  Jesus  is  coming 


gain. 

■  gain, 

gain. 

gain.' 
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tht  Coming  0l>ti$t,      concluded. 


causes. 
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Je-sus  is  coming,    Je-sus  is  coming,    Je-sus  is  coniinp;  a  •   gain; 


Soou  will  the  tramp  sound^  All  heav'n  will  resonnd.  For    Je-sus  is  coming  a  -  pain. 
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No.  234. 


Cbe  City  of  Gold. 


There's  a  city  that  looks  o'er  the  valley 
of  death, 
And  its  glories  may  never  be  told, 
There  the  sun  never  sets,  and  the  leaves 
never  fade, 
In  that  beautiful  city  of  gold. 

Chorus. 
There  the  sun  never  sets 
And  the  leaves  never  fade. 
There  the   eyes  of  the  faithful   their 

Saviour  behold. 
In  that  beautiful  city  of  gold. 

There    the    King   our    Redeemer,    the 
Lord  whom  we  love, 
Will  the  faithful  with  rapture  behold ; 


There  the  righteous  forever  shall  shiuv 
as  the  stars, 
Jn  that  beautiful  city  of  gold. 

Every  soul  we  have  led  to  the  foot  of 
the  cross, 
Every  lamb  we  have  brought  to  the 
fold. 
Will  be  kept  as  bright  jewels  our  crown 
to  adorn 
In  that  beautiful  city  of  gold. 

There  sickness  and  sorrow  and  death 
are  unknown, 
There  glories  on  glories  unfold. 
There   the   Lamb   is  the   light   in  the 
midst  of  the  throne 
In  that  beautiful  city  of  gold. 
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Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  There's  a    sweet    and    sa  -  cred  pray'r       On  the    Bi  -  ble's  lat  -  est    page, 

2.  "E-ven  so."      We    sel  -  dom  dream   What  these  might  -  y  words  im  -  ply,  * 

3.  Let    us    live       our  bless -ed    Hope,      Let  us    prove    our    Ad-vent  pray'r; 
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Breath'd  by  John        on  Pat  -  mos'  Isle,     Left    to     us         from   age    to      age. 
How  they  tell  of  lives  con-formed    To     a     Hope,      so  great,  so     high ! 

Let    us  watch,     and  work,  and  live       For  His    com  -    ing    to     pre  -  pare. 
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Ech  -  0  of  the  Mas-ter's  voice, 
Tell  of  hearts  trans-form'd  and  free, 
Let    us  send       the  Gos  -  pel  forth 


Lo,     I    come, 
Eead  -  y       at 
Till  the  world 


I    quick  -  ly     come; 
His    call      to      go; 
His  name  shall  know, 
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And    the  Bride 
All    our     life 
And    the  Bride 
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re-peats    the    cry: 
one    llv  -  Ing  page, 
com-plele  shall  cry; 

"E  -  ven    sc 
"Come,  Lord  J 
"Come,  Lord  J 
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,       Lord    Je  -  sus,   come." 
e  -    sus,     e  -   ven      so." 
e  -    sus,     e  -  ven     so." 
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Chorus. 
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E  -  ven  so ;  yes,  e  - 

E-ven  so; 


ven  so ; 
e-ven 
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Words  that  set,  our  hearts  aglow ; 

so ;  Words  that  set,  hearts  aglow ; 
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€ven  $0*     Concluded. 
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Christ  is     com-ing  soon,     we        know,        Let  our    lives      be     e  -  ven      so. 
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4  "Even  so,"  O,  blessed  Hope  ! 

Lift  our  souls  to  things  on  high, 
Let  our  hearts  be  centered  there, 

Hold  our  treasures  in  the  sky; 
Let  us  walk  as  strangers  here, 

And  inscribe  on  all  below, 
"Naught  of  earth  we  call  our  own, 

Christ  is  coming,  even  so." 


"Even  so."    O,  let  us  all 

Haste  to  help  that  day  to  bring  ! 
Let  us  work,  and  watch,  and  pray 

For  the  coming  of  the  King. 
"Even  so."  the  Spirit  cries, 

And  the  whole  creation  dumb ; 
"Even  so,"  the  Church  replies. 

"Even  so,  Lord  Jesus,  come." 


No.  236. 

A.  S. 


3e$u$  Hnow$  Our  every  Care. 


Anna  Simpson. 
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1.  Je  -  sus  knows  our    ev  -  'ry    care.      And  He    feels  our  heart's  deep  sor-rows ; 

2.  Je  -  sus  knows  when  we  have  failed,    When  the     povv-ers      of      sin      op-pose; 

3.  Je  -  sus    all     the    way  has    gone.     From  the  grave  tri  -umph- ant        rose; 
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Chorus. 
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Tho'  we  breathe  a  fee  -  ble  pray'r,  Je  -  sus  knows. 
How  to  help  and  to  sus-tain,  Je  -  sus  knows. 
This     the  com-fort    of    our  way,      Je  -  sus    knows. 


Je  -  sus  knows,  Jesus  knows. 


Jt:^^-:^ 
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Je  -  sus  knows  our  sor  -  rows,  Tho'  we  breathe  a  feeble  pray'r,  Je  -  sus    knows. 
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tbc  King  of  Glory. 
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PSALM  XXIV. 


TE  gates,  lift  up  your  heads  on  high ; 

ye  doors  that  last  for  aye. 
Be  lifted  up,  that  so  the  King 

of  glory  enter  may. 
But  who  of  glory  is  the  King  ? 

The  mighty  Lord  is  this ; 
Ev'n  that  same  Lord,  that  great  in  might, 

and  strong:  in  battle  is. 


Ye  gates,  lift  up  your  hea»jt^, 

doors  that  do  last  for  ave. 
Be  lifted  up,  that  so  the  kih^ 

of  glory  enter  may. 
But  who  is  he  that  is  the  King 

of  glwy  ?  who  is  this  ? 
The  Lord  of  hosts,  and  none  but  he. 

the  KiiiiS  of  glory  in* 
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Til  Glory. 


Anna  S.  B.  Rue. 
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1.  A      few  more  years     of      toil      and    pain,     Then  glo  -  ry, 

2.  A      few  more   years     of      tight  -  ing    here,     Then  glo  -  ry, 

3.  A      few  more  years     of      ser  -  vice  sweet,    Then  glo  -  ry, 
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glo  -  ry ! 
glo  -  ry|! 
glo  -  ry ! 
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Then  glo  -  ry. 
Then  glo  -  ry, 
Then  glo  -  ry. 

glo-ry! 
glo-ry! 
glo  -  ry  I 
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A    few  more  years    of      tri  -  al    here.  And  then  they  all  will  dis  -  ap  -  pear, 

A    few  more  years,  at  most  how  brief !  And  then  fare-well  to  ev  -  'ry    grief, 

A    few  more  years  and    we    shall  see     Our  King  in    all    His  ma-jes-  ty, 
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A      few  more  years,  then    end  -  less  cheer.   In      glo  -  ry,  glo  - 

A      few  more  years,  then  blest    re  -    lief,      In      glo  -  ry,  glo  ■ 

A      few  more  years,  and    then    we'll     be.      In      glo  -  ry,  glo  - 
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ry! 
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ry! 
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1  Jllways  will  Remember  tbee. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Sweet  Gal  -  i  -  lee, sweet  Gal-i    -    lee, Where  Jesus 
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sweet  Gal-i  -  lee. 


Chorus. 


1.  Sweet  Gal  -  i  -  lee. 
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walked up  -  on  the    sea, . 


Where  Jesus     once . 
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Where  Je  -  sus  once 
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His  won-ders     wrought. 


And  words  of      love and  wis-dom 
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His  wonders  wrought 


And  words  of  love 
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And  where  the  sick  and  blind  and  lame, . 
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And  where  the  sick 
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1  Always  will  Remember  Cbee.   Concluded, 


For  '^elp   and      sight and  heal  -  ing 
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For    help  and  sight 
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Sweet  Gal  -  i    -    lee, sweet  Gal  -  i 
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2  Sweet  Calvary,  sweet  Calvary  ! 
Where  Jesus  gave  His  life  for  me; 
Where  Jesus  shed  His  precious  blood, 
To  bring  my  guilty  soul  to  God. 
And  where  He  taught  my  heart  to  die, 
And  self  and  sin  to  crucify. 


3  Sweet  Olivet !  Sweet  Bethany ! 
Where  Jesus  loved  so  much  to  be ; 
Where  Jesus  rose  to  heaven  above 
With  hands  outstretched  in  parting  love. 
And  whence  some  glorious  day  He'll  come, 
To  take  His  waiting  people  home. 
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rOR  ever  with  the  Lord ! 

Amen ;  so  let  it  be ; 
Life  from  the  dead  is  in  that  word, 

'Tis  immortality. 

Here  in  the  body  pent. 

Absent  from  him  1  roam, 
Yet  nightly  pitch  my  moving  tent 

A  day's  march  nearer  home. 

jVIy  Father's  house  on  high. 

Home  of  my  soul,  how  near. 
At  times,  to  faith's  foreseeing  eye 

Thy  golden  gates  appear! 

Ah!  then  my  spirit  faints 

To  reach  the  land  I  love. 
The  bright  inheritance  of  saints, 

Jerusalem  above. 

Por  ever  with  the  Lord !  * 

Father,  if  'tis  thy  will. 
The  promise  of  that  faithful  word 

Even  here  to  me  fulfil. 

Be  thou  at  my  right  hand. 

Then  can  I  never  fail ;  • 
tJphold  thou  me,  and  I  shall  stand ; 

JPight,  and  1  must  prevail. 


So  ■trheri  niy  latest  breath 
Shall  rend  the  veil  in  twain, 

By  death  I  shall  escape  from  death. 
And  life  eternal  gain. 
Knowing  as  I  am  known. 
How  shall  I  love  that  word. 

And  oft  repeat"  before  the  throne, 
"  For  ever  with  the  Lord  1" 

The  trump  of  final  doom 
Will  speak  the  self-same  word. 

And  heaven's  voice  thunder  tlnrongb 
the  tomb, 
*'  For  ever  with  the  Lord  I'* 
The  tomb  shall  echo  deep 
That  death-3\vakehing  sound ; 

The  saints  shall  hear  it  in  their  sleep. 
And  answer  from  the  ground. 

Then,  upward  as  ifdoy  fly. 

That  resurrection -word 
Shall  be  their  shout  of  victory, 

"  For  ever  with  the  Lord  V* 

That  resurrection-word. 

That  shout  of  victory. 
Once  more,—"  For  ever  with  the  LorcM*' 

Amen;  solet it bel 
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I    We  shall  sleep.butnotfor-ev  -  er,      There  will  be    a  glorious  dawn ;  We  shall 
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On  the  res-  unection  morn  .From  the  deepest  caves  of 


j.From  the  desert  and  the  plain.From  th^  valley  and  the  jnountain,Countle£s 


throngs  shall  rise  again.  We  shall  sleep,  but  not  forev-  er,      There  will  be    a  glorious 
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dawn ; 
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We  shall  meet  to  part  no,  nev  -  er, 

On   tlje  res -ur-rection  mora. 
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When  we  see  a  precious  blossom, 

That  we  tended  with  such  care, 
Rudely  taken  from  our  bosom, 

How  our  aching  hearts  despair. 
Round  its  little  grave  we  linger 

Till  the  setting  sun  is  low. 
Feeling  all  our  hopes  have  perished 

With  the  flower  we  cherished  so. 


We  shall  sleep,  but  not  forever. 

In  the  lone  and  silent  grave; 
Blessed  be  the  Lord  that  taketh. 

Blessed  be  the  Lord  that  gave. 
In  that  bright,  eternal  city. 

Death  can  never,  never  come; 
In  His  own  good  time  He'll  call  us 

From  our  rest  to  home  sweet  home. 


No.  242. 

A.  B.  S. 


I)e  T$  Comiitd  for  inc. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Would  you  know  why  I'm     long-ing 

2.  Would  you  know  why  He's  rob'd  me, 

3.  Would  you  know  why  no     long  -  er 

4.  Would  you  know  why  I'm  send  -  ing 


For  the  com  -  ing      of      the    Lord, 

In  His  gar-ments  pure  and  white, 

I  can  call     the  world    my  home, 

Out  the  tid  -  ings     un  -    to  •    all, 


e^t^i-fizp^H^I^.^ 
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And  watch  -  ing    His  glo  -    ry     to  see  ? 

And    bid  -   den    me  read  -  y      to  be, 

My    heart    from  its    fet  -  ters     is  free  ? 

And    warn  -  ing  from  judg-ment  to  flee  ? 

£z±: 


'Tis    be  -  cause  He's  my  Bridegroom. 
With  the       oil       in    my  ves  -  sel, 
'Tis   be  -  cause      I    am     wait-ing 
He    has    sent    me  His  guests  to 
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Be  -  loved  and  a  -  dored,  And 
My  lamp  trimm'd  and  bright?  'Tis 
My  Bride-groom  to  come,  And 
The    wed  -  ding    to    call,      For 


I     know  He  is    com-ing  for  me. 

be-cause     He  is    com-ing  for  me. 

I     know  He  is    com-ing  for  me. 

He's  com  -  ing,  and  com-ing  for  me. 
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Be  T$  Coming  for  me.     Concluded. 
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com  -  ing     so    soon,        For       I      know     He       is      com  -   ing        for      me. 


n 


? 


=i= 


m 


-V — ir 


r-r-r 


JSo.  243. 


matcbman  Cell  me. 


Sa&lB, 
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l.Watchmftn,teU    me.Doesths    morning    Of  fair     Zi  -  on's  glo  -  ry    dawn? 
Have  the  signs  that  mark  ite     com-ing    Yet  up  -  on     my  path -way  shone? 


W  '         ^      ^      1^  *    (f  ^ 

Pilgrim,  yes  i      a  -  rise !  look  round  thee  ILight  is  breaking    in    the      «kies ! 


Gird  thy    bri.  -  dal  robe    arouiid  thee — Morning  dawns  f  a-  rise!    a  -    rise! 


Watchman,  see!  the  light  is  beaming 

Brighter  still  upon  the  way! 
Signs  thro'  all  the  earth  are  gleaming, 

Omens  of  the  coming  day. 
When  the  Jubal  Trumpet,  sounding, 

Shall  awake,  from  land  and  sea, 
All  the  saints  of  God  now  sleeping, 

Clad  in  immortality. 


Watchman,  see!  the  land  is  nearing, 

With  its  vernal  fruits  and  flowers! 
On!  just  yonder,  oh,  how  cheering, 

Bloom  forever  Eden's  bowers. 
Hark!  the  choral  strains  there  ringing^ 

Wafted  on  the  balmy  air! 
See  the  millions!  hear  them  singing! 

Soon  the  pilgrims  will  be  there! 
Sidney  Smith  Brewer,  ab.,  1853. 
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R.  E.  Shaw. 


€Dii$t  T$  Coming. 


Miss  Clemmie  Gay. 
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1.  Christ  is    com-ing, 

2.  Yes,  He's  com-ing, 

3.  Christ  is    com-ing, 

4.  Christ  is    com-ing, 
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Christ  is      com  -  ing,  Yes,  the  Lamb   that  once  was  slain, 
Glo-rious    com  -  ing,  For    our  Sav  -  iour  won't  de  -  lay, 
Christ  is      com  -  ing,  Glo-rious  news  doth  fill      my  breast, 
Yes    He's  com  -  ing,   0,     the   joy        it     brings  to    me, 
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;3hrist  is    com  -  ing,       Yes.  He's 
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Christ  ; 

For    His  bride 

I        shall  meet  Him 


's  com  -  ing.     To      be    with 
robed  in   white- ness,  Read- y      for 
the  Heav  -  ens.    Then  with  Him 


For       I      soon   will    reign  with   Je   -  sus.  Throughout  ! 
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US  once  a  -  gam. 
the  marriage  day. 
for  -  ev  -  er    rest. 

e  -  ter  -  ni  -  ty. 
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O,     the    rap  -  ture    of      His    com  -  ing,     0,       the   joy       it  brings  to    me, 

Read  -  y      yes,  all    clad    in   white  -  ness.  With   my  guilt    all  washed  a  -  way, 

0,     the    joy  of     nev  -  er    part  -  ing    From  my  bless  -  ed  Lord    and  King, 

There   my  songs  will  be       of     Je  -   sus,      As       I      sit        a  -  round  His  throne, 
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When     I    think      of      my    Re-deem  -  er,  Who  will  come      a  -  gain    for    me. 

There    I'll  dwell    with  Christ  my   Sav-iour,  To        a  -  bide      in    end  -  less   day. 

With      re  deemed  ones  ev  -  er  shout-ing,  Hal  -  le  -    In   -  jahs  we    will  bring. 

Prais  -  ing  Him      for    my      re-demp-tion,  Hal  -  le  -    lu  -  jah— Gathered  home. 
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THE  God  of  Abraliam  praise, 
"Who  reif^ns  enthroned  above, 
Ancient  of  everla^fting  dayiS,  * 
And  God  of  love ! 
Jehovah !  great  I  Am ! 
.By  earth  and  lieaveu  confest ; 
I  bow  and  bless  the  sacred  name, 
For  ever  blest ! 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise  I 
At  whose  supreme  command 
From  earth  I  rise,  and  seek  the  joys 
At  his  right  hand : 
I  all  on  earth  forsake, 
Its  wisdom,  fame,  and  power, 
And  him  my  only  portion  make, 
My  shield  and  tower. 

The  God  of  Abraham  praise ! 
"Whose  all-sufficient  pcrace 
Shall  guide  me  all  my  happy  days 
In  all  my  ways  : 
He  calls  a  worm  his  friend ! 
He  calls  himself  my  God ! 
And  he  shall  save  me  to  the  end 
Through  Jesus'  blood  / 


He  by  himself  hath  sworn, 
I  on  his  oath  depend ; 
I  shall,  on  eagle's  wings  upborne. 
To  heaven  ascend ; 
I  shall  behold  his  face, 
I  shall  his  power  adore, 
And  sing  the  wonders  of  his  grace 
For  evermore ! 

Tile  God  who  reigns  on  high 
The  great  archangels  sing  ; 
And^  "Holy,  holy,  holy,*'  cry, 
"  Almighty  King ! 
Who  was  and  is  the  same, 
And  evermore  shall  be  ; 
Jehovah,  Father,  great  I  Am, 
We  worship  Thee.'* 

The  whole  triumphant  host 
Give  thanks  to  God  on  liigh ; 
*'  Hail !  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost !.' 
They  ever  ciy : 
Hail !  /\braham's  God,  and  mine  !• 
I  join  the  heavenly  lays ; 
All  might  and  majesty  are  thine,."'  • 
And  endless  praise ! 
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A.  B.  S. 


3H$t  Beyona  tbc  Golden  dm. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  As      I    sailed      a  -  cross  the    o  -  cean,      Far   be-yond      the  gold  -  en    gate, 

2.  And  methought  how    ve  -  ry    oft  -  en,        As  we    sail      life's  stormy      sea; 

3.  Yes,    and  Home    as    well    as  morn-ing,     Wait-ing  hearts   and  beck-'ning  hands ; 
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All  a  -  round  was  wild  and  storm-y,  And  the  night  was  dark  and  late, 
When  the  night  is  dark  and  cheer -less.  And  we  long  for  dawn-ing  day. 
Oh    how  sweet    to    one    re  -  turn  -  ing     From  the  shores   of     far      off  lands. 
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Then  I  thought  be-yond  this  o  -  cean,  And  this  dark  and  cheer-less  night, 
How  'twould  cheer  us  to  re  -  mem-ber.  When  the  night  seems  long  and  late. 
Yes  lihere  is  a     bet  -  ter  Home-land,  Where  our  wand'rings  shall  be      o'er, 
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It  is  morn  -  ing  in  the  Home-land,  And  the  sun  is  shin  -  ing  bright. 
It  is  morn  -  ing  o  -  ver  yon  -  der,  Just  be-yond  the  Gold  -  en  Gate. 
And    a    bet    -  ter  Home  re-turn  -  ing,  Where  they  meet     to    part     no    more. 
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3ii$t  Beyond  the  Golden  0me.   Concluded. 


Chorus. 
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How    our  hearts  would  weep  with  won  -  der,     When  the  night  is      dark    and 
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ly        stop       to        pon  -  der, 
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ver     yon  -  der,      Just      be  -    yond    the  Gold  -  en    Gate. 
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No.  247. 


Peace  to  tbe  lUorld. 


L.  M. 


Peace  to  the  world!  the  Lord  is  come; 

Its  days  of  conflict  now  are  o'er; 
The  Prince  of  Peace  ascends  the  throne 

Afid  war  has  ceased  from  shore  to 
shore! 

Joy  to  the  earth!  Messiah  reigns! 

Earth's  diadems  are  on  His  brow; 
Its  rebel  kingdoms  are  become 

His  everlasting  kingdom  now. 

Rest  to  the  nations,  blessed  rest! 
The  storm  is  hushed  above,  below: 


Joy  to  creation;  welcome  sound! 
After  six  thousand  years  of  woe. 

The  earth  again  is  Paradise, 

The  desert  blossoms  as  the  rose. 

Far  happier  place  than  Eden  this. 
Far  brighter,  sweeter  days  than  those! 

Oh!  long  expected,  absent  long. 
Star  of  creation's  troubled  gloom! 

Let  heaven  and  earth  break  forth  in 
song, 
Messiah,  Saviour,  Thou  art  come. 

HORATIUS  BONAR,  1859. 


No.  248. 

A.  B.  S. 


Ve$.  fit']]  Come  Jldain. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


1.  Star    of    Hope         for  hearts  for-lorn,  Her-ald       of  the    Ad  -  veni 


2.  Christ  is  com  -  ing  back  once  more, 

3.  Christ  is  com  -  iug  back,  the  same 

4.  Christ  is  com  -  ing  back    a  -  gain, 

5.  Christ  is  com  -  ing  baclv    a  -  gain, 


Sing  it     o'er  and 

As    of     old  to 

Just  the  same,  but 

Tell   it     out  to 


Ad  -  vent 
o'er  and 

earth  He 
not     as 

ran  -  somed 
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morn.  Part  -  ing  prom 

o'er,  Sing    it      by 

came,  As    He    rose 


then ; 


■  ise  of  the  Lord, 
the  lone-some  tomb, 
from  Beth-an    -    y, 


Sweet  and  sure      pro-phetic 

Till  the  grave  shall  lose  its 

"This  same  Je  -  sus"  still He'li 


He    is     com 


to      a    throne,      Heav'n  and  earth  His  sway  shall 


Let  the   migh    -    ty    ech  -  o     roll,        'Round  the  globe  from  pole  to 
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word,  Sing  a  -  loud      the  glad  re  -  frain,     Christ  is  coming  back  a  -  gain, 

gloom.  Sing  it    by       the  couch  of  pain,     Christ  is  coming  back  a  -  gain. 

be.  Oh,  how  sweet  the  old  re  -  frain,     Christ  is  coming  back  a  -  gain. 

own;  We  shall  share  His  second    reign.     Christ  is  coming  back  a  -  gain. 

pole,  'Till  the  world  shall  shout  the  strain,  Christ  is  coming  back  a  -  gain. 
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Ve$,  l)«*ll  Come  Hgallt.     concluded. 


Chorus. 


"Home  at  last"  on  heavenly  mountains, 

Heard  the  "Come  and  enter  in;" 
Saved  by  life's  fair  flowing  fountains, 

Saved  from  earthly  taint  and  sin. 
Free  at  last  from  all  temptation. 

No  more  need  of  watchful  care; 
Joyful  in  complete  salvation, 

Given  the  victor's  crown  to  wear. 


Welcomed  at  the  pearly  portal. 

Welcomed  by  th,5  angel  band; 
Welcomed  to  the  life  immortal. 

In  the  blessed  kingdom-land. 
"Home,  sweet  home,"  our  home  forever. 

Weary  pilgrimages  past; 
Welcomed  home  to  wander  never. 

Saved  thro'  Jesus — "Home  at  last." 
Makia  Alger  Crozier,  cir.,  1870. 


No.  250.     mn  Olork  'tin  Sesus  em^ 


Dr.  Mnxan. 


-J   0    land  of  i^t,  for  thee  T  sigh,  When  will  the  moment  CQme,  I 

"I  When  I  shall  lay  my    ar-mpr  l)y^^^-And  dwell  in  peace at  home?  ( 

2  jNo    tranquil  joys  on  earth  I  know,  No  peaceful, shelt'ring  dome,  \ 

1  This  world's  a  wil  -  der-ness  of  woe,  This  world  is  not  my  ....*..  my  Home,  f 

^  (  To     Je-sus  Christ  I     fledfor^esl;  He  bade  me  cease  to  roam,  ( 

•  1  And  lean  for  suc-cor  on  His  breast.  And  He'd  conduct '....  me  home,  f 
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Chorus. 
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We'll  wort  till      Ja- bus  comes,  We'll  work  till     Je-su8< 


till      Ja- BUS  comes,  ^ 


till     Je-sus  comes, 
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We'll  work 
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till    Je  •  8US  comes,  And  we'll     be  gatb-er'd  home. 
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No.  251. 


l)arK  tbe  Song. 


7s.  D. 


Hark  !  the  song  of  jubilee ! 

Loud  as  mighty  thunders'  roar, 
Or  the  fullness  of  the  sea, 

When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore  ; 
Hallelujah !  for  the  Lord 

God  Omnipotent  shall  reign. 
Hallelujah  !  let  the  word 

Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 

No.  252.  Co  Be 

W  e  speak  of  realms  of  the  blest, 

That  country  so  bright  and  so  fair, 

And  oft  are  its  glories  confessed  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  I 

We  speak  of  its  freedom  from  sin, 

From  soriovv,  temptation,  and  care, 

From  trials  without  and  within  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  ! 


He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole 

With  illimitable  sway; 
He  shall  reign,  when,  like  a  scroll. 

Yonder  heavens  have  passed  away; 
Then  the  end,— beneath  His  rod 

Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall; 
Hallelujah !  Christ  is  God, 

God  in  Christ  is  all  in  all ! 

James  Montgomery,  1819. 

there.  ,^ 

We  speak  of  its  service  of  love, 

The  robes  which  the  glorified  wear, 

The  Church  of  the  firstborn  above  ; 
But  what  must  it  be  to  be  there  I 

Do  thou,  Lord,  *  mid  sorrow  and  woe. 
For  glory  our  spirits  prepare, 

And  shortly  we  also  shall  know, 
And  feel  what  it  is  to  be  there. 

Elizabeth  Mills,  1805-182 


No.  253. 

Mat  Agnew. 


Cink  ChUm. 
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1.  Bring  the   chil-dren   to    Je  -  sus,  lead  them  gent- ly     to    His  side ;  Much  thej' 

2.  Once  when   Je  -  sus  was  teaching   His   dis  -  ci  -  pies  here   on  earth  Lov  -  ing 

3.  "Let  them  come,"  said  the  Sav-iour,  "for    of    such  ray  king-dom    is,"  Hap-py 
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need  His  care  and  keeping  day  by  day ;  Ere  life's  storms  'round  them  gather  to  a 
mothers  bro'ttheirlit- tie  ones  to  Him,  That  His  touch  and  His  bless-ing  might  in 
children  they  to  hear  His  gen-tle  tone,    And  up  -  on     His  kind  bo  -  som  lay  their 
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faith  -  ful  Guide  commit,     Who  will    safe-ly  lead  them  in    the  heav'nly     way. 

sweetness  rest  on  them      Fill -ing     all  their  lives  with  sunshine   to    the   brim. 

heads,  and  know  His  love     Nev- er- more  would  suf-fer  them   to    walk  a-  lone. 
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Chorus. 
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Jesus  loves  them,    Jesus  loves  them,    And  in  heaven  'round  the  throne  they  sing  and  play, 
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In  the  glo  -  ry,        in  the  glo  -  ry      And  the  sunshine  of  God's  e  -  ter  -  nal  day. 
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Only  n  tittle  Baby  Girl. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  On  -  1}^      a    lit  -    tie     ba    -    by  girl,  Dead      by  the  riv  -  er     side; 

2.  If      she  had  on    -    ly    been       a    boy,  They  would  have  heard  her    cry; 

3.  So    they  have  left    her     lit  -    tie  form,  Float  -  ing  up  -  on    the    wave; 
4.1s    there    a  moth  -  er's  heart     to-night,  Clasp-ing  her   *lar-ling      child* 
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On  -  ly      a    lit    -    tie  Chi  -  nese  child,  Drown'd  in  the  float  -  ing  tide  ! 
But    she  was  just         a     ba    -    by  girl.        And  she  was  left        to         die. 

She   was  too  young    to  have        a  soul,      Why  should  she  have    a  grave  ? 

Wil  -  ling  to  leave  these  help  -  less  lambs    Out  on    the  des   -   ert  wild  ? 
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O  -  ver   the  boat    too    far    she  lean'd,  Watching  the  danc  -  ing  wave; 

It    was   her  fate,    per- haps,  they  said,     Why  should  th\ey  in  -  ter  -    fere? 

Yes,  and  there's  many  an-  oth  -  er  lamb,     Per  -  ish  -  ing    ev   -  'ry  day, 

Is    there  a     lit  -  tie    i,Chris-tian  girl,       Hap-py     in    '  .ove  and  home, 
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Only  M  t\ttk  Baby  «irl.   Concluded. 
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0  -  ver  the  brink  she  fell,      and  sank —     But  there  was  none  to  save. 

Had  she  not    al  -  ways  been       a     curse,     Why  should  they  keep  her  here? 

Thrown  by  the  road  and  riv    -    er    side,        Flung  to  the  beasts  of  prey. 

Liv  -  ing    in    sel  -  fish  ease,  while  they  Out    on  the  moun-tains  roam  ? 
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Oh,  the    lit-  tie  lambs,  that  pine  and  per-ish,      Out    up  -  on    the  mountains; 
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save    them;     Let      us      go,     and 


m^ 


bring        them  to  the'      fold. 
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5  Think  as  you  lie  on  your  little  cot, 

Smoothed  by  a  mother's  hand; 
Think  of  the  little  baby  girls 

Over  in  China's  land; 
Ask  if  there  is  not  something  more, 

Even  a  child  can  do, 
And  if,  perhaps,  in  China's  land 

Jesus  has  need  of  you. 


6  Only  a  little  baby  girl. 

Dead  by  the  river  side ; 
Only  a  little  Chinese  child. 

Drowned  in  the  floating  tide; 
But  it  has  brought  a  vision  vast, 

Dark  as  the  nation's  woe  ; 
Oh,  has  it  left  one  willing  heart, 

Answering,  "  I  will  go  ?  " 
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Dving  to  Shine  for  3e$u$. 


J  per.j  Rev.  Ei.isha  A.  HopfmaN. 
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1.  In       a  world  of  sor-row,      in      a  world  of  tears,"Where  so  man  -  y 
2  We  will  light  the  pathway  for  the  weak  and  l&nej  And  make  God?s  sweet 
8.  We  will  scat-ter  sunshine     everywhere    we   go,   Light -en     oth-er's 
4.  We  will  cheer  the  wear-y       ali   the  way  ^  a-long,  Thrill  their iiearts  with 
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shad-ows    .fill  the   roll  -  ing  years:       We    will  scat -"ter  «un-shiii,e^' 

mes-sage      of  sal  -  va  -  tion  known;    We    will  .tell    ^the.sto  ^  ry 

bur  -  dens»     lift  the  weight  o(   woe.        Sing  -  Ing  songs    61  glad  -  hess 

cour-age    and  in-spir-ing  song;     Com  -  fort  theni  an4  bless  them,, 
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ev  •  'rypass-lng  day,  Wak-ing  joy  and  gladness,  and  cheering  the  way. 
of  redeem-ing  love.  Pointing  all  earth's  pilgrims  to  heaven  •  a-bove. 
with  each  passing  day.  Driving  care  and  sor-roV  and  darkness  a  -way., 
love  and  help  be  -  stow,  Shine  the  love  of  Je  -  sus  wher-ev  -  er    w^    go. 


We   are  the  children 
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of  the  Prince  of  Peace,  Scatt'ring  the  sunshine 
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O'Ver  this  world    of      His,. 
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Cheer  •  ing     and  bright'nlng     the 
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ElVlttg  to  Shine  for  3esa$.    Concluded. 
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EfiiSway  here  be-low.      Living   tosiiinefor  Je -sus  wherer  -  er^"we  gg^. 
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K«ep  Sweet. 


No.  256. 

A.  B.  S. 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 


Pm 


m 


^=(sz 


=» 


:fc:c: 


1.  There's  a    lit  -  tie     se  -  cret  Worth  its  weight  in  gold ;     Ea  -  sy  to     re-mem-ber, 

2.  Make    us  kind  and  gen  -  tie,   Harm-less  as    the  dove;  Giv -  ing  good  for    e  -  vil, 

3.  Sweet  when  things  are  bitter,  Sweet  when  things  are  sad ;  Giv  -  ing  songs  for  sighing, 
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Ea  -  sy  to  be  told;  Changing  in  -  to  bless-ing  Ev  - 'ry  curse  we  meet, 
Meeting  hate  with  love.  What  tho'  tri  -  als  press  us,  What  tho'  tempests  beat; 
Mak.ing    oth  -  ers  glad.        In    the  qui  -  et  household.      On    the  bust-ling  street, 
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Chorus. 


Turn-ing  hell    to  heav-en;     This    is  all — keep  sweet. 
Naught  can  move  or  harm  us.        If    we  just  keep  sweet.  Y  Je  -  sus,  keep  us  sweet, 
Ev  -  'rywhere  and    al-ways,      Jo  -  sus,  keep   us  sweet.  J 
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Walk-ing    in   Thy  love,        Je  -  sus,  make  us     meet        For  Thy 
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home  a 
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1.  We  are  lit  -  tie  sol  -  diers  of  the    cross,  We  are  lit  -  tie  sol  -   diers 

2.  We  are  lit  -  tie  pil  -  grims  on  the    way,  We  are  lit  -  tie  pil  -  grims 

3.  We  are  lit  -  tie  jew  -  els  for  His  crown,  We  are  lit  -  tie  jew  -     els 
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of  the  cross,  Al  -  ways  firm  -  ly  stand-ing,  pray  -  ing,  We  can  nev  -  er 
on  the  way,  March-ing  up-ward,  ev  -  er  on  -  ward  Je  -  sus  keeps  us 
for    His    crown,  Sparkling    ev  -   er     just    like  dia-monds,  We    will  nev  -    er 


m^ 
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suf  -  fer  loss.  Y^  e  are  a  band  of  sol  -  diers,  We  are  a  band  so  true ; 
ev  - 'ry  day.  We  are  but  lit  -  tie  child  -  ren,  But  then  our  King  is  strong; 
be  cast  down.     We  have  a  home  in  lieav  -   en,     We  have    a  place    so      fair; 
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Je  -   sus    our  King  com-mands 

We    need  not     be  dis  -  cour  - 

'Twas   here  He  loved  the     chil    - 


us,  And  He    will  take    us    through, 

aged.        But  brave-ly   march    a  -    long, 
dren,        He    loves  them  still    up      there. 
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Love  is  our  em  -  blem  watch  -  word. 
Our  Cap-tain  is  the  Sav  -  lour, 
We're  glad  -  ly  march  -  ing       on    -     ward. 


m^^^ 


Faith  in  our  glo  -  rious  King; 
And  if  we're  ^.n  -  ly  right. 
And  trust  our    God      we        love; 
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Concluded. 


Je  -  sus  will  guide  His  child  -  ren, 
We  may  be  sure  and  cer  -  tain 
For     He    will  guide   His   child  -  ren, 


Prais  -  es      to    Him    we       sing. 
That      we  shall    win     the      tight. 
In  -    to    His  courts      a    -    bove. 


Saviour!  like  a  shepherd  lead  us, 

Much  we  need  thy  tend'rest  care  ; 
Jn  thy  pleasant  pastures  feed  us, 

For  our  use  thy  folds  prepare. 
BlessedJesus,  blessed  Jesus ! 

Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 
Blessed  Jesus,  blessed  Jesus ! 

Thou  hast  bought  us,  thine  we  are. 

We  are  thine,  do  thou  befriend  us, 
Be  the  guardian  of  our  way  ; 

Keep  thy  flock,  from  sin  defend  us, 
Seek  us  when  we  go  astray. 

Blessed  Jesus  1 
Hear,  oh  hear  us,  when  we  pray, 


Thou  hast  promised  to  reoeiv-e  us, 
Poor  and  sinful  though  we  be  : 

Thou  hast  mercy  to  relieve  us, 
Grace  to  cleanse  and  power  to  free. 

Blessed  Jesus ! 
We  will  early  turn  to  thee 


Early  let  us  seek  thy  favor, 
Early  let  us  do  thy  will ; 

Blessed  Lord  and  only  Saviour! 
With  thv  love  our  bosoms  till. 

Blessed  Jesus ! 
Thou  hast  loved  us,  love  us  still,. 
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I  think,  when  I  read  that  sweet  story 
of  old. 
When  Jesus  was  here  among  men, 
How  He  called  little  children  as  lambs 
to  His  fold,^ 
I  should  like  to  have  been  with  them 
then. 
I  wish  that  His  hands  had  been  placed 
on  my  head, 
That   His    arms    had    been    thrown 
p,round  me, 


And  that  I  might  have  seen  His  kind 
look  when  He  said, 
"Let  the  little  ones  come  unto  me." 
In  that  beautiful  place  He  has  gone  to 
prepare 
For  all  who  are  washed  and  forgiv'n; 
And  many  dear  children  are  gathering 
there, 
"For    of    such    is    the    kingdom    of 
heav'a." 
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1.  I      be-lieve     in    God      the     Fa  -  ther,      "Who  made    us     ev  -  'rv     one, 


2.  I      be-lieve     in     Je  -   sus      Christ, 

3.  I      be-lieve   His   Ho    -    ly     Spir  -  it 


The     Fa-ther's  on  -  ly     Sou; 
Is     with     us     ev  -  'ry     day, 
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Who  made  the  earth  and  heav  -  en,  The  moon  and  stars  and  sun; 
Who  came  down  from  heav  -  en,  And  loved  us  ev  -  'ry  one: 
And      if      we       do     not  grieve  Him      He'll    nev  -  er       go        a  -  way; 
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All      that     we    have   each        day 
He    taught    us       to       be       ho  -   ly. 


To 

And 


us      by     Him      is     giv'n; 
on     the    cross    He     died, 


From   heav  -  en      He      de  -  scend  -  ed         On        Je  -  sus     like       a      dove, 
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We     call    Him,  when    we         pray,  Our      Fa  -  ther      in      the  heav'n. 

And    now     we    call    Him    Sav  -  iour.     And  Christ    the     cru  -  ci  -  fled. 
And    now    He  reigns  with  -  in       us.       And     fills     our  hearts  with    love. 
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Buried  in  Baptism. 
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Buried  in  baptism  with  our  Lord, 
We  rise  with  Him  to  life  restored. 
Not  the  bare  life  in  Adam  lost, 
But  the  richer  far,  for  more  it  cost. 

Water  can  cleanse  the  flesh,  we  own, 
But  Christ  well  knows,  and  Christ  alone, 


How  dear  to  Him  our  cleansing  stood, 
Baptized  in  fire,  and  bathed  in  blood. 

He  by  His  blood  atoned  for  sin, 
This  precious  blood  can  wash  us  clean 
And  He  arrays  us  in  the  dress 
Of  His  unspotted  righteousness. 

Moravian  Collection. 
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Come,  Boly  Spirit. 


Come,  Holy  Spirit,  Dove  Divine, 
On  these  baptismal  waters  shine, 
And  teach  our  hearts,  in  highest  strain, 
To  praise  the  Lamb  for  sinners  slain. 

We  love  Thy  name,  we  love  Thy  laws, 
And  joyfully  embrace  Thy  cause; 
We  love  Thy  cross,  the  shame,  the  pain, 
O  Lamb  of  God  for  sinners  slain! 


L.  M. 
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We  plunge  beneath  Thy  mystic  flood, 
Oh,  plunge  us  in  Thy  cleansing  blood; 
We  die  to  sin,  and  seek  a  grave 
With  Thee,  beneath  the  yielding  wave 

And  as  we  rise,with  Thee  to  live, 
Oh,  let  the  Holy  Spirit  give 
The  sealing  unction  from  above. 
The  breath  of  life,  the  fire  of  love! 

Adoniram  Judson. 


Hround  Cby  Grave. 


Around  Thy  grave.  Lord  Jesus, 

Thine  empty  grave,  we  stand, 
With  hearts  all  full  of  praises. 

To  keep  Thy  blest  command; 
By  faith  our  souls  rejoicing 

To  trace  Thy  path  of  love. 
Through  death's  dark,  angry  billows, 

Up  to  the  throne  above. 

O  Lord,  Thou  now  art  risen. 

Thy  travail  all  is  o'er; 
For  sin  Thou  once  hast  suffered. 

Thou  liv'st  to  die  no  more; 


7s  &  6s. 
Sin,  death  and  hell  are  vanquished 

By  Thee,  Thy  church's  Head; 
And  lo!  we  share  Thy  triumph. 

Thou  first-born  from  the  dead! 

Into  Thy  death  baptized, 

We  own  with  Thee  we  died; 
With  Thee,  our  Life,  are  risen. 

And  shall  be  glorified. 
From  sin,  the  world,  and  Satan, 

We're  ransomed  by  Thy  blood. 
And  now  would  walk  as  strangers. 

Alive  with  Thee,  to  God. 

James  G.  Deck,  1845. 
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Jlwake  and  Sing. 


S.M. 


Awake  and  sing  the  song 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb! 

Tune  every  heart  and  every  tongue 
To  praise  the  Saviour's  name. 

Sing  of  His  dying  love, 
Sing  of  His  rising  power; 

Sing  how  He  intercedes  above 
For  all  whose  sins  He  bore. 


Soon  shall  we  hear  Him  say, 
"Ye  blessed  children,  come;" 

Soon  will  He  call  us  hence  awav', 
To  our  eternal  home. 

There  shall  our  joy  be  full. 
And  love  a  warmer  flame, 

And  sweeter  voices  tune  the  sons' 
Of  Moses  and  the  Lamb. 
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O  Bread  to  pilgrims  given! 

Richer  than  angels  eat, 
O  Manna  sent  from  heaven! 

For  heaven-born  natures  meet, 
Give  us,  for  Thee  long  pining, 

To  eat  till  richly  filled; 
Till,  earth's  delights  resigning. 
Our  every  wish  is  stilled. 


Jesus!  this  feast  receiving. 

We  Thee  unseen  adore; 
Thy  faithful  word  believing 

We  take  and  doubt  no  more; 
Give  us.  Thou  true  and  loving! 

On  earth  to  live  in  Thee, 
Then,  death  the  veil  removing, 

Thy  glorious  face  to  see. 
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Breau  of  the  world  in  mercy  broken, 
Wine  of  the  soul  in  mercy  shed, 

By  whom  the  words  of  life  were  spoken. 
And  in  whose  death  our  sina  are  dead  1 


Look  on  the  heart  by  sorrow  broken, 
Look  on  the  tears  by  sinners  shed. 

And  be  thy  feast  to  us  the  token 
That  by  thy  grace  our  souls  are  fed. 


Xo.  267. 


If  \mm  Kindness. 


C.  M. 


If  human  kindness  meets  return 
And  owns  the  grateful  tie, 

If  tender  thoughts  within  us  burn 
To  feel  a  friend  is  nigh. 

Oh,  shall  not  warmer  accents  tell 

The  gratitude  we  owe 
To  Him  who  died  our  fears  to  quell, 

Ou?  more  than  orphan's  woe? 


While  yet  His  anguished  soul  surveyed 
Those  pangs  He  would  not  flee. 

What  love  His  latest  words  displayed! 
"Meet  and  remember  Me." 

Remember  Thee,  Thy  death,  Thy  shame, 

Our  sinful  hearts  to  share! 
O  mem'ry!  leave  no  other  name 

But  His  recorded  there. 


No,  268 


Row  Sweet  and  Hwful. 


C.  M. 


How  sweet  and  awful  is  the  place 
With  Christ  within  the  doors, 

While  everlasting  love  displays 
The  choicest  of  her  stores! 


While  all  our  hearts  and  all  our  songs 

Join  to  admire  the  feast, 
Each  of  us  cries  with  thankful  tongue, 

"Lord!  why  was  I  a  guest? 


"Why  was  I  made  to  hear  Thy  voice, 
And  enter  while  there's  room. 

When    thousands    make    a    wretched 
choice. 
And  rather  starve  than  come?" 

'Twas  the  same  love  that  spread  the 
feast 

That  sweetly  forced  us  in; 
Else  we  had  still  refused  to  taste, 

And  perished  in  our  sin. 


No.  2()9.       Dot  i  Sound  Invades  tU  Stillnm. 


,  Very  slow,   pp 


W.  JoHiisdH. 
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I  I  I 

1.  Not     a     sound  in -vades the  still-ness,  Not   a    form  in    vades the  scene, 

2.  And  with  •  in  those  heavenly  pla-ces,  Calm-ly  hushed  in  sweet  re  •  posc^ 


^^^ 


r^  C:=f  fiT^ 
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Save  the  voice  of.  my    Be-lov-ed,    And  the    per- son     of      my  King. 
There  I  drink,  with  joy   ab-sorb-ing,     All  the    love  Thou  wouldstdis-closc» 


I 
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Precious,    gentle,       ho  -  ly      Je  •  sus !  Bless-ed  Bridegroom  of    my  heart. 
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In  Thy    se  -  «ret    in'^ner  cham-ber.    Thou  wilt   whis  •  per  what  Thcu  art. 


S^^--s^ 


3  Wrapt  in  deep  adoring  silence, 
Jesus,  Lord,  I  dare  not  move. 
Lest  I  lose  the  smallest  saymg 
Meant  to  catch  the  ear  of  love. 


4  Rest  then,  O  my  soul,  contented  : 
Thou  hast  reached  thy  happy  place 
In  the  bosom  of  thy  Saviottr» 
Gazmg  up  in  His  dear  hjce. 
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never  to  Say  farewell. 
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^Rer.  Elisha.  A.  Hoppmak: 
Unison* 


Ira  Orwig  Hoffman.     Py  per. 
"^  2d. 
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1   f      We  journey  to  the  home  above,  Never  to  say  farewell, 
\     To  yon  fair  pala- ces  of  love,    ,    *    .    .    .    .'    .    .    _ 

n  (  We'll  meetoursainted  parents  there,  Nevertosay 

\  And  heav'n  with sisters,brothersshare 

Harmony. 


farewell. 


ilfe 
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^  Never  to  say  fare- 
Never  to  sny  fare* 


UtiMon, 


well;  Within  that  glorioussnmmerland  Themanyjewerdmaneions  stand.  And 
-well ;  Upon  the  plains  of  perfect  light.  Upon  the  pavementsgolden  bright,  We'll 
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there  we'll  meet,  afcGod's  righthand,  Never  to  say  farewell.  Never  to  say  farewell, 
walk  with  them,  enrobed  in  white.  Never  tosayfarewelL 


»^ 
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Nevertosay  farewell,  CweshallmeetatGod'srighthand,  Never  tosayfarewelL 


m 
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5  We'll  meet  beyond  life's  swelling  flood. 

Never  to  say  farewell, 
Redeemed  and  washed  in  Jesus'  blood. 

Never  to  say  farewell ; 
Earth's  long,  long  night  will  pass  away. 
Dissolving  intaheavenly  day^ 
And  wa  shall  with  our  loved  ones  stay. 

Never  to -say  farewell. 

♦Very  effective  if  unison 


4  Oh,  what  a  blessed  hope  is  this, 

Never  to  say  farewelU 
What  pure  and  perfect  happiness, 

Never  to  say  farewell ! 
Delivered  from  all  sin  and  pain, 
To  reach  yon  fair,  celestial  plain, 
And  meet  the  loved  and  lost 'again, 
Never  to  say  farewell. 
Darts  are  sung  as  a  solo. 


No.  271. 


tbe  Ulonderful  Star. 


GEO.  Beaterson. 
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i»  How  still  was  the  night  white  the  shepherds  were  dream-ing ; "  How  bright  was  the 
2.  fiowhush'dwasthe  world  while  the  Pay-star  was  near  -  ing,  How  blest  was  the 
3*    Or  woB-der-ful      Star      the-   ho- ri-zon    a-dorn  -  ihg,    Bright  her  -  aid   of 
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,Star  ^«r  the  wountain  tops  gleam  -  ing,  While  all  the  glad  heav  -  ens  were 
daiWQ  ii  Sispttmiis'd  ap^pear  -  ing,  While  watchers  long  wait  -  ing,  the 
peace,     to  the  world  a  glad  warn-  ing;     Proclaim-ing   as     near       on  that 
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smiling,  and  seem -ing  To  wait  for  the  long-prom-ised  King.  But  lo!  what  an 
prophets  re- ver  -  ing„  With  angels  made  welcome  the  morn,  The  wonder-ful 
beau-U-ful  morn -ing,    The  Prince  and  Redeem-er     'Oa"      men.       Owon-der-ful 
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hour  when  the  Sav-ior  de-scend  -  ed,  And  realms  of  bright  glo  -  ry  to  earth  seem^  ex- 
Star  so  long  sought  thro?  the  ag  -  es,  Js  seen  from  a  »-  far  •  by  the  wonder-ing 
Star,  which  the  darkness  confound  -  ed !    0  won-der  -  ful     Child  by  the  shepherds  sur- 


the  Olonderfttl  Star,   concluded. 


_       .  P    ix    y    ^^ 

•  lend  •  ed,  And  when  to  the  low  %>   ly   b>.  ie- sus',  be -friend -ed,  The 

sag  -  es,  And  joy, up; -on  *arjth  in    iteljea^-tj^   P^re-«ag  -  cs^  And 

i-rounid-ed,    0  wonrdferrfiil  song  which. in  prais-es    re-SoiUkd  *  ed  O'er 


f  ,'  'lU.\\j^i\^tti^ 
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»n^elsgood  tM  -  togs  would  triBg.  )      «   fce.aa.ftv,ia,bWB.tt-W,be««-ti-fla 
ells  that  the  Sav  -  lor     is     born.  I 


tells 

mouhtainj  and  val  -  ley^  and 


iQ    won  -  derrftil  Child^  and  most  won-der-ful 


^^^^^^m 


^ar,       In       ra-di- ant  splendor   it  shone  from  a   -   far,        Its    beau^tycx- 
The  Prince  of  the  skies  is  the  joy    of  the     earth  5    The     Son  of  the 


-  ceed-ing  the  fov  -  li-est      gem,    While   guid-ing  the  pilgrims  to  Beth,- le  -  hem. 
Highest    a  Sav-ior  is     given,     the    light  of  the  world  and  the  joy  of    heaven! 
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C.  H.  G. 


1  mm  not  Toroet  tbee. 
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Chas.  H.  Gabriel. 
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1.  Sweet  is   the  prom-ise    **I  will  not  for -get  thee."  Notb-ing can  mo 

2.  Trust-ing  the  prom-ise    **I  will  not  for-getthee»"On-wardwill    I 

3.  When  at  the  gold -en  por-tals    I '^im  standing.  All   my  tyib    u- 
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turii    my.  soul     a  -  way;  . 

isongs  of  ^  joy    and    love,' 

all     my     sor-rows  past. 

E'en  though  the  ni^rijt      be 
rho*    earth    dci'spijse    me, 
Bow  s^eet  -to    becff     the 

F^t>b^'        IT 

y.  J"'-  U-,  \,    r    , 

M=#4^ 

& 


m 


-fvO- 


M 


^ 


^ 


=P=5= 


*=^^±s==s 


dark  with.-ia  iteTal-^^ey^Justbe-yond  is  shio  •  lug  .an  ^ -.t^r-nal  day/ 
tiio^  my  friends  for-«y:e  me,  I  shall  be  re  mem-ljteried  JhLmjljpm^a^boYe, 
W^  -  sed  proc-ia-mil»tion  **En-ter  faitk-ful  ser-yatit,*Sfr€l-Come  hipmeatiast." 
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I.  .<.-...,. , .^  ,%ill  not:  tor-  get'  thee  brleavb  tliee,  la  Biy  liands fU 

I-  will  n<^.  for  r{;6V     thee;       I  w!Uiiev-er!l^t<elbe«,  - 
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Mdtjiee,  Inrmy  arms  111    fold  thee  I. ... ...,.....; will  not-  i^t^ 

'^.  ^         I    wiH  >iiot  for  r  u^t,    ^ee; 


fc3a=* 
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'1  mill  not  forget  Cftee,"    concluded. 
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get    thee  or  leave  thee,  I  am  thy  Ke-deem-er,    I  will  care  for  thee. 
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No.  273. 

mLTATm. 


CDey  Sang  of  RedeitiDtioii. 


They  sang  of  the  break  of  redemption's 
glad  morn. 
The  Holy  had  longed  to  behold; 
They  sang  ol  a  Saviour  in  Bethlehem 
born. 
So  long  by  the  prophets  foretold; 

They  sang  of  good-will  from  ouf  God 
unto  men. 
Of  peace  to  a  valley  of  tears; 
They  sang  of  salvation  from  death  and 
from  sin, 
A  balm  from  our  sorrows  and  fears. 


*'Then  glory  to  God  in  the  highest!"  I'll 
sing. 
For  I  am  a  sinner  on  earth; 
I'll  welcome  the  tidings  of  mercy  that 
bring 
The  news  of  Emmanuel's  birth. 

I'll  go  to  His  cross,  though  a  sinner  de- 
filed. 
And  wash  in  the  fountain  of  blood; 
I'll  pray  for  the  grace  that  can  strength- 
en a  child. 
And  bring  Him  at  last  to  his  God. 
Unknown,  cir.  1875  ? 


No.  274. 


Co  l^itti  Ctoat  Coved. 


To  Him  that  loved  the  souls  of  men, 
And  washed  us  in  His  blood, 

To  royal  honors  raised  our  head, 
And  made  us  priests  to  God;  — 


Behold,  on  flying  clouds  He  comes! 

His  saints  shall  bless  the  day; 
While  they   that    pierced   Him    sadly 

In  anguish  and  dismay,  [mourn 


To  Him  let  every  tongue  be  praise, 
And  every  heart  be  love! 

All  grateful  honors  pain  on  earth, 
An^  nobler  songs  above  I 


Thou  art  the  first,  and  Thou  the  last; 

Time  centres  all  in  Thee, 
The  Almighty  God,  who  was,  and  is, 

And  evermore  shall  be. 


No.  275. 

Arthur  T.  Pierson,  D.  D. 


Mvm  Song. 


Louise  Shepard. 


Mi^ilLU:ils^^=k^m 
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1.  Hear  the  ad -vent  song  of   the   an -gel  throng  As  they  hovered  o  -  ver 

2.  Glo  -  ry  be     to  God!  all  His  works  we  laud!  But  of    all    His  gifts,  the 

3.  We  will  seek  His  face,  we  will  know  His  grace,  We  will  wor-ship  at     His 

4.  At    His  era  -  die  bend,  for   in  Hiin  de-scend  All  the  blessings  God    can 

JH  1:  1:   .,.  ti 
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And  the  night  shone  bright  with  celes-tial  light,  As  they  told  of  Je  -  sus'  birth. 
Is  the  Son  He  gave,  sin-ful  men  to  save;  Be  His  name  for  -  ev  -  er  blest; 
All  our  treasures  "lay  at  His  feet  to  -  day,  As  we  hail  Him  King  Di  -  vine  ! 
At  His  shameful  cross,  count  your  gain  as  loss,  By  His  death  we    sin  -  ners    live. 

I 


^fe4Y- 


^^#JS^^f%^ 


Chorus. 


pmkkU=^Mi=^i=s^^=f^i^ 


Glo  -  ry  be    to  God;    in  the  Highest,  Praise  1  Peace  on  earth,  good  will  to  men. 


te=T^ 
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Roll  the  an  -  gel  song  all  the  earth  a -long,  Till  the  Lord  shall  come  a  -  gain  ! 
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5  Peace  on  earth  shall  reign  when  He  comes    6  Let  tlie  Sons  of  Light,  through  the  World's 


agam, 
Lord  of  Lords,  and  King  of  Kings; 
Even  now  God's  rest  tills  the  troubled  breast. 
When  the  Lord  His  presence  brings. 


dark  night, 
As  the  watchers  wait  the  dawn. 
Look  with  eager  eyes  for  the  new  sunrise 
Which  shall  bring  the  endless  m«>*n  I 


Copyriglit,  1897,  by  Louise  Shepard, 


So.  276. 


God  filess  our  Dative  Dna. 


AM.SRm, 
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God  bless  our  native  land! 
Firm  may  she  ever  stand 

Tlirough  storm  and  night; 
"When  the  wild  tempests  rave, 
Ruler  of  winds  and  wave! 
Do  Thou  our  country  save 

By  Thy  great  might. 

For  her  our  prayers  shall  rise 
To  God  above  the  skies, 

On  Him  we  wait; 
Thou  who  art  ever  nigh, 


Guardian  with  watchful  eye? 
To  Thee  alone  we  cry, 
God  save  the  State. 

Our  fathers'  God  to  Thee, 
Author  of  liberty, 

To  Thee  we  sing; 
Long  may  our  land  be  bright 
With  freedom's  holy  light; 
Protect  us  by  Thy  might. 

Great  God,  our  King! 


No.  277. 

Sabin'b  Baring-Gould. 


Row  tbe  Day  i$  Over. 


•Joseph  Barnby. 


1.  Now    the'  day     i^        .o   -  ver, 

2.  Je  -  sus,  give    the-    wear*-  y  "" 

3.  Thro*  the  long  night-watch ^es 

4.  When  the  morn-  ing  Wal^'-  ens, 

5.  Glo  -  ry     to      the'  Fa  -  ther, 


Night    is    draw  r  ing 
Calm    and  sweet     re     < 
May  Thine  an   -   gels 
Then  may       I         a    - 
Glo  -  ry       to        the 
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nigh, 

pose; 

spread 

rise 

Son, 
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shad-ows  of    the    even 
With  Thy  terid'rest  bless 
Their  white  wings  a  -  bove 
Pure,  and  fresh,  and    sin  -  less 
Arid    to  Thee,  blest  Spir 


Steal     a  -  cross  the    sky. 

May  our  eye  -  lids  close. 
Watch-ing  round  each  bed. 

In  Thy  ho  -  ly  eyes. 
Whilst  all  a  -  ges      run.       A  -  m<Stt. 


^^^rtp^i^tep^i^ 
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Asleep  in  Jesus!  blessed  sleep, 
From  which  none  ever  wakes  to  weep; 
A  calm  and  undisturbed  repose, 
Unbroken  by  the  last  of  foes. 

Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh  how  sweet 

To  be  for  such  a  slumber  meet! 

With  holy  confidence  to  sing 

That  death  has  lost  his  venom'd  sting! 


Asleep  in  Jesus!  peaceful  rest. 
Whose  waking  is  supremely  blest; 
No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour 
That  manifests  the  Saviour's  power. 

Asleep  in  Jesus!  oh,  for  me 
May  such  a  blissful  refuge  be; 
Securely  shall  my  ashes  lie. 
Waiting  the  summons  from  on  high. 


No.  279 

CHRISTMAS. 


mby  Do  Olc  monrn? 


Why  do  we  mourn  departing  friends 
Or  shake  at  death's  alarms? 

'Tis  but  the  voice  that  Jesus  sends 
To  call  them  to  His  arms. 

Are  we  not  tending  upward,  too. 

As  fast  as  time  can  move? 
Nor  should  we  wish  the  hours  more 
slow 

To  keep  us  from  our  love. 

Why  should  we  tremble  to  convey 

Their  bodies  to  the  tomb? 
There  the  dear  flesh  of  Jesus  lay. 

And  left  a  long  perfume. 


The  graves  of  all  the  saints  He  blessed. 

And  softened  every  bed; 
Where  should  the  dying  members  rest 

But  with  their  dying  Head? 

Thence  He  arose,  ascended  high, 
And  showed  our  feet  the  way; 

Up  to  the  Lord  our  flesh  shall  fly 
At  the  great  rising  day. 

Then  let  the  last  loud  trumpet  sound, 

And  bid  our  kindred  rise; 
Awake,  ye  nations  under  ground; 

Ye  saints,  ascend  the  skies. 
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A.  B.  S. 


Till  tbe  0en$er. 
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Rev.  A.  B.  SiMPSOK. 


:t=^ 


^ 


^E^ 


1.  Like      a  gold  -  en     cen  -  ser  glow-ing,  Fill'd  with  burn-ing      o  -  dors  rare; 

2.  O'er     the  heav'nly       al  -   tar  bend  -  ing,    Je  -  sus  in  -  ter  -  ced  -  ing  stands ; 

3.  Let      us  bring  our    least    pe  -  ti  -  tions,  Like    the   in  -  cense  beat  -  en  small ; 
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All     my  heart  is       up  -  ward  flow  -  ing,     In        a  cloud    of  cease  -  less  pray'r. 

And  our  pray'rs  to  heav'n  as  -  ceud  -  ing,  Reach  the  Fa  -  ther  thro'  His  hands. 

All     our  cares,  complaints,  con  -  di  -  tions,   Je  -  sus  loves   to  bear  them    all. 
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Fill    the     cen -ser,     fill 
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cen  -  ser.     Let     the  burn-ing      in  -  cense    flow ; 
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Send  the     Are,         send  -the      tire, 


w 


h 


Till    our  hearts  like      cen  -  sers  glow. 


EE=t 


^ 


*=t==t 


^^J=^^ 


4  Send  the  coals  of  heavenly  flre,  5  Sweet  as  breath  of  spices  burning. 

From  the  altar  of  the  skies ;  Keep  our  hearts  like  incense  rare ; 

Fill  our  hearts  with  strong  desire,  All  our  being  heav'nward  turning, 

Till  our  pray'rs  like  incense  rise.  In  a  cloud  of  ceaseless  prayer. 
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Rkv.  L.  B.  Carpentkb 


i&. 


i 


Jho.  R.  Sweney. 
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H^M;^ 
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I.    To  the   cross    I  .  long 'was  clinging     As    a     ref  -  uge  from  de-spair, — 
2. '"  To  that   crosb     I    c/ifig'  no    longer,  Doubts  and  fears  no  long-er  feel ; 

3.  Oh,  what  needless  griefs  I've  carried !  And  what  needless  burdens  borne  I 

4.  My  sal  -  va  -  tioa    is  com  -  pieted,   Christ  my  hope,  my  life,  my  light  j 


P^^ 


:$=Ut: 


-t—f- 


.*- 
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^'y>^  s  g  ir 


?^ 


pf 
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fe 


1 — ^-i^ 


^^^^^ 
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t=i-=9=r 


Found  re  -  lief  •  from  guilt  of    sinning  While!    lingered,   clinging,  there; 

Faith,  and  hope,  and  love  are  stronger,  Je  -  sus'  blood  doth  ful  -  ly   heal. 

•All  be -cause    I     clinging     tarried.  While  th^  rest  -  ing  was   unknown. 

Sin,  and  death,  and  hell  de-  feated.  Cannot  now      my  soul    af- fright. 


^ 


^m=^ 


^^-^ 


=tT£ 


m 


i 
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§^^ 


fe^^ifefe 


3^ 
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EE 


Still  life's  waves  and  storms  assailed  me,  Doubts  and  fears  my  mind  distres't, 
Now  my  song  is  not,  <'  I'm  clinging,"  That  to  roe  would  now  be  loss. 
Years  of  cling-  ing  were  not  wasted,  Tho'  they  seem  .  to  me  but  loss. 
Heaven  seems  in     blessed    nearness,  And  earth's  treasures    are  as  df  osSj 


I 


-«_^ » i^r- 


i^ 


g 


w^ 


■fc' — t^ 


t± 


And  with  all.   the  cross  a  -  vail'd  me,     Clinging  gave  no    per-fect    rest. 
When  mind,  heart,  and  soul  are   singing,—"  I    am     rest  -  ing    at     the  cross." 

Since  di  -  vin  -  er   sweets  I've  tasted        In  this   rest-   ing     at    the  cross. 
While,  'mid  light  oV  cloudless  clearness,      I    am   rest  -  ing    at    the  eco%%. 


I  was  clinging,  now  I'm  resting,  Sweetly  resting  at  the  cross, 

I  was  clinging,  now  I'm  resting,  [  oMiT        .        .      ]     Sweetlyresting  at  the  cross. 
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No.  283. 


Bring  to  3e$u$. 


L.  S. 


Louise  Shepard. 


1.  Bring    to      Je  -  sus     all     that's  sad,     Tell    Him   all      your  sor  -  row ; 

2.  Earth  -  ly    love  may  change  and  Ml,     Fond  -  est  ties     may  sev  -  er; 

3.  Set    your  mind   on   things    a  -  bove,   Earth  -  ly    vis  -  ions  spurn-ing ; 

:g-— y    »    -r         ~ 


«= 


e^^ 
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fi=t 


IE 
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^^£ 


3?=^1= 


He        will    nev    -    er  turn        a  -  way,     Ne'er  say  come    to  -  mor  -  row. 
Je     -    sus     al   -  ways  is         the  same,    Trust    in   Him     for  -  ev  -  er. 
Let      your  hopes     be    an-chored  there,    Wait -ing  His      re  -  turn  -  ing. 


-b* — ^ «- 


-P     »       F — t^- 
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lEE 


^=f 


Chorus. 


Je 


-d 0^^^ -I « -•s S #-T- 


sus,     I      will  trust  Thee   er  -  er,      Oft    I've  proved  Tliee    o'er  and  o'er  ; 


d^=tz 
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Noth  -  ing  from  Thy  love    can    sev  -  er.     Help    me.  Lord,   to    trust  Thee  more. 

^ 


fl^- 


-f:- 


^^ 


4  Friends  may  sometimes  tire  to  hear 
All  the  things  that  grieve  you  ; 
He  will  always  hear  your  cry, 
Succor  and  relieve  you. 


5  Cease  to  seek  the  help  of  man, 
Cease  from  all  your  trying  ; 
Cast  your  burden  on  the  Lord, 
On  His  love  relying. 
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l)e  i$  Jible  to  Deliver  Cbee. 
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Bjr  peft " 


W.  A.  Ogdkw: 
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1.  'Tis        the    grand  -  est 

2.  Tis       the     grand  -  est 

3.  'Tis        the     grand  -  est 


i^li 


» 


3EE^3E 


HgH 


±: 


'Tis       the     grand    -    est       theme  for 

*Tis       the    grand    -    est       theme  for  a 

To        the    guilt    -    y         heart,  to        the 

-^4-f--.--f — t 1-- 


^^ 


theme  thro'     the  a      -      ges        i-ang ; 

theme  in       the  earth         or        main; 

theme,  let       the  tid    -     ings        roll, 

^  ,4^ — f^  ^_ 


PI 


mor    -     tal      ttMgue, 
raor    -    tal      sfjrain^ 
sin    -    fill         soul,. 


v_ ^—1—1 i 1 — J 


i 


13; 


33EE*=1 


-m m i J 


*Tis  the  grand  -  est  theme 
'Tis  the  grand  -  est  theme 
Look    to       God     -in        faith, 


that  the  world  e'er  sung, 
tell  the  world  a  -  gain. 
He     will    make      thee        whole, 


9t£fc 


^^^^ 
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"Our      God 


bTe 


^^ 


to  de  -   liv 

-^-4 — 


thee.'' 


^ 


'^==^- 


Chorus 


^^ 


135: 


-      -      -      -  -     ble  .to-       de_::.liv    -   ^er^thee, 

ble,   He      is       a    -    ble, 


It 


H > 1 
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Be  i$  flWe  to  Deliver  Cbee.   Concluded. 
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He    jK      a     -      ■      -      -     ble    to     deliv  -er  thee ;  Tho' by  sin    op-prest, 
a-bic,  He  IS     a  -  ble 

,9i^|2=p_?=|:'-.-'-'-_ .»    -— ?    Ji-_-?iFfz-it:z:t=t=Pitt=E=t=--| 


— H-r--x  r-1 \ ^^ — ^%s ^ ^T-^ H — (""n 


Go      to  Him    for 


rest;  Our  God      is 


a  -  ble    i"i     de  -  liv  -  er  thee. 


No.  284, 


Beboia!  0.  6od. 


L.  M. 


Behold!  O  God,  Thy  chosen  race, 
The  stock  whence  sprang  Immanuel. 

Scattered  and  peeled,  and  without  place 
In  all  the  earth  wherein  to  dwell. 

As  several  branches  long  they've  lain. 

Their    sight    obscured    by    blinding 
scale, 
Yet  Thou  canst  graft  them  in  again. 

And  from  their  eyes  remove  the  veil 

"Me  whom  they  pierced  they  shall  be- 
hold;" 
Saviour  can  this  Thy  promise  fail? 


For  these  long  outcasts  from  Thy  fold 
Shall  not  Thy  cleansing  blood  avail t 

Daughter  of  Zion,  rise,  prepare 
Thy  long  rejected  King  to  hail. 

Lift  up  thy  penitential  prayer 
From  Judah's  every  hill  and  vale. 

Oh,  when  Thou  comest  in  the  clouds. 
And  all  the  tribes  of  earth  shall  wail. 

The  sleeping  dead  cast  off  their  shrouds, 
The  sun  grow  dark,  the  skies  turn 
pale. 


No.    285. 


tbe  6od  of  Hwmt 

6s  &  4s. 


The  God  of  harves  praise; 
In  loud  thanksgiving  raise 

Hand,  heart,  and  voice; 
The  valleys  laugh  and  sing; 
Forests  and  mountain  ring; 
The  plains  their  tribute  bring 

The  streams  rejoice. 


The  God  of  harvest  praise; 
Hands,  hearts,  and  voices  raise 

With  sweet  accord; 
From  field  to  garner  throng. 
Bearing  your  sheaves  along. 
And  in  your  harvest  song 

Bless  ye  the  Lord. 

James  Mqntgomert. 
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M.  A. 

mf  Moderato. 


fim  jm  in  6oa. 


May  Agnew. 


^=^ 


1.  If    yon     ev  -  er    feel  downheart-ed     or     dis  -  couraged, 

2.  Dark  -  est  Higbt  will    al-ways  come  be -fore  the   dawn-ing; 

3.  God    is  miglit-y!  lie     is       a-  ble    to     de  -  liv  -  er; 


If   you 

Sil  -  ver 

Faith  can 


=N=lt 


-^— N=!^- 


=r=:^=r 


=tr: 


-w^b*- 


=it 


ever  think  your  work  is  all  in  vain, 
linings  shine  on  God's  side  of  the  cloud; 
vic-tor  be  in  ev-'ry  try-in g  hour; 


If  the  burdens  thrust  upon  you  make  you 
All  your  journey  He  has  promised  to    be 
Fear  and  care  and  sin  and  sor-row  be    de  • 


ra 


^ 


4     *    4    4 


^ 


^I^E^ 


i 


_ V 1-: — 0 iJJ ^ Pj -- 

-Hy N 1-^— J h 0 ^— n,  I    u   I N- 
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^ ^-^ 

^^ ' 

gain 

lowed 

power 


trem-ble,  And  you  fear  that  you  shall  ne'er  the  vict'ry 

with  you,  Naught  has  come  to  you  but  what  His  love  al  - 

■  feat  -  ed  By  our  faith  in  God's  almight-y  conquering 


=^=±^^^^=± 
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Rave  f  aitft  In  6oa.    Concluded. 


Chorus. 
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Tho'  dark  the 


Have  faith  in     God, the  sun    will    shine, 


PE 


Have  faith  in  God, 

^  ^    ^ 


the  sun  will  shine, 
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clouds . 


may    be       to  -  da5^ 


His  heart   has 


Tho'  dark    the  clouds 


may   be       to  -  day, 


He 


-• — 4 '  0 — #- 
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dim. 


'^^0 
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planned. 


your  path    and      mine, . 


Have  faith    in 


His  heart  has  planned 

^    f\     ^    ^ 


your  path   and  mine. 


fe^=^H^^EEi^:gg.j^ 


$ 
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God, have  faith 

Have  faith      in    God, 


i  Z'  J  ^' 


al   -   way.. 


f^-'-T 


have  faith       al  -  way. 
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Silent  nigbt 


Ira  0.  HoppMAS. 
ores.  , 


XJ'^'^.  r  r  r 


?btl 


1>    SI  letitbightf.   'sljad  -  ow  •ynig'btl       Pur- pie    dome, 

j^.    Si:  lent  nighil     iqy§  ..  ti  r  cal  nightl       Kings  and  seers 

^    JHO  ly' nigbtJ       her  •  aid- ing  dawn!       Far     and  near 


■& 


"^^^^^M 


=3feiz=fe: 
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Stwrt.ry.  fljgtoU    Pcmr  :-,ing>  ei)len-3or   of   6en.tu-ries  down, 
s^Wgit&JfJJgbi.    Wliere    the   watch  of    the  shepherds  is    Kept, 
■breftkililie  -tnorn  I  Breaks,  the     day  when  the    Savior    of     men, 

•  •    4 J__i    ■ 


mtfrh' 


'  I  I  I 


z^ 


±m 
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:^z 
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4 4- 


^ 
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rown,    Wbere  the 


X=m-:T-I 
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man  •  ger  so 


Gold  and  pur-ple,  a  .  gto  -  ri  -  oils  crown. 

HeaTenly  hosts  thfo'  tbeStlH-ness hateswept.      Cleat,  pro  claim-ing  a 

Bringing  par  -  don  and  heal-ing:     a-gaili,       "Ho  •  ly  harm-less  and 


^^ 


^^ 
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flTim. 
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gU,.iflJ 
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f^ 
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rude  and  wild 
Sav  • ior  borni ' 
un  •  de  -  filed," 


W^^&^ 


Cra-dles  a  child,  a  sleep  -  ing- '  child. 
Sing-ing  Ihp  morn,  the  Christ -mas  mom. 
Com-eth   a     child,  a      lit  -    tie         chil^v 


■&-. 
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Over  d  Babe. 
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May  Agnew. 
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1.  O  -  ver     a  Babe     in     Beth  -  le-liem,      Out    on    the  star  -  lit       night, 

2.  An  -  gels    of  love    and  peace,  sing  on,       Glo  •  ri  -  ous  news     ye       bear 

3.  Peace  for  the  wea  -  ry,     sin  -  de- filed,   Down  trodden  sons      of       men. 


-# # 0 •- 


m4 
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^ 


rt  1 1 


^m^-ftj-mi^^^f^ 


Car-ols    of  joy,  loud  peal -ing,  Burst  from  the  an  -  gels   bright.     "Glo-ry     to 

To  sin-sick,  wea- ry  mor  -  tals.  Longing   for  rest  down  here.       Down  from  the 

Peace  for  the  tempt-ed  wand -'rer,  Turning    to  God      a  -  gain.      Peace  midst  the 


^^^^^^m 


^ 


God    in  Heav  -  en.  Peace  to  the  wea-ry  earth."  Wondrous  refrain  for  shepherds' 
gates  of    glo  -   ry        In  -  to    a  manger     bare,        Je-sus  has  come  from  sin  to 
strife  of     e    -    vil :     Joy  beyond  mortal     ken ;    Wondrous  refrain  for  sin  -  ners' 


^P=S- 


^= 
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Chorus. 
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Peace !      Peace !      O  -  ver  the    ag  -  es 


ears  That  night  of  the  Saviour's  birth, 
save,  And  earth's  deep  sor  -  rows  share, 
ears  — ' '  Peace  and  good  will  to      men. " 


•  .^*    -0-^^-0-, 
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^^^m^m=mm:m 
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' Glory  to  God,"  the  angels  sang,  "And  peace  for  eeich  we'ary  soul." 


roll, 


as* 


^^ 


roll  O'er  the  ages,    '^     ^     V     \        ^     \        \0^  I      I 
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Come  Back  to  €01 


Rev.  A.  B.  Simpson. 
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1.  Like  some  fond  fa  -  ther    o'er     a    lost  one  yearn-ing,     So    God    is    wait  -  ing 

2.  Come  to    tlie    Fa  -  ther  who    so  long  hath  sought  thee,  Come  to  the    Sav  -  iour 

3.  Far    hast  thou  wandered    in    thy  sin  -  ful  stray-ing,   Long  hast  thou  kept  His 


r — V   P   i— H-^ \ — i  '  I     I   ^ -i — r 


1^^ 


i~f-t^ 
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^3E 


i^ 
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for  the  soul's  re-turn-ing,     6,      sin  -  ful  soul,     so      long  His  mer  -  cy  spurn -ing, 
who  so  dear-ly  bought  thee,  Come  from  the  sin    that    hath  such  mis-'ry  wrought  thee, 
patient  love  de-lay  -  ing,   But     still  that  love      is    wait-ing,  knocking,  pray-in; 


g 
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1 1  t  t  r  7-  ,T 


fii=U=& 
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Chorus. 
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He      calls   to  thee,  Come  back,  come  back  to  God. )  Come  back  to  God,         come 

Yield     to    His    call.  Come  back,  come  back  to  God.  >•  Come  back  to 

O,      sin  -  ful   soul.  Come  back,  come  back  to  God. )  I  ^     v 


^ 
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=t=t= 


=t 


=t= 


back, 


Come  back  to  God, 


God,  come  back, 


r  r^  r  r  r   * 
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Come  back  to  God,  come  back,   Now  is  the  time  of  lov-ing 


-fc^— t/— I— 


^^ 


=t=t 


back, come  back,  Come  back  to  God,  come  back,  come  back, 


|^^^#4iTi=gG-^i-ari4tri.ia 


wel  -  come.       Now    is  the  day    of  sal-va   -  tion;  Come  back, come  back  to  God. 
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Warren  Collins. 
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1.  "What  tho' clouds  may  ho  V  -  er  o'er    me,  And      I    seem         to      walk  a- 

2.  "What  tho'  all        my  earth  -  ly  jour  -  ney  Bring-eth  naught    but    wea  -  ry 

3.  "  What  tho'  all        my  heart  is  yearn  -  ing  For      the  loved        of      long  a  - 

4.  "When    I    soar       to  realms  of     glo  -  ry,  And     an    en    -    trance    I  a  - 


^# 


zSrrfi^ 
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^E^ 


9=1=^^^:^=91 


z^z 


flt 
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lone,     Long-ing  'mid 
hours,   And    in  grasp  ■ 
go;        Bit-  ter     les  - 
wait;      If        I    whis - 


my  cares  aud  cross-es  For  the  joys  which  now  are 
ing  for  life's  ros  -  es,  Thorns  I  find  in-stead  of 
sons  sad  -  ly  learn -ing  From  the  shad-owy  page  of 
per,   '  Je  -  sus    on  -  ly,'   Wide  will  ope'       the  pearl  -  y 
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flown.        If      I've  Je  -  sus,     Je  -  sus  on  -  ly,  Then  my  sky     will   have  a 

flow'rs;      If      I've  Je  -  sus,     Je  -  sus  on-  ly,       I      possess        a    clus  -  ter 

woe;        If      I've   Je  -  sus,     Je  -  sus  on-  ly,  He'il  go  with      me    to  the 

gates;    When    I    join      theheav'n-ly  cho-rus.  And  the  an   -    gel  hosts  I 
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moderaio. 
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Gem 

He's    a    Sun      of  bright-est  spier 

1-dor, 

And  the  Star     of   Beth-le-hem. 

rare- 

-  He's  the  'Li  -   ly    of     the  Yal  - 

ley,' 

And  the  '  Rose    of  Shar-on  '  fair. 

end, 

And,    un-seen    by  m or  -  tal    vis  - 

ion, 

An  -  gel  bands  will  o'er  me  bend. 

Bee, 

Pre  -  cious  Je  -  sus,  Je  -  sus    on  - 

ly! 

\Yill  my  theme   of  rap-ture     be." 
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J.  H.  Burks. 
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1.  Hark, 

2.  On 

3.  Far, 

4.  An 


hark !  my 
■    ward   we 

far  a  - 
-..  gels,  sing 


4: 


=t 


=t= 


soul !    An   -  gei  -  ic  songs  are    swell  -  ing 

go,        for       still    we  hear  them  sing  -  ing, 

way,    like      bells  at  eve  -  ning   peal  •  ing, 

on!     your     faith -ful  watch- es     keep -ing; 
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O'er 

V'Come, 
The 
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earth's  green 
•  wea  -    ry 
voice     of 
us       sweet 
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fields  and  •   o  -  cean's  wave-beat  shore  ; 

souls,  for       Je  -  sas  bids  you  come;'* 

Je      -  sus    sounds  o'er  land  and  sea ; 

frag   -  ments    of       the  songs  a  -  bove, 
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How  sweet  the 
And  through  the 
And  la  -  den 
Till       mom-ing's 


truth  tho^  bless -ed  strains  are  tell  -   in^ 

dark,    its        ech  -  oes  sweet -ly  ting-   ing, 

souls,    by  thou-sands  meek-ly  steal  -  ing, 

joy    '§lifill  end    the  night  of  weep  -  ing. 
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Of        that   new      life        when    sin     shall     be      no 
Tlie       TOu  -  sic       of  the     gos  -  pel      leads  us 

Kind     Shep-herd     turn       their  wea  -  ry       steps  to 
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more, 
home 
thee. 


And      life's   long     shad   •    ows  break     *n       cloudless      love^ 
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Bark,  Bark!  my  Soul  Concluded. 


CHORUS. 


_  U 

An  -  -  gel?  of  Je  -  -  sus,  An  -  -  gela  of 
An-gels  of  Je-  sus  and  an-geisof  light !  yes,  an- gels  of  Je  -  sus  ajiitf 
^   ^   ^   -^     ^     ^       ^    ^.    ^     ^ 
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light! •      sing  -       in§    to      wel    -        -    come  the 

an-gels  of  light !   Sing-ing    to    \felcome,ye8,  sing-ing  to  welcome  the 
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pi!-grimsof    the        night S'ng      -        -      ing  to 

pil-grimsof     the     night,  of    the  night,  Sing-ing    to   wel-come,ye3, 

«■         ♦  4L      ^      S-      4--        *-      M. 
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wel     -        -        -     come  the      pil  -  grims  >  of      the     night, 
sing  -  ing     to     wel-  come  the     !  pil  -  grims   '^of      the  •  night. 


I^^g 


-v= 


± 


^1^ 


No.  292. 


Cufbm  Craaic  fiymtt. 


Dr.  MAKTiN  Luther. 
Andante, 


Mrs.  AMANBA  S.  BAltLOW . 
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A  -  way  in    ap    manger,  no  crib  for  His  bed,  The  lit  -  tie  Lord 
D.S.-  -/  love  Theey  Lord  Jesus^  look  dotvnfrom  thesky^And  stay  by  my 
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Je  -  BUS,  lay  down  His  sweet  head;  The  stars  in  the  heav-en  IdokecJ* 
crih  watching  my  lul  -  la  -by;       I  love  Thee,  Lord  Jesus  ^  look- 
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Bit, 
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down  where  He  lay,  The  lit  ■  tie  Lord  Je  -  sus,    asleep  in  the  hay. 
down  from,  the  sky ,  And  stay  by  my  crib,  watching  my  lul-la-by. 

Bit.  Fine. 
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Eutber'$  gradle  Byitiit.  Concluded. 
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The   cat  ♦  tie    are    low  -  ing,    the  poor    ba   -  by  wakes,  But  the 
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lit        tie      Lord    Je 
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BUS,     no        cry     -    ing      He  makes. 
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Chorus. 
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2  And,  oh,  how  happy  the  pilgrim's  lot ! 
All  the  way  'long  it  is  Jesus ; 
He  has  a  comfort  the  world  has  not, 
All  the  way  'long  it  is  Jesus. 


I  I'm  on  my  journey  up  Zion's  hill. 

All  the  way  'long  it  is  Jesus ;     [still. 
The  way  grow^  brighter  and  brighter 
All  the  way'long  it  is  Jesus. 
Chori4s : 
n  Jesus,  Jesus, 

:fl       All  ihe  way  'long  it  is  Jesus. 

He  seeks  a  city  with  cloudless  skies, 
All  the  way  'long  it  is  Jesus. 
4  At  home  the  pilgrims  together  will  sing, 
All  the  way  'long  it  is  Jesus  ; 


3  I-et  storm-clouds  gather  and  troubles  rise,         We'll  make  the  heavenly  mansions  nn|^ 
All  the  way  'long  it  is  Jesus ;  AH  the  way  'long  it  is  Jesus. 


3c$u$  Um, 


By  per.,[Rev.  Elisha.  A.  HoPPMAW. 
All.  •  • 


•Flash  the 
Bear  the 
Her  -  aid 
Waft    it 


news  o'er  land  aud  ocean, 

news  to    ev  -  'ry  na-tion, 

forth  the  Gos-pel  teaching, 

oil  in  tones  un  ceas-inor, 


Je-sus  saves! 
Je-sus  saves! 
Je-sus  saves! 
Je-sus  saves! 


Je - sus 
Je -sus 
Je - sus 
Je - sus 


saves! 
saves! 


To    the  na      -      -  tionsin  corn-motion, 

News  of    free and  full  sal  -  va-tion. 

Thro' the  earth- the    ti-dings  preaching. 

In     a    tide of  pow'r  increasing. 


Jo  -  sns 
Je  -  sus 
Je  -  sus 
Je  -  sus 


saves! 
saves! 
saves! 
saves! 


Je  -  sus  saves! 
Je  -  sus  saves! 
Je  -  sus  saves! 
Je  -  sus  saves! 


pH^g^^^P^i 


Toeach  val     -      -     ley.  o'er  each 

Tell  the  lands in  darkness 

Gifts  of  love and  gold  out- 
Much  of  good we  may  be 


Je-s\^ 


Je-su3  saves!  To  each  val-ley,each  val-ley 
Tell  I  be  lands.tell  the  lands, 
Gifts  of  love.gifts  of  love 
Much  of  gooa,  much  of  good 

— ^— 


riv-er,     Tell  it    on,... 

ly-ing.  Tell  the  lost,. 

pouring.  Heaven's  help. . 

doing.  While  our  way.. 


and  on  for- ev -er,  There  is  One. 
and  tell  the  dy-ing,  Wl?o  to  God., 
and  grace  imploring,  Patr  -  a  -  dise. . 
to  heav'n  pur-sn-iDg,Hope  and  faith.. 


tell    it    on 

tell  the  lost 

Heaven's  help 

Wjule  our  way 


who  can  de-liv  -  er, 
for  help  are  cry  -  ing, 
to  earth  re-stor-ing, 
in  hearts  re-new-ing. 


There  is  One 

Who  to  God 

Pa?-  a-dise 

Hope  and  faith 

-  ^ — 5-^r — I — r— * 

Je  -  sus  saves !  Je  -  sus  saves !  He  saves, 

Je-sus  saves!  Je-sus saTes! 

Je-sus  saves!  Je -sus  saves!  • 

Je-sus  saves !(Je-sus saves)  Je-sus  saves!  He  saves. 
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words  by  Wm.  Cowper* 


Cbe  fountain. 


p 


^ 


Music  by  A.  J.  BtJCHANAN. 
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1.  There  is     a  fountain  filled  with  blood,  Drawn  from  ImmanueVs  veins, 

2.  Dear  dy-ing  Lamb,  thy  precious  blood  Shall  nev  -  er  lose  its    pow'r, 

3.  E'er  since,  by  faith,  I     saw  the  stream  Thy  flow-ing  wounds  supply, 

4.  Then  in       a   no-bler,  sweet-ersong,I'll  sing  thypow'rto    save, 
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And  sinners  plunged  beneath  that  flood  Lose  all  their  guilt-y     stains. 
Till    all   the  ransomed  Church  of  God  Be    sayed,  to   sin  no   more. 
Re-deem-ing  blood  has  been  my  theme,  And  shall   be  till    I      die. 
When  this  poor,lisping,stamm'ring  tongue  Lies  si -lent  in   the  grave. 
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^=^ 
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Saviour,  wash    .    .    .    .    me  in  the  blood.  To  .the 

Saviour,  wash  me  in  the  blood,  in  the  blood,  the  blood  of  the  I^amb,  To  the 
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=ti? 
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fount      -      ainletmego;  Wash  me  in  .    .    .    .the  crimson 

fountain  kt  me  go,  i6  the  fountain  let  me  go ;  Wash  me  in  the  crimson  flood,  Wash  me 
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flood.  And  I    shall  be  whiter  than  the  snow  (the  snow), 

in  the  crimson  flood.  And  I    shall  be  whiter,        whiter  than  the  snow. 
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J  NO.  R.  Bbyant. 
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1.  Lord,  the    lit  -  tie  chil-dren  Glad  would  work  for  Thee ;    In  the  world's  great 

2.  Thou, who  blest  the  children.  Bless   us,   now  we  pray :    Make  us    ^re  and 

3.  Take  our  sheaves,0  Saviour !  Tho*   our  hands  are  small;   Take  ouv  hearts.O 


ill 
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har  -  vest  Glean-. ing  faith  -  ful  -  ly. 
ho  -  ly,  Wash  our  sins  a  -  way. 
Sav-iour! — We    would  give  Thee    all. 
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Chorus. 
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Give  us  faith  and  cour  • 


age, 
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Lord,  wehum-bly    pray ;  Blessthefee-ble  ser-TiceDonefoiTheeeach day. 
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tm  must  Deny  Cbysclf. 


hDr.  H.  Bonar. 


Old  Church  Psalmody. 


^S-g^^:fe'tgd:^f-^ 


Moderato.  \    "^ 

1.  Thou  must  de-ny  thy- self,    And   take  up   now  thy  cross,  Choosing  the  narrosv 

2.  Lay     ev-'ry  weight  a-side,  And,    for    th 'appointed  race,  Gird  up  thy  loins,  pfdfes 

3.  Watch  and  be  so-ber  still,    Ye     who  have  known  the  way  ;  Not  sonsof  midnight 

4.  No  truce  with  van-i  -  ty,     Or     this  world's  i  -  die  show  ;  Lust  of  the  flesh  and 


gateand  way,  Count-ing  all  gain  but  loss, 
on  and  up,  Quick'ning  thy  tar -dy  pace, 
or  of  gloom.  But  of  thelightand  day. 
eye,  or  pride     Of  life,  thou  must  not  know. 


B5  Fix  ye  your  hearts  where  He, 
Your  Lord,  hath  His  abode ; 
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For  ye  are  dead,  and  now  your  life 
Is  hid  with  Christ  in  God. 

Dead^o  the  world  then  be. 

Its  gaiety  and  pride  ; 
To  its  vain  pomp  and  beauty  be 

For  ever  crucified- 


No,  298. 

ABINGDOPi. 


Rejoice,  Rejoice. 


7s  &  6s. 


Rejoice,  rejoice,  believers. 

And  let  your  lights  appear; 
The  evening  is  advancing, 

And  darker  night  is  near; 
The  Bridegroom  is  arising. 

And  soon  he  will  draw  nigh; 
Up!  pray  and  watch  and  wrestle; 
At  midnight  comes  the  cry. 


Ye  saints,  who  here  in  patience 

Your  cross  and  sufferings  bore, 
Shall  live  and  reign  for  ever. 

When  sorrow  s  no  more; 
Around  the  throne  of  glory. 

The  Lamb  ye  shall  behold. 
In  triumph  cast  before  him 

Your  diadems  of  gold. 


The  watchers  on  the  mountain 

Proclaim  the  Bridegroom  near; 
Go  meet  Him  as  He  cometh 

With  hallelujahs  clear; 
The  marriage  feast  is  waiting, 

The  gates  wide  open  stand; 
Up,  up!  ye  heirs  of  glory, 

The  Bridegroom  is  at  hand. 


Our  Hope  and  Expectation, 

O  Jesus!  now  appear; 
Arise,  thou  Sun  so  longed  for! 

O'er  this  benighted  sphere; 
With  hearts  and  hands  uplifted. 

We  plead,  O  Lord  !to  see 
The  day  of  earth's  redemption. 

That  brings  us  unto  thee. 
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l)ark,  ten  Cbousand. 


Hark!  ten  thousand  harps  and  voices 
Sound  the  note  of  praise  above; 

Jesus  reigns,  and  heaven  rejoices; 
Jesus  reigns,  the  God  of  love; 

See,  He  sits  on  yonder  throne; 

Jesus  rules  the  world  alone. 


Hallelujah,      Hallelujah,      Hallelujah, 
Amen. 


Jesus,  hail!  whose  glory  brightens 
All  above,  and  gives  it  worth; 

Lord  of  life.  Thy  smile  enlightens. 
Cheers   and  charms  Thy  saints  on 
earth; 


When  we  think  of  love  like  Thine, 
Lord,  we  own  it  love  Divi-ne.    Ref. 

King  of  glory,  reign  forever; 

Thine  an  everlasting  crown; 
Nothing  from  Thy  love  shall  sever 

Those  whom  Thou  hast  made  Thine 
own. 
Happy  objects  of  Thy  grace, 
Destined  to  behold  Thy  face.    lief. 

Saviour,  hasten  Thine  appearing; 

Bring,  oh,  bring  the  glorious  day. 
When,  the  awful  summons  hearing, 

Heaven  and  earth  shall  pass  away; 
Then  with  golden  harps  we'll  sing, 

Glory,  glory  to  our  King.      Ref. 

Thomas  Kelly,  a.b.,  1804. 
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Warwick. 


Jl$  l)eipie$$  as  a  gbna. 


CM. 


As  helpless  as  a  child  who  clings 

Fast  to  his  father's  arm, 
And  casts  his  weakness  on  the  strength 

That  keeps  him  safe  from  harm; 


So  I,  my  Father,  cling  to  TLee, 

And  thus  I  every  hour 
Would  link  my  earthly  feebleness 

To  Thine  almighty  power. 


As  trustful  as  a  child  who  looks 
Up  in  his  mother's  face. 

And  all  his  little  griefs  and  fears 
Forgets  in  her  embrace. 


So  I,  to  Thee,  my  Saviour  look. 

And  in  Thy  face  Divine, 
Can  read  the  love  that  will  sustain 

As  weak  a  faith  as  mine. 

As  loving  as  a  child  who  sits 

Close  by  his  parent's  knee. 
And  knows  no  want  while  he  can  have 

That  sweet  society; 

So  sitting  at  Thy  feet,  my  heart 

Would  all  its  love  outpour, 
And  pray  that  Thou  wouldst  teach  me, 
Lord, 
To  love  Thee  more  and  more. 

J.  D.  Burns, 
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Cfte  flrk  of  fiod, 


Oh,  cease,  my  wandering  soul, 
On  restless  wing  to  roam; 

All  the  world  wide,  to  either  pole. 
Has  not  for  thee  a  home. 

Behold  the  ark  of  God, 

Behold  the  open  door; 
Hasten  to  gain  that  dear  abode, 

And  rove,  my  soul,  no  more. 


There,  safe  thou  shait  abide. 
There,  sweet  shall  be  thy  rest, 

And  every  longing  satisfied, 
With  full  salvation  blessed. 

And  when  the  waves  of  ire 

Again  the  earth  shall  fill. 
The  ark  shall  ride  the  sea  of  fire; 

Then  rest  on  Zion's  hill. 
William  Augustus  Muhlenberg,  ab. 


No.  302. 

1  hear  the  words  of  love, 
I  gaze  upon  the  blood: 

I  see  the  mighty  sacrifice, 
And  I  have  peace  with  God. 


*Tis  everlasting  peace, 
Sure  as  Jehovah's  name; 

*Tis  stable  as  His  steadfast  throne, 
For  evermore  the  same. 


Bis  Peace. 


The  clouds  may  go  and  come, 
And  storms  may  sweep  my  sky. 

This    blood-sealed   friendship   changes 
not. 
The  cross  is  ever  nigh. 

I  change.  He  changes  not. 

The  Christ  can  never  die; 
His  love,  not  mine,  the  resting  place. 

His  truth,  not  mine,  the  tie. 

H.    BONAR, 
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1.  There    is      an  eye  that  nev- er  sleeps 


Be  •  neath    the  wing  of 


nightj 
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There 


an  Qar  that   nev  -  er  shuts,   "Y^hen  sink    the  beams  of  light : 
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There  is  an  arm  tliat  never  tires, 
When  human  strength  gives  way  ; 

There  is  a  love  that  never  fails, 
When  earthly  loves  decay. 

That  eye  is  fixed  on  seraph  throngs ; 

That  arm  upholds  the  sky  ; 
That  ear  is  filled  with  angel  songs  ; 

That  love  is  throned  on  high. 


Bpt  there's  a  power  which  man  can  wield, 

When  mortal  aid  is  vain, 
That  eye,  that  arm,  that  love  to  reach, 

That  listening  ear  to  gain. 

That  power  is  prayer,  which  soars  on  high 
Through.  Jesus  to  the  throne,     [world 

And  moves  the  hand,  which  moves  the 
To  bring  salvation  down. 
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Cby  Sbcluring  wing. 


Father,  beneath  Thy  sheltering  wing, 

In  sweet  security  I  rest; 
And  fear  no  evil  earth  can  bring; 

In  life,  in  death,  supremely  blest. 

For  life  is  good  whose  tidal  flow 
The  motion  of  Thy  will  obeys; 

And  death  is  good,  that  makes  us  know 
The    Love   Divine    that  all    things 
sways, 


And  good  it  is  to  bear  the  cross, 

And  so  Thy  perfect  peace  to  win; 
And  naught  is  ill,  nor  brings  me  loss. 
Nor  works  me  harm,  save  only  sin! 

Redeemed  from  sin  I  ask  no  more, 
But  trust  the  love  that  saves  to 
guide; 
The  grace  that  yields  so  rich  a  store 
Wjll  grant  me  all  I  need  beside. 
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Thro'  all  the  changing  scenes  of  life, 

In  trouble  and  in  joy. 
The  praises  of  my  God  shall  still 
My  heart  and  tongue  employ. 

The  hosts  of  God  encamp  around 

The  dwellings  of  the  just; 
Deliverance  He  affords  to  all 
Who  on  His  succor  trust. 


Oh,  make  but  trial  of  His  love! 

Experience  will  decide 
How  blest  are  they,  and  only  they. 

Who  in  His  truth  confide. 

Fear  Him,  ye  saints,  and  you  will  then 
Have  nothing  else  to  fear; 
Make  you  His  service  your  delight; 
He'll  make  your  wants  His  care. 


No.  306. 


E.  A.  H. 
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Rev.  Kiiis^AA.  Hoffman,  Dypdi*. 


1.  I  give  my  hands  to  Je  -  sus: 

2.  I  give  my  lips  to  Je  -  sus, 
8.  I  give  my  eyes  to  Je  -  sus, 
4  I  give  my    feet    to  Je  -  sus. 


He  gaveCh^pTO  first  to  me; 

His     precious  gift     to  me. 

The    eyes  he   gave   to  me, 

Whose  love  la  rlch^and:  free. 
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They  henceforth  to  his     sdr  -  vice 
And  hence  his  name  will  hon  -  or, 
Henceforth  to  read    the   Bl  -  ble 
To    walk    In    paths  of     du  •   ty, 
Chorus. 


Shall  con  -  se  -  crat  -  ed  be. 
Who  died  on  Oal-ya-  ry, 
With  more  fi  -  del  -  V=-  ty. 
And     ser  -  vice  lalt^-fal  -  ly. 
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These  hands  for 'Christ,  to  \i7ork  for  him.  These  lips  for  Christ,  to  speak  his  pralde; 
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>These  eyes  for  Christ,  ^o  read,  his  Wordl  These  feet  to  walk  his  ho-ly  ways. 
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OoBynghi;,  1895,  by  ^HaHopFaiAit  Musio  Cq..,  Cleveland, 


No.  307. 


I>ark  tb«  $(>nd. 


Hark!  the  song  of  jubilee, 

Loud  as  the  mighty  thunder's  roar, 
Or  the  fullness  of  the  sea 

When  it  breaks  upon  the  shore; 
Hallelujah!  for  the  Lord 

God  omnipotent  shall  reign; 
Hallelujah!  let  the  word 

Echo  round  the  earth  and  main. 


Hallelujah!  hark!  the  sound 
From  the  centre  to  the  skies 

Wakes  above,  beneath,  around. 
All  creation's  harmonies  . 

See  Jehovah's  banner  furled. 


8,7s. 


Sheathed  His  sword,  He  speaks— 'tis 
done; 
And  the  kingdoms  of  this  world 
Are  the  kingdoms  of  His  Son. 


"He  shall  reign  from  pole  to  pole 

With  illimitable  sway; 
He  shall  reign  when,  like  a  scroll. 

Yonder  heavens  have  passed  away; 
Then  the  end:  beneath  His  rod, 

Man's  last  enemy  shall  fall; 
Hallelujah!  Christ  in  God, 

God  in  Christ,  is  all  in  all'* 
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l)ark  my  Soul. 


7s. 


■ostz 


^ 


I\-- 


-^ 


a — ?-^ — ^- 


"m 


-^±^ 


i 


«-eizzd: 


3^: 


i-^ 


i=a-g-gE|^ 


s 


te 


-o- 


-r>og, 


■r 


^f^^ 


-<a— <2- 


s 


s 


fczis: 


Hark  my  soul!  it  is  the  Lord;  ' 
*Tis  thy  Saviour,— hear  his  word: 
Jesus  speaks,  he  speaks  to  thee; 
"Say  poor  sinner,  lov'st  thou  me? 

*'I   delivered    thee   when   bound. 
And,  when  bleeding,  healed  thy  wound; 
Sought  thee  wandering,  set  thee  right 
Turned    thy    darkness    into    light. 

"Can   a  mother's  tender  care 
Cease  toward  the  child  she  bare? 
Yes,   she   may   forgetful   be. 
Yet  will   I   remember   thee. 


"Mine   is    an   unchanging   love. 
Higher   than   the   heights   above; 
Deeper   than    the   depths    beneath. 
Free  and  faithful  strong  as  death. 

"Thou  Shalt  see  my  glory  soon, 
When  the  work  of  faith  is  done; 
Partner  of  my  throne  shalt  be; 
Say,  poor  sinner,  lovest  thou  me?" 

Lord  it  is  my  chief  complaint 
That  my  love  is  weak  and  faint, 
Yet  I  love  thee  and  adore: 
Oh,  for  grace  to  love  thee  more. 


No.  309. 


make  tbe  Song. 


7s. 


Wake  the  song  of  jubilee; 
Let   it  echo   oer  the   sea: 
Now  is  come  the  promised  hour, 
Jesus  reigns  with  glorious  power. 

All  ye  nations,  join  and  sing. 
Prase  your  Saviour,  praise  your  King; 
Let  it  sound  from  shore  to  shore, 
"  Jesus  reigns  for  evermore.'* 


Hark!    the   desert  lands   rejoice; 
And   the   islands  join   their  voice: 
Joy  the  whole   creation   sings, 
"Jesus  is  the  King  of  kings!" 

Wake   the    song    of   jubilee; 
Let  it  echo  oer  the  sea: 
Now  is  come  the  promised  hour, 
Jesus  reigns  with  glorious  power. 
Leonard  Bacon, 


No.  310. 

Faint  not.  Christian  though  within 
There's  a  heart  so  prone  to  sin; 
Christ  the  Lord,  is  over  all, 
He'll  not  suffer  thee  to  fall. 

Faint  not  Christian!   Jesus  near, 
Sooix    in    glory    shall    appear; 
And  His  love  will  then  bestow 
Power  to   conquer   every   foe. 


Taint  not 


7s. 

Faint  not  Christian!  though  the  world 
Hath  its  hostile  flag  unfurled: 
Hold  the  cross  of  Jesus  fast; 
Thou  Shalt  overcome  at  last. 

Faint  not  Christian!   look  on  high; 
See  the  harpers  in  the  sky: 
Patient  wait,  and   thou  wilt  jdin— 
Chant  with  them  of  love  divine. 

James  H.  Evans,  1833. 


No.311. 

NAOMI. 


me  BIm  tbce  Tor  tbv  Peace 


G.H. 
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We  bless  Thee  for  Thy  peace,  0  God, 
Deep  as  the   unfathomed  sea. 

Which  falls  like  sunshine  on  the  road 
Of  those  who  trust  in  Thee. 

We  ask  not,  Father,  for  repose 
Which  comes  from  outward  rest, 

If  we  may  have  through  all  life's  woes 
Thy  peace  within  our   breast; 

That  peace  which  suffers  and  is  strong 
Trusts  where  it  cannot  see, 


Deems  not  the  trial-way  too  long, 
But  leaves  the  end  with  Thee; 

That  peace  which  flows  serene  and  deep 

A  river  in  the  soul 
Whose  banks  a  living  verdure  keep— ^ 

God's  sunshine  o'er  the  whole. 

O  Father,  give  our  hearts  this  peace, 
Whate'er   the   outward    be. 

Till  all  life's  discipline  shall  cease, 
And  we  go  home  to  Thee. 


No.  312.      Cfcere  1$  J\  Safe  And  Secret  Place. 


There  is  a  safe  and  secret  place 
Beneath    the   wings    divine, 

Recerved  for  all  the  heirs  of  grace, 
Oh!  be  that  refuge  mine. 


The  angels  watch  him  on  his  way. 
And   aid    with    friendly    arm; 

And  Satan,  roaring  for  his  prey, 
May  hate  but  cannot  harm. 


The  least,  the  feeblest  there  may  hide 

Uninjured  and  unawed; 
While  thousands  fall  on  every  side, 

He  Tests  secure  in  God. 


He  feeds  in  pastures  large  and  fair. 
Of  love  and  truth  divine, 

O  child  of  God,  O  Glory's  heir. 
How  rich   a  lot  is  thine- 

H.  T.  Lyte, 


No.  313. 


0  Cord,  our  6od. 
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0  Lord  our  God!  arise 

The  cause  of  truth  maintain, 
And  wide  o'er  all  the  peopled  world 

Extend   her   blessed   reign. 


Thou    Holy    Ghost!    arise, 
Expand    thy    quickening    wing. 

And  o'er  a  dark  and  ruined  world 
Let  light  and  order  spring. 


Thou    Prince    of    life!    aris. 

Nor  let  thy  glory  cease; 
Far  spread  the  conquests  of  thy  grace. 

And  bless  the  earth  with  peace. 


All  on  the  earth  arise, 

To  God  the  Saviour  sing,  [ven. 

From  shore  to  shore  trom  earth  to  hea- 

Let  echoing  anthems  ring. 


No.  314. 


mitb  thit 


With  Thee,  my  Lord,  my  God, 

I   would   desire   to   be; 
By  day,  by  night,  at  home,  abroad, 

I  would  be  still  with  Thee. 


With  Thee,  when  day  is  done. 
And  evening  calms  the  mind; 

The  setting  as  the  rising  sun. 
With  Thee  my  heart  would  find. 


With  Thee,  when  dawn  comes  in. 
And  calls  me  back  to  care; 

Each  day  returning  to  begin 
With  Thee,  my  God,  in  prayer. 


With  Thee,  when  darkness  brings 

The  signal  of  repose, 
Calm  in  the  shadow  of  Thy  wings. 

Mine  eyelids  I  would  close. 


With  Thee,  amid  the  crowd 
That  throngs  the  busy  mart. 

To  hear  Thy  voice,  'mid  clamor  loud, 
Speak  softly  to  my  heart. 


With  Thee,  in  Thee,  by  faith 

Abiding  I  would  be: 
By  day,  by  night,  in  life,  in  death, 

I  would  be  still  with  Thee. 

J.  D.  Burns. 


Jfo.  315. 


Rot  an  m  Blood  of  mm. 


Not  all  the  blood  of  beasts 

On  Jewish  altars  slain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  conscience  peace, 

Or  wash  away  the  stain. 


My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  hand  of  thine; 

While  like  a  penitent  I  stand, 
And  there  confess  my  sin. 


But  Christ,  the  heavenly  Lamb, 
Takes  all  our  sins  away: 

A  Sacrifice  of  nobler  name, 
And  richer  blood  than  they. 


Believing,  we  rejoice 

To  see  the  curse  remove; 
We  bless  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice, 

And  sing  His  bleeding  love. 

Isaac  Watts. 


No.  316. 


JI$  3e$u$  Died  and  Rose. 


As  Jesus  died  and  rose  again 

Victorious  from  the  dead; 
So  His  disciples  rise,  and  reign 

With  their  triumphant  Head. 

The  time   draws   nigh,when  from  the 
clouds 

Christ  shall  with  shouts  descend, 
And  the  last  trumpet's  awful  voice 

The  heavens  and  earth  shall  rend. 


The  saints  of  God,  from  death  set  free. 
With  joy  shall  mount  on  high; 

The  heavenly  hosts  with  praises  loud 
Shall  meet  them  in  the  sky. 


Together  to  their  Father's  house 
With  joyful  hearts  they  go; 

And  dwell  for  ever  with  the  Lord, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  woe. 


Then  they  who  live  shall  changed  be, 
And  they  who  sleep  shall  wake; 

The  graves  shall   yield   their  ancient 
charge, 
And  earth's  foundation  shake. 


A  few  short  years  of  evil  past. 
We  reach  the  happy  shore, 

Where  death-divided  friends  at  last 
Shall  meet  to  part  no  more. 


No.  317. 
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Cease,  ye  mourners,  cease  to  languish 
O'er  the  grave  of  those  you  love; 

Pain  and  death  and  night  and  anguish 
Enter  not  the  world  above. 


While  our  silent  steps  are  straying, 
Lonely,    through    night's    deepening 
shade, 

Glory's  brightest  beams  are  playing 
Round  the  happy  Christian's  head. 


Light  and  peace  at  once  deriving 
From  the  hand  of  God  most  high, 


In  His  glorious  presence  living, 
They  shall  never,  never  die. 

Endless  pleasure  pain  excluding. 
Sickness  there  no  more  can  come; 

There  no  fear  of  woe,  intruding. 
Sheds  o'er  heaven  a  moment's  gloom. 

Now,  ye  mourners,  cease  to  languish, 
O'er  the  grave  of  those  you  love; 

Far  removed  from  pain  and  anguish, 
They  are  chanting  hymns  above. 


No.  318. 


ftm  wbat  6od  l)4tb  SpoKeti. 


Hear  what  God  the  Lord  hath  spoken: 

O,  My  people,  faint  and  few. 
Comfortless,  afflicted,  broken. 

Fair  abodes  1  build  for  you. 
Scenes  of  heartfelt  tribulation 

Shall  no  more  perplex  your  ways; 
You  shall  name  your  walls    Salvation,' 

And  your  gates  shall  all  be  "  Praise." 


There,  like  streams  that  feed  the  gar- 
den. 

Pleasures  without  end  shall  flow. 
For  the  Lord,  your  faith  rewarding. 

All  His  bounty  shall  bestow. 


Still  in  undisturbed  possession. 
Peace  and  righteousness  shall  reign^ 

Never  shall  you  feel  oppression. 
Hear  the  voice  of  war  agair 


Ye,  no  more  your  suns  descending, 

Waning  moons,  no  more  shall  see; 
But,  your  griefs  forevei  ending, 

Find  etrnal  noon  in  me: 
God  shall  rise,  and  shining  o'er  you. 

Change  to  day  the  gloom  of  night; 
He,  the  Lord,  shall  be  your  glory, 

God,  your  everlasting  light. 

William  Cowper,  1779. 


No.  319. 
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my  6^,  now  €ndle$$. 


(Gratitude.    t.M'.) 
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Thomas  Hastings, 
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1.  My  God,  how  end-less 


is  Thy  love  I  Thy*gifts  are     ev  •  *iy     ev-'ning  new  j. 
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I  yield  my  powers  lo  Thy  command, 
To  Thee  I  consecrate  my  days  ; 

perpetual  blessings  from  Thy  hand 
Demand  perpetual  songs  of  praise. 


Thou  spread'st  the  curtains  of  the  night, 
Great  Guardian  of  my  sleeping  hours  ; 

Thy  sovereign  word  restores  the  light. 
And  quickens  all  my  drowsy  powers. 


No.  320. 


6oa  i$  tbe  Refude. 


God  is  the  refuge  of  His  saints, 
When  storms  of  dark  distress  invade: 

Ere  we  can  offer  our  complaints, 
Behold  Him  present  with  His  aid. 

Let  mountains  from  their  seats  be 
hurled 

Down  to  the  deep  and  buried  there; 
Convulsions  shake  the  solid  world. 

Our  faith  shall  never  yield  to  fear. 

Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roar, 
In  sacred  peace  our  souls  abide; 

While  every  nation,  every  shore. 
Trembles,   and   dreads  the   swelling 
tide. 


There  is  a  stream  whose  gentle  flow 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God; 

Life,  love  and  joy  still  gliding  through. 
And  watering  our  Divine  abode. 

That  sacred  stream,  Thy  Holy  Word, 
That  all  our  raging  fear  controls: 

Sweet  peace  Thy  promises  afford. 
And  gives  new  strength  to  fainting 
souls. 

Zion  enjoys  her  Monarch's  love. 

Secure  against  a  threatening  hour; 
Nor  can  her  firm  foundations  move, 
Built  on  His  truth  and  armed  with 
power. 

L  WxTTS,  1719. 


No.  321. 


Cby  f  atber's  Rouse. 


Thy  Father's  house!  thine  own  bright 
home! 

And  hast  Thou  there  a  place  for  me! 
Though  yet  an  exile  here  I  roam, 

That  distant  home  by  faith  I  see. 

I  see  its  domes'  resplendent  glow, 
Where  beams  of  God's  own  glory  fall; 

And  trees  of  life  immortal  grow. 
Whose    fruits    o'erhang    the    jasper 
wall. 


I  know  that  Thou,  who  on  the  tree 
Didst  deign  our  mortal  guilt  to  bear, 

Wilt  bring  Thine  own  to  dwell  wit! 
Thee, 
And  waitest  to  receive  me  there. 

Thy  love  will  there  array  my  soul 
In  Thine  own  robe  of  spotless  hue, 

And  I  shall  gaze,  while  ages  roll. 
On  Thee,  with  rapt"rps  ever  new. 


No.  322. 


l)ow  Sweet  Cbe  name. 


John  Newton. 


(St.  Peteb.  cm.) 


A.  R.  Reinaqle.. 

By  per.  The  REV,  H.  BKOWN-BoflTMWICk, 
Vicar  of  All  Saints,  Scarborough, 


1.  Ho>V  sweet  the  name  of      Je  •  sus  sounds     In 
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It  soothes  his    sor- rows,  heals  his 


wounds,  And  drives  a  •  way  his    fear. 
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It  makes  the  wounded  spirit  whoie, 
A  nd  calms  the  troubled  breast ; 

*Tis  manna  to"  the  hungry  souj, 
And  to  the  weary,  rest. 

Dear  Name,  the  rock  on  which  I  build, 
My  shield  and  hiding-place  ; 

ily  never-failing  treasure,  filled 
With  boundless  stores  of  grace. 


Jesus,  my  Shepherd,  Saviour,  Friend, 
My  Prophet,  Priest,  and  King, 

^ly  Lord,  my  Life,  my  Way,  my  End 
Accept  the  praise  I  bring. 

I  would  Thy  boundless  love  proclaim 
"NVith  every  fleeting  breath  ; 

So  shall  the  music. of  Thy" name 
Refresh  my  soul  in  death. 


No.  323. 


Olbeit  tbe  Blind. 


When  the  blind  and  sick  of  old 

Came  Thy  help  to  pray, 
Didst  Thou  ever,  harsh  and  cold, 

Turn  Thyself  away? 

We,  Lord,  sick  and  blind  with  sin. 
Throng  Thee  in  our  pain; 

Shall  we  fail  Thy  heart  to  win? 
Shall  we  beg  in  vain? 


Ah!  the  grace  and  love  we  see 

Will  not  let  us  doubt— 
Him  that  cometh  unto  Thee, 

Thou  wilt  not  cast  out. 

Lo,  we  come  !       Thy  promise  stands 

Firm  as  heaven  above; 
Touch  us  with  Thy  healing  hands, 

O,  Incarnate  Love  ! 

Wade  Robinson. 


No.  324. 


Olitl)  3e$ii$. 


With  Jesus  in  the  midst. 
We  gather  round  the  board; 

Though  many,  we  are  one  in  Christ, 
One  body  in  the  Lord. 

Our  sins  were  laid  on  Him, 
When  bruised  on  Calvary; 

With  Christ  we  died  and  rose  again. 
And  sit  With  Him  on  high, 


Faith  eats  the  bread  of  lire, 
And  drinks  the  living  wine; 

Thus  we,  in  love  together  knit. 
On  Jesus'  breast  recline. 

Soon  shall  the  night  be  gone. 

The  Morning  Star  appear. 
Soon  shall  the  day  of  glory  dawn 

Our  longing  hearts  to  cheer. 

Brxstol  Hymns,  1870» 
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0  for  JV  Closer  Ulalk. 


(Balerma.  cm.) 


Dr.  AnsR. 


Oh,  for  a  closer  walk  with  God, 
A  calm  and  heavenly  frame; 

A  light  to  shine  upon  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb! 

Where  is  the  blessedness  I  knew, 
When  first  I  saw  the  Lord? 

Where  is  the  soul-refreshing  view 
Of  Jesus  and  His  word? 

What  peaceful  hours  I  once  enjoyed  ! 

How  sweet  their  memory  still! 
But  they  have  left  an  aching  void 

The  world  can  never  fill. 


Return,  O  holy  Dove,  return, 

Sweet  messenger  of  rest! 
I  hate  the  sins  that  made  Thee  mouriij 

And  drove  Thee  from  my  breast. 

The  dearest  idol  I  have  known, 

Whate'er  that  idol  be. 
Help  me  to  tear  it  from  Thy  throne 

And  worship  only  Thee. 

So  shall  my  walk  be  close  with  God, 
Calm  and  serene  my  frame; 

So  purer  light  shall  mark  the  road 
That  leads  me  to  the  Lamb. 

C.  Wesley. 


No.  326. 


Cfcy  Boiy  Spirit. 


Thy  holy  Spirit,  Lord,  alone 
Can  turn  our  hearts  from  sin; 

His  power  alone  can  sanctify 
And  keep  us  pure  within. 

Cho.— O,  Spirit  of  faith  and  love, 

Come  in  our  midst,  we  pray, 
And  purify  each  waiting  heart; 
Baptize  us  with  pow'r  to-day. 

Thy  holy  Spirit,  Lord,  alone 

Can  deeper  love  inspire; 
His  power  alone  within  our  souls, 

Can  light  the  sacred  fire. 


Thy  holy  Spirit,  Lord,  can  bring 
The  gifts  we  saek  in  prayer; 

His  voice  can  words  of  comfort  speak 
And  still  each  wave  of  care. 

Thy  Holy  Spirit,  Lord,  can  give 
The  grace  we  need  this  hour; 

And  while  we  wait,  O  Spirit,  come 
In  sanctifying  power. 

Cho.— O  Spirit  of  Love  descend. 

Come  in  our  midst,  we  pray. 
And  like  a  rushing,  mighty  wind 
Sweep  over  our  souls  to-day. 

Henrietta  E.  Blair, 


No.  327. 


0oitte  Enter,  Cora! 


Rev.  F.  Bottomb,  D.D. 


(St.  Ann    cm.) 


Dr.  W.  Cboft. 
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1.  Come,   en  -  ter,  Lord,  tfnd  take  Thy  rest,    Thou  and  Thy  ark    of  strength ; 
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of      my  breast     Thy , dwell -ing  place    at    length. 


And  make  the  tern  -  pie 


'^-  r  I  gi  P^fT^t|^f-t^lf^:p~F  f M  "  •  H 


My  life,  mv  goods,  myself  I  jrield 

A  cheerml  sacrifice ; 
No  fond  desire  that  lay  concealed 

But  on  Thine  altar  dies. 

I  will  be  Thine,  with  all  my  powers. 
My  memory,  mind,  and' will, 

And  all  my  consecrated  hours 
Thy  service  to  fulfil* 


I  know  how  poor  and  worthless  all, 

How  weak  the  hand  I  lift ; 
But  where  the  sprinkled  blood  shall  fail, 

It  sanctifies  the  gift. 

'Tis  done  I—but  wilt  Thou  condescend 
To  make  my  heart  Thy  home  ? 

Call  me,  a  sinful  worm,  Thy  friend  I 
Lord  Jesus,  quickly  come  ! 


No.  328. 


Spirit  Of  tbe  Civing  m. 


O,  spirit  of  the  living  God, 
In  all  Thy  plentitude  of  grace, 

Where'er  the  foot  of  man  hath  trod, 
Descend  on  our  apostate  race. 


Give  tongues  of  fire  and  hearts  of  love 
To  preach  the  reconciling  word; 

Give  power  and  unction  from  above, 
Where'er  the  joyful  sound  is  heard. 


Be  darknesss,  at  Thy  coming,  light; 

Confusion,  order  in  Thy  path; 
Souls   without   strength,   inspire   with 
might; 

Bid  mercy  triumph  over  wrath. 

Baptize  the  nations  far  and  nigh 
The  triumphs  of  the  cross  record 

The  name  of  Jesus  glorify, 
Till  every  kindred  call  Him  Lord. 
J.  Montgomery. 


No.  329.      from  mry  Stormy  mma  Cftat  Blows. 


From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows. 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woes. 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat: 
'Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat. 


There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  gladness  on  our  heads; 
A  place  that  all  besides  more  sweet: 
It  is  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat. 


Ah!  whither  could  we  flee  for  aid, 
When  tempted,  desolate,  dismayed, 
Or  how  the  hosts  of  hell  defeat, 
Had  suffering  saints  no  mercy-seat? 

There,  there  on  eagle's  wings  we  soar. 
And  sin  and  sense  molest  no  more; 
And  heaven  comes  down  our  souls  to 

greet. 
While  glory  crowns  the  mercy-seat. 

BOEHM. 


No.  330. 


Cotiie  Rumble  Sinner. 

(Xe^X^noton.  cm.) 
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Come,  humble  sinner,  in  whose  breast 
A  thousand  thoughts  revolve, 

Come  with  thy  guilt  and  fear  opprest, 
And  make  this  last  resolve. 

"I'll  go  to  Jesus,  though  my  sin 
Hath  like  a  mountain  rose; 

I  know  His  courts,  I'll  enter  in, 
Whatever   may    oppose. 

'I'll  to  the  gracious  King  approach, 
Whose  sceptre  pardon  gives. 

Oh,  that  he  may  command  my  touch. 
And  then  the  suppliant  lives. 


"Prostrate  I'll  lie  before  His  throne, 
And  there  my  gult  confess; 

I'll  tell  him  I'm  a  wretch  undone. 
Without  His  sovereign  grace. 

•*1  shall  not  perish,  if  1  go — 

1  am  resolved  to  try; 
For  If  1  stay  away,  1  know 

I  must  forever  die. 

•*My  Saviour  will  not  spurn  my  cry, 
My  King  will  hear  my  prayer; 

In  safety  at  His  feet  I  lie, 
For  none  can  perish  there." 
Edmond  Jones,  ab.  1777  v,  6,  h. 


No.  331. 


Co-Day  Cbe  Saviour  Calls. 


To-day  the  Saviour  calls; 

Ye  wand'rers  come; 
O,  ye  benighted  souls. 

Why  longer  roam? 

To-day  the  Saviour  calls; 

Oh,  hear  Him  now; 
Within  these  sacred  walls 

To   Jesus    bow. 


To-day  the  Saviour  calls; 

For  refuge  fly; 
The  storm  of  justice  falls, 

And  death  is  nigh. 

The  Spirit  calls  to-day; 

Yield  to  His  power. 
Oh,  grieve  Him  not  away, 

'Tis  mercy's  hour. 

Samuel  FEANCie  Smith. 


No.  332. 


1e$u$  Paid  It  HIi. 


1  hear  the  Saviour  say 
Thy  strength  indeed  is  small; 

Child  of  weakness,  watch  and  pray, 
Find  In  Me  thine  all  in  all. 

Cho.— Jesus  paid  it  all; 

All  to  Him  1  owe; 
Sin  had  left  a  crimson  stain; 

He  wa^h'd  it  white  as  snow, 


O,  I/ord.  at  last  I  find 
Thy  power,  and  Thine  alone, 

Can  change  this  heart  of  mine, 
And  make  it  all  Thine  own. 

And  when  in  heaven  above. 

At  Jesus'  feet  I  fall, 

My  song  shall  ever  be— 

Jesus  has  paid  it  all. 

Rev.  W.  McDonalp, 


No.  333. 

MERIBAH. 


0  Cord,  Bow  Bapry. 
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O,  Lord,  how  happy  should  we  be 
If  we  could  cast  our  care  on  Thee, 

If  we  from  self  could  rest; 

And  feel  at  heart  that  One  above 

In  perfect  wisdom,  perfect  love. 
Is  working  for  the  best. 

How  far  from  this  our  daily  life. 
How  oft  disturbed  by  anxious  strife, 
By  sudden  wild  alarms; 


O  could  we  but  relinquish  all 
Our  earthly  props  and  simply  fall 
On  Thine 'Almighty  arms! 

Could  we  but  kneel  and  cast  our  load. 
Even  while  we  pray,  upon  our  God, 

Then  rise  with  lightened  cheer; 
Sure  that  the  Father,  who  is  nigh 
To  still  the  famished  raven's  cry, 

Will  hear  in  that  we  fear. 


No.  334. 


3u$t  (1$  T  JIlll. 


Just  as  I  am  without  one  plea, 

But  that  Thy  blood  was  shed  for  me, 

And  that  Thou  bid'st  me  come  to  Thee, 
O,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 


Just  as  I  am,  poor,  wretched,  blind. 
Sight,  riches,  healing  of  the  mind 
Yea,  all  1  need  in  Thee  to  find, 
O,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 


Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not 
To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot. 

To  Thee  whose  blood  can  cleanse  each 
spot, 
O,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 


Just  as  I  am.  Thou  wilt  receive, 
Wilt    welcome,    pardon,    cleanse,    re- 
lieve, 
Because  Thy  promise  1  believe, 
O,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 


Just  as  1  am,  though  tossed  about 
With  many  a  conflict,  many  a  doubt, 

Fghtings  within  and  fears  without 
O,  Lamb  of  God,  I  come! 


Just  as  I  am.  Thy  love  unknown 
Hath  broken  every  barrier  down; 
Now,  to  be  Thine,  and  Thine  alone, 
O,   Lamb   of  God,   I   come! 

Charlotte  Elliot 
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Up  -  ward,  where    the  sky        is    bright  -  est, 

Where  life's  stream    is  ev    -    er        lav  -    ing. 

Son       of      man    they  crown,  they  crown    Him; 
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INDEX  to  FIRST  LINES  AND  TUNES. 


HYMN.  NO. 

Abide   With   Me 364 

A  Charge  to  Keep 205 

Across  the  Ocean  Stealing 201 

A  Cry  is  Ever  Sounding 195 

Advent  Song 275 

Afar  Prom   God  in 23 

A  Few  More  Years 227 

A  Few  More  Years  of  Toil 238 

All  Glory  to  Jesus  be  Given 59 

All  People  That  on  Earth  Do  Dwell 13 

All  the  Way  Long 293 

A  Macedonian  Cry 195 

Amazing  Grace,  How  Sweet 63 

Am  I  Not  Better  Unto  Thee 140 

Anywhere,    Everywhere 183 

Anywhere   My    Master   Needs 183 

Arm  of  the  Lord  Awake 182 

Around  Thy  Grave 263 

Art  Thou  Weary,  Art  Thou  Languid...     66 

As  Helpless  as  a  Child 300 

As  I  Sailed  Across  the  Ocean 246 

As  I  Sadly  Look  Around 160 

As  Jesus  Died  and  Rose 316 

A   Sinner  Once  Came  to  the   Saviour. .     41 

Asleep  in  Jesus 278 

At    Even 161 

At  Evening  When  the  Sun 161 

Awake  and  Sing 264 

Awake,  My  Soul  to  Joyful 50 

Away  Across  the  Ocean 197 

Away  in  a  Manger 292 

Balm  in  Gilead 160 

Beautiful   Japan 204 

Be  Filled  With  the  Spirit 8 

Behold  Me  Standing  at  the  Door 22 

Behold!  O,  God,  Thy  Chosen 284 

Behold  the  Throne  of  Grace 17 

Be  True 179 

Blessed    Quietness 118 

Blind  Bartimeus 30 

Blow  Ye  the  Trumpet,   Blow 71 

Bread  of  the  World 266 

Breathing  Out  and  Breathing  In 7 

Brethren,   Go,   the   Lord 193 

Bring  to  Jesus  All 282 

Bring  the  Children  to  Jesus 253 

Bringing  the  World  to  Jesus 202 

Brother  for  Christ's  Kingdom 166 

Buried  in  Baptism  With 261 

Calm  Me,  My  God 133 

Calvary!   Dear   Calvary 45 

Cease  Ye  Mourners 317 

Cease  Your  Thinking 130 

Children's   Missionary   Hymn 296 

Christ   is  All 91 

Christ  is  Coming 214 

Christ  is  Coming 244 

Christ  of  all  My  Hopes 156 

Cleansing  Wave 357 

Clinging  and  Resting 281 

Come  Back  to  God ■^ 289 

Come  Enter  Lord  and  Take 327 

Come,  Holy  Spirit  Dove 262 

Come    Humble    Sinner 330 

Come,  Jesus,  Lord 147 

Come,  Lord,  and  Tarry  Not 215 

Come,  Saith  Jesus 67 

Come  Sinners  to  the  Living  One 24 

Come  to  Jesus  Heartsick 58 


HYMN.  NO. 

Come  to  Jesus  Now 40 

Come  to  the  Throne  of  Grace 32 

Come,  Weary  Soul  by  Sin 49 

Come    Ye    Disconsolate 159 

Consecration    79 

Day  by  Day  the  Manna  Fell 113 

De  Massa  o'  de  Sheepf ol' 25 

Don't  You  Miss  the  Light  Brother 37 

Down  Amid  the  Depths  of 175 

Down  in  the  Valley 14 

Draw  Me,  Saviour 94 

Dwelling  in  Canaan 84 

Dying  and  She  Knew  Not 190 

Dying  Without  Jesus  190 

Even  as  He 229 

Even  So 235 

Fainting  Soldier  of  the  Lord 178 

Faint   Not,   Christian 310 

Far  Across  the  Land 206 

Far  from  the  Scenes    228 

Father,    Beneath    Thy    Sheltering 304 

Fill  the  Censer 280 

Fill  up  the  Ranks 188 

Fill  Us  With  Thy  Holy  Spirit 8 

Flash  the  News 294 

Follow  Me 36 

Forever  With  the  Lord 240 

Forever  With  the  Lord 251 

Forward,   Forward 187 

From  Every  Stormy  Wind 329 

From  the  Cross  Uplifted  High 73 

Full  Salvation ^ 151 

Gideon's  Band 185 

Give  Me  Strength 86 

Give  to  the  Winds  Thy  Fears 131 

Glorious  Things  of  Thee 210 

Go  and  Tell 184 

God  Bless  Our  Native  Land^ 276 

God  Has  His  Best  Things 107 

God  is  My  Home  114 

God's   Best : 107 

Go  Forward 187 

God  is  the  Refuge  of  320 

Grace,  'Tis  a  Charming  Sound 61 

Gracious,  Heavenly  Father 192 

Grieve  Not  the  Spirit 48 

Hark,  Hark  My  Soul 291 

Hark  My  Soul  it  is  the  Lord 308 

Hark,   Ten  Thousand 299 

Hark!  the  Gentle  Voice  of 32 

Hark!  the  Song  of  Jubilee 198 

Hasten,   Lord,  the  Glorious 212 

Have  Faith  in  God 286 

Have  You  Found  Some  Precious 172 

Have  You  Found  the  Great 165 

Healing  in  His  Wings 157 

Hear  the  Advent  Song 275 

Hear  What  God  Hath  Spoken 318 

He  is  Able  to  Deliver  Thee 283 

He  Is  Coming  for  Me 242 

Help   Along 177 

Help  Just  a  Little 166 

He    Knows 123 

He  Set  the  Joy-bells  Ringing 56 

He  Who  Hath  Led  Will  Lead 164 

His  Peace 302 

Home  at  Last 249 

Hold  the  Ropes 175 

Holy  Ghost,  I  Bid  Thee 1 

Ho!  Every  One  That  is  Thirsty 4 


HYMN.  NO. 

Hover  0*er  Me,  Holy  Spirit 349 

How  Beauteous  are  Their  Feet 174 

How   Bright  These  Glorious 335 

How  Still  Was  the  Night 271 

How  Sweec  and  Awful 268 

How  Sweet  the  Name  of  Jesus 322 

Always  Will  Remember  Thee 239 

Am  Entering  In 83 

Am  Going  to  That  Dark 200 

Am  Thine  Own,  O  Christ 82 

Am  Trusting  Thee,  Lord  Jesus 125 

Am   Watching  for 218 

Believe  in  God  the  Father 260 

Came  to  Jesus 43 

Choose  to  Give  to  God 95 

If  Human  Kindness  Meets 267 

If  You  Ever  Feel  Downhearted 286 

Give  My  Hands  to  Jesus 306 

:  Give  Myself  to  Jesus 306 

Have  Been  Alone 126 

Have  Come  With  My  Guilt 83 

Have  Given  Myself  Away 92 

:  Have  Given  My  Heart  to  Jesus 231 

Have  Overcome 178 

Have  Precious  News 34 

'.  Heard  the  Voice  of  Jesus  Say 43 

'  Hear  the  Words  of  Love 302 

Hear  My  Dying  Saviour 36 

Hear  the  Saviour  Say 332 

""    Live   My   Life    203 

['11  Live  the  World  Around 203 

I'll  Sing  of  the  Story 47 

I'll  Sing  of  the  Wonderful  Promise 128 

'  Love  Him  So 152 

Love  Thy  Kingdom,  Lord 176 

I'm  Going  to  the  Congo 201 

I'm  On  My  Journey   293 

■  Must  Tell  Jesus 119 

In  a  World  of  Sorrow 255 

In   Bright  Angelic  Garb 51 

In    Glory 238 

In  Heavenly  Love  Abiding 139 

In  Tenderness  He  Sought  Me 69 

lu  the  Cross  of  Christ 110 

In  the  Glow  of 214 

:  Read  the  Sweet  Story 158 

Said-My  God 86 

Saw  Him  Leave 138 

'.  Saw  One  Hanging  On 64 

Seek  Not  to  Follow 102 

Shall  See  the  King 220 

s  It  for  Me. 146 

Is  it  Right  With  God 29 

It  Just  Suits  Me 60 

It  May  Not  be  on 79 

It  Means  Just  What  it  Says 124 

'  Think  When  I  Read 259 

['ve  Given  All  I  Have 96 

I've  Washed   My   Robes 75 

T've  Yielded  to  God 115 

Was  so  Weary,  Sad 84 

Was  Wand'ring,  Sad 35 

Will  Not  Forget  Thee 272 

Jerusalem,  My  Happy  Home 219 

Jerusalem  the  Golden 217 

Jesus,  Breathe  Thy  Spirit  on  me 7 

Jesus  Calls  Us 208 

Jesus  for  Me 38 

Jesus  Heals  Today 165 

Jesus,  I  am  Resting,  Resting 122 

Jesus  is  Coming  Again 226 

Jesus  is  Looking  for  Thee 31 

Jesus  is  Mighty  to  Save 59 

Jesus  is  Standing  in  Pilate's 46 

Jesus  is  Tenderly  Pleading 52 

Jesus  is  the  Same  Forever 137 

Jesus,  I  Would  Faithful  Be 77 

Jesus  Knows  Our  Every  Care 236 

Jesus  Knows  Thy  Sorrow 123 

Jesus  My  Saviour  is  All 38 
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